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CHAPTER  I 

MONSIEUR  NEYON   DE  VILLIERS 

TT  was  a  lueer  old  town,  that  Kaskaskia,  even  then 
■»■  seventy  y.  ,rs  established,  a  typical  French  village  of 
the  far  frontier.  However,  I  was  destined  to  gai"  merely 
a  glimpse  of  it  before  the  sun  sank,  for  the  message  that 
had  brought  me  thither  was  most  urgent,  nor  was  I  in  any 
spirit  :o  waste  time  with  idle  sight-seeing.  There  are  few 
things  that  quicken  action  like  an  empty  purse. 

The  whitewashed  walls  of  the  scattered  houses  — built 
largely  of  rough-hewn  logs,  and  but  a  single  story  in  height 
—  alone  served  to  direct  my  slow  progress  along  the  narrow 
irregula-  'y  of  street.  As  I  turned  into  the  more  deserted 
lane  lea  ig  southward,  even  this  uncertain  guidance  failed, 
and  I  was  compelled  to  grope  through  the  blackness  like  a 
blind  man,  my  sole  assistance  that  single  faint  beam  of  light 
far  ahead.  It  was  a  rarely  black  night,  the  sky  heavily  over- 
cast with  clouds  threatening  rain,  the  little  hamlet  sunk  into 
strange  quietude  for  so  early  an  hour,  fatigued  doubtless  by 
its  late  fete.  To  my  left  a  number  of  dogs  barked  noisily, 
while  close  upon  my  right  could  be  distinguished  the  musical 
ripple  of  the  great  river  as  its  waters  lazily  lapped  the  shore. 
Nowhere  was  there  sight  or  sound  of  human  presence. 

It  may  have  been  no  more  than  a  hundred  yards  from  the 
cross-roads  to  the  threshold  of  the  "  Bon  Vin,"  but  even  a 
hundred  yards  in  such  darkness,  along  a  path  littered  with 
roots  and  stones,  is  no  small  journey.    My  temper  was  not 
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of  the  best  as  I  shook  loos"  the  rapier  at  my  belt,  and,  with 
caution,  swung  ajar  the  heavy  oaken  door.  What  awaitfjd 
me  be/ond  its  hiding  I  knew  not ;  it  was  well  to  be  prepared 
for  the  worst.  The  message  was  strange  and  unexpected. 
Fair  caution  is  never  unworthy  a  soldier,  so  I  peered  a 
bit  suspiciously  across  the  dimly  lighted  room  before  ven- 
turing t(  set  foot  therein.  All  appeared  peaceable  enough. 
A  fairly  large  room  it  looked,  the  low  walls  whitewashed 
and  scrupulously  clean,  with  three  or  four  rough  deal  tables, 
surrounded  by  rude  benches,  occupying  the  central  space, 
while  a  short  bar  of  unplaned  slabs  stood  against  the  farther 
wall.  I  thought  the  place  entirely  deserted,  and  had  pushed 
back  the  door  and  stepped  within  the  circle  of  light,  before 
noting  the  sole  occupant.  She  stood  behind  the  low  bar, 
industriously  polishing  a  drinking-glass,  and  glanced  around 
at  me  wii'-  so  much  of  mischief  in  her  bold  black  eyes,  that 
I  instantly  became  conscious  of  my  stained  attire  and  of 
those  gray  hairs  already  becoming  conspicuous  in  my  mous- 
tache and  along  my  temples. 

"  Fair  welcome.  Monsieur !  "  she  exclaimed  gaily,  setting' 
down  the  shining  glass  upon  the  dull  slab,  and  making  me 
a  deep  curtsy.  '  The  '  Bon  Vin  '  is  greatly  honored  by  your 
coming  hither  to  tasi?  our  good  cheer.  This  has  been  a  dull 
night.  To  what  manner  of  drink  will  you  be  served?  Or 
would  food  prove  more  to  your  liking  ?  " 

"  I  will  sample  a  cup  of  your  sweet  wine.  Mademoiselle," 
I  answered  soberly,  placing  as  I  spoke  my  sole  remaining 
coin  upon  the  plank. 

As  she  set  the  evenly  filled  glass  at  my  elbow,  I  drew  forth 
from  within  my  doublet  that  strange  note  which  the  Indian 
had  handed  me,  and  spread  it  open  before  her  on  the  slab. 

"  Know  you  aught  as  to  the  proper  meaning  of  all  this, 
Mademoiselle  ?  " 

She  glanced  down  at  the  writing  carelessly  enough,  but 
I  imagined  I  detected  a  new  light  of  awakened  interest 
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within  her  eyes  as  they  were  again  uplifted  to  search  my 
face. 

"  He  may  be  found  yonder,"  she  announced  simply,  with 
a  brisk  nod  toward  the  back  of  the  room.  "  He  said  he 
awaitd  the  coming  of  a  friend." 

"  Is  he,  then,  a  man  of  some  importance  in  these  settle- 
ments?" I  questioned,  somewhat  relieved  by  her  words,  yet 
determined  to  learn  more.  "  I  am  a  stranger  to  this  region, 
Mademoiielle,  and  dislike  undertaking  any  service  knowing 
nothing  as  to  my  employer." 

She  watched  me  silently  as  I  slowly  sipped  the  red  wine, 
seemingly  not  altogether  certain  what  might  be  best  to 
answer. 

"  Your  face  is  honest  enough,"  she  responded  finally,  as 
though  satisfied  by  her  scrutiny,  "  and  you  have  about  you 
the  bearing  of  a  soldier.  Besides,  I  do  not  think  he  has  any 
wish  to  hide  his  identity,  or  he  surely  would  have  warned 
me  to  be  silent.  It  is  the  Commandant  at  Fort  Chartres  who 
awaits  your  company." 

My  heart  gave  a  bound  of  exultation ;  this  was  even  better 
than  I  had  anticipated. 
"  Monsieur  Neyon  de  Villiers  ?  " 

The  girl  nodded,  her  elbows  on  the  plank,  her  saucy  face 
smiling  up  into  my  own. 
"  You  know  him.  Monsieur?  " 

"We  were  once,  long  years  ago,  members  c'  the  same 
corps,  and  even  quartered  within  the  same  barracks,  yet 
have  never  personally  met.  Am  I  to  seek  hini  throus^h  yon- 
der doorway,  Mademoiselle?" 

"  Ay,  Monsieur  I'oMcier,  down  three  steps,  and  then  the 
first  room  upon  your  right." 

The  opening  was  unusually  low,  so  that  I  was  compelled 
to  bend  upon  first  entering  it,  yet  the  passage  beyond,  al- 
though narrow,  proved  sufficiently  high  A  few  steps  down, 
and  I  perceived  my  man.    He  was  seated  beside  a  low  table, 
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which  held  a  black  bottle  and  two  glasses ;  he  wa  tnking 
•o  furiously  as  to  be  fairly  enveloped  in  cloud  — a  short, 
itoutly  built  man  of  middle  age,  his  gray  hair  clipped  short, 
and  having  a  peculiarly  livid  scar  across  his  forehead. 

"You  have  proven  v  urself  fairly  prompt.  Monsieur," 
he  exclaimed  pleasantl  ,  as  he  surveyed  me  with  shrewd 
gray  eye<.  "  It  is  a  virtue  I  have  ever  esteemed  quite  highly. 
Pray  be  seated  that  we  may  converse  more  at  our  ease.  The 
empty  glass  yonder  is  for  your  pleasure." 

"Monsieur  Raoul  de  Coubert?"  he  questioned  at  last,  as 
if  anxious  ;o  reassure  himself  before  proceeding  further. 
I  bowed  in  silence,  determined  to  permit  his  leadership. 
"One  time  Captain  in  tl'e  Hussar  regiment  of  Languedoc  ?" 
"  Such  was  my  rai.k  d.iring  the  Flemish  campaign,  and 
later  in  Italy,"  I  responded  quietly. 

"  Cashiered  for  daring  to  draw  sword  on  Colonel  le  Prince 
de  Muillet,  if  my  memory  serves  ?  " 

Rather  because  I  disarmed  him  ;.t  the  first  tierce.  Mon- 
sieur de  Villiers,  after  he  had  boasted  over-loudly  of  being 
the  best  swordsman  in  the  cavalry  brigade." 

"  Ah,  bieni  I  remember,"  and  the  gray  eyes  flashed  mer- 
rily. "  A  hard,  black  brute  to  his  men,  and  ever  a  merciless 
blade  in  the  field.  He  it  was  who  killed  the  lad  Lenoir,  for 
no  better  a  cause  than  that  the  poor  boy  was  pushed  against 
him  in  a  crowd.  Sacre  I  whatever  of  rank  that  passage  at 
arms  may  have  cost  you,  it  lost  you  no  friendship  among  the 
soldiers  of  France.  We  laughed  De  Muillet  out  of  the  army. 
But  from  all  appearances  I  judge  this  hard  old  woild  has 
not  since  been  overly  kind  with  you  ?  " 

He  asked  this  with  such  quiet  courtesy  of  manner  I  felt 
constrained  to  respond  in  the  same  spirit,  although  it  was  a 
matter  on  which  I  was  not  proud  to  dwell. 

"  I  possess  little  to  sell  save  my  sword,"  I  returned  w 
frankness.    "  The  training  of  the  French  service  scarcely  h 
one  for  trade,  nor  had  I  any  taste  that  way,  while  younger 
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•oni  are  not  apt  to  be  bl«,ed  with  much  inheritance.  Then 
the  caprice  of  fate  led  me  into  a  bad  country  for  any  wldier 
of  fortune  to  win  gold  or  fame." 

"  True ;  yet  «f/«,  it  might  be  worse.    \/hen  one  ii  ready 
to  venture  much  for  reward.  Monsieur,  this  wilderness  r' 
sufficient  of  warfare.    If,  as  you  say,  you  sought    .rv,. 
these  parts,  how  happened  it  you  were  not  with  us  at 
Du  Qucsnc,  and  the  Great  Meadows?    That  was  a  t 
surely,  when  we  had  use  for  every  French  sword." 

I  was  under  orders  on  the  great  river  b-low,  and  h, . 
naught  of  the  expedition  until  too  late  to  overtake  yot.      i 
voyaged  as  far  as  Fort  Massac  at  the  head  of  twenty     ,.-,• 
but  you  had  already  passed  up  the  Ohio." 

He  stniled,  helping  himself  freely  to  th;  wine,  and  push- 
mg  the  bottle  toward  me. 

"So  Monsieur  Beaujeu  informed  me."  he  acknowl  Ig-ed 
quietly.  You  missed  much,  however,  for  it  was  a  stem 
fight ;  that  young  Washington  has  in  him  the  mak  ,  of  ^ 
soldier.  But,  Monsieur,  we  waste  far  too  mud.  ,me  in 
reminiscence.  I  retain  plea,sant  memory  of  you  in  the  past 
as  having  been  a  good  sword;  I  have  since  heard  you  re- 
ferred to  by  those  in  whom  I  have  confidence  as  being  worthy 
of  trust.  Yet  there  is  one  other  thing  I  need  to  ask  -  pos- 
sess you  some  skill  in  matters  of  woodcraft,  and  knowledge 
as  to  the  ways  of  savages  ?" 

"I  was  with  D'Artaguette  at  Yalabusha,  and  later  marched 
with  Monsieur  Celeron's  men  as  their  guide.  That  should 
count  for  something." 

"Diablet  I  should  say  yes."  His  eyes  searched  my  face 
eagerly  his  fingers  playing  a  tattoo  on  the  rough  table 
Heard  I  not  a  rumor  somewhere  that  one  called  De 
Coubert  first  brought  D'Artaguette's  message  of  defeat  to 
Bienville,  travelling  alone  through  three  hundred  miles  of 
forest  and  waterway?  By  any  chance,  could  that  have  been 
you,  Monsieur?" 
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My  face  darkened  from  the  mcnujry,  while  for  the  moment 
my  tong:ue  failed  of  speech. 

"  I  was  choien  by  both  De  Vincennes  and  Father  Senat, 
Monsieur,  to  bear  word  of  D'Artaguette's  plight  to  New 
Orleans,  yet  it  might  have  been  as  well  had  I  remained 
behind  and  died  there  with  those  brave  comrades  at  the 
stake.  Bienville  was  in  furious  humor  at  such  failure  of 
his  plan,  and  there  is  seldom  welcome  for  a  messenger  of 
defeat." 

"  Ay,  but  the  story  goes,  that  ragged  and  wounded  though 
you  were,  Bienville  despatched  you  back  to  the  Chickasaws 
with  a  message  of  defiance,  refusing  to  pay  ransom  for  their 
captives.  Ay,  and  they  say  you  went,  though  first  you  cursed 
Bienville  to  his  beard.  Holy  Mother!  how  comes  it  you 
escaped  their  vengeance  alive?" 

.vionsieur  de  Villicrs,"  I  said,  my  head  bowed  upon  my 
Js,  "the  recollection  of  those  days  fairly  maddens  me 
tc  Iwell  upon.  I  would  blot  them  out  for  ever  if  I  could. 
I  I  1  the  gantlet,  Monsieur.  Thrice  I  raced  the  howling, 
striking  lines  of  those  red  devils,  and  once  was  even  bound 
against  the  same  blackened  stump  where  Senat  breathed  out 
his  dying  agony.  What  grim  mercy  spared  my  life  I  know 
not,  yet  is  my  body  s.-<dly  scarred  by  both  fire  and  steel. 
When  consciousness  returned  I  was  in  a  half-breed's  hut 
on  the  banks  of  the  big  river,  burning  up  with  fever.  It 
was  there  Monsieur  Celeron  came,  with  orders  that  I  guide 
him  through  the  forest  on  his  search  for  vengeance.  I  did 
the  work  assigned  me,  although  they  bore  me  for  a  week 
upon  a  litter." 

He  stared  at  me  as  I  poured  forth  another  glass  of  wine 
and  gulped  it  down. 

"But  your  rank,  De  Coubert?.  Surely  Bienville  could 
never  overlook  such  service?" 

'You  forget.  Monsieur,  that  Bienville  is  cousin  to  the 
Prince  de  Muiliet." 
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"But  Frince?    France  cannot  afford  to  fling  aside  to 
6ne  a  »word.  nor  ignore  ao  magnifiicnt  a  deed." 

I  lifted  my  hat,  and  bowed  low  in  answer. 

"  France  knows  but  little  of  what  occurs  in  this  far  wilder- 
ness, save  as  Bienville  tells  the  story." 

He  flung  his  clinched  hand  down  hard  upon  the  table 
then  rose  and  paced  the  narrow  room,  his  strong  face  dark 
with  sudden,  ill-repressed  passion. 

/'Socrel  it  is  true!"  he  exclaimed  at  last,  savagely, 
h  ranee  holds  small  memory  of  her  children  exiled  into 
these  woods.  'Tisapityl  There  is  a  most  noble  empire 
here  for  her  holding  did  she  only  stand  loyally  it  our  backs  • 
but  no,  she  chooses  rather  to  let  us  fight  out  the  battle  alone' 
and  leaves  us  to  perish  like  flies.  Yet,  faith,  't  is  not  France' 
but  rather  those  beribboned  and  perfumed  courtiers  who  rule 
her  Kmg. 

He  stopped  in  his  pacing,  and  suddenly  faced  me. 

"  Speak  you  English  ?  " 

"  I  was  held  prisoner  on  parole  eight  months  in  England 
and  thus  learned  the  tongue." 

"Good!  Monsieur  de  Coubert,  the  time  has  come  for 
frankness  of  speech  between  us.  I  am  in  great  need  of  a 
man  like  you.  You  know  something  of  our  present  situa- 
ti«i  m  these  colonies,  no  doubt.  The  declaration  of  peace 
between  France  and  England  at  this  time,  when  all  the  In- 
dians of  the  western  border  are  on  the  war-path  and  attack- 
ing the  English  settlements,  has  greatly  complicated  my 
situation  here  as  Commandant  of  this  Illinois  countrv.  It 
places  me  between  two  fires,  with  secret  orders  directly  in 
contradiction  to  those  sent  me  openly.  Sacrel  there  seems 
.ttle  left  but  to  deal  with  others  even  as  the  King  chooses 
to  deal  with  me." 

He  paused,  glancing  about  as  if  apprehensive  of  unwel- 
come visitors. 

"This  is  no  fit  place  in  which  to  discuss  freely  the  affairs 
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of  state,"  he  said,  with  lowered  voice.  "Enough  to  say, 
there  is  a  messenger  here,  a  black-faced  half-breed.  God 
knows  how  he  ever  got  through  Pontiac's  scouting  parties, 
for  they  had  my  orders  to  halt  all  such,  yet  here  he  is,  bear- 
ing impudent  orders  from  the  EngUsh  commandant  at  De- 
troit, one  Gladwyn,  that  as  leader  of  the  French  in  this  valley 
I  disavow  Pontiac,  and  use  every  endeavor  to  aid  in  his 
defeat.  Pardieu!  that  may  look  easy,  yet 't  is  not  so  written 
in  my  private  messages  from  below.  I  see  no  way  out  of 
the  mess  but  to  despatch  secret  instruction  to  the  chief,  while 
sending  at  the  same  time  fair  promises  by  the  half-breed  to 
Detroit,  and  the  private  message  must  be  the  first  to  arrive. 
We  have  but  a  small  garrison  here,  a  mere  skeleton,  and 
there  is  no  officer  at  Fort  Chartres  who  may  be  spared  while 
this  war  cloud  hovers  so  close  about  our  gates.  'T  is  like 
to  prove  a  desperate  mission,  across  many  ?  league  of  lonely 
wilderness;  but  I  pledge  you  my  word  as  a  soldier  that  if 
it  be  rightly  accomplished  the  whole  brave  story  shall  reach 
the  ears  of  the  King." 

He  stopped  in  his  rapid  speech,  his  eyes  fixed  inquiringly 
upon  me.  I  knew  De  Villiers  as  both  courtier  and  soldier, 
and  had  my  doubts. 

"You  say  you  possess  private  instruction  to  ignore  the 
peace  pact?  "  I  questioned,  a  bit  incredulously. 

He  nodded  silently. 

"  Monsieur,  I  do  not  question  your  truth  in  the  least,  yet 
this  is  a  most  delicate  matter,  and  if  I  could  see  such  word 
written  down  it  would  do  much  to  decide  me." 

"You  shall  see  to-morrow.  You  are  willing,  then,  to 
venture  your  life  for  France,  and  such  s  .il  reward  as  I 
may  offer?" 

"  I  have  never  valued  it  over  highly." 

"  I  thought  as  much.  You  may  meet  with  me  at  Chartres 
to-morrow  night." 

I  smiled,  yet  it  was  not  altogether  from  pleasure. 
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"  Unless,  perchance,  I  starve  in  the  meanwhile,  Monsieur." 

For  the  moment  he  stared  at  me,  as  if  striving  to  interpret 
my  meaning.  Then  his  stem  eyes  wandered  down  over  my 
rough  dress. 

"  Is  it  really  as  bad  as  that,  mon  camarade  f  "  he  inquired 
kindly.  "  'T  is  indeed  hard  lines  to  befall  so  tried  a  soldier. 
Let  this  purse  be  as  your  own  until  I  can  give  you  larger 
pay,  for  France  is  far  deeper  in  your  debt  than  these  few 
pieces  of  gold.  And  now,  Monsieur,  I  trust  you  to  be 
prompt  at  our  rendezvous." 

We  arose  together,  and  our  hands  met.  A  moment  later 
he  strode  heavily  from  the  room,  his  sword  clanking  along 
the  stones  of  the  passage,  and  I  sank  back  to  reflect  upon 
the  future. 


CHAPTER  11 


THE  DAWN  OF  TROUBLE 

'  I  ""HE  situation,  as  thus  brie^v  outlined,  was  very  far 
-■■  from  satisfactory.  That  i  •  v^illiers  was  two-faced 
in  his  dealings  wi.;.  the  English  ..e  had  with  great  frank- 
ness confessed,  doubtless  led  thereto  through  his  faith  in 
my  unquestioned  loyalty  to  the  secret  designs  of  France. 
But,  if  he  was  so  deceitful  in  this  matter,  what  reasonable 
hope  could  I  entertain  that  he  would  remain  faithful  to  me? 
A  soldier  by  training,  yet  a  wily  diplomat  by  nature,  the 
probability  was  exceedingly  strong  that  he  would  use  me 
for  sly  purposes  of  his  own,  and  then  as  carelessly  drop 
me  as  being  of  no  further  value.  Besides,  the  service  re- 
quired did  not  in  the  least  appeal  to  my  sense  of  right.  I 
was  a  soldier,  discredited,  to  be  sure,  by  the  authorities  of 
my  own  land,  and  ready  enough  to  sell  my  sword  in  any 
honorable  quarrel,  yet  nevertheless  a  gentleman,  retaining 
self-respect,  with  a  certain  sense  of  honor.  War  was  one 
thing,  identification  with  red  banditti  entir  another;  and 
I  could  not  completely  shake  off  the  haunting  remembrance 
that  the  Treaty  of  Paris,  the  news  of  which  had  just  reached 
us,  had  ended  all  open  conflict  between  France  and  England. 
This  proposed  encouragement  of  Pontiac  was  then  no  less, 
stripped  of  its  fair  language,  than  incitement  to  murder. 
Personally,  all  my  sympathies  in  such  a  situation  were  with 
the  whites,  no  matter  under  what  color  of  flag  they  strove, 
and  I  swore  between  my  clinched  teeth  at  thought  of  the 
miserable  work  thus  coolly  assigned  me. 

Still,  what  could  I  do?    De  Villiers  had  intimated  that 
this  was  the  will  of  the  King ;  he  had  even  pledged  his  word 
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to  show  me  his  authority.  I  could  demand  from  him  a 
written  memorandum,  giving  me  commission,  which  the 
French  government  would  never  dare  to  ignore.  Besides, 
any  mere  message  which  I  might  carry  would  have  small 
result  on  that  campaign  already  begun,  while,  once  within 
Pontiac's  camp,  as  an  accredited  officer  of  France,  my  in- 
fluence could  be  safely  exerted  toward  mercy.  Then  there 
was  another  thing  I  could  scarcely  be  indififerent  to  — I 
need»d  the  money,  the  power,  the  position  such  an  achieve- 
ment, if  once  successfully  accomplished,  would  assuredly 
bring  me.  This  was  the  circumstance  which  finally  deter- 
mined my  action.  Yes,  I  would  go,  provided  De  Villiers 
played  fair  with  me  upon  the  morrow;  I  would  bear  his 
message  with  all  circumspection,  but  when  once  within  the 
Indian  camp  I  should  reserve  to  myself  the  privilege  of 
acting  as  I  deemed  best  for  the  honor  of  France. 

I  arose  to  my  feet  wearied  with  reflection,  and  passed  out 
into  the  deserted  passageway.  The  door  at  the  upper  end 
stood  partially  ajar,  and  voices  reaching  me  bore  instant 
witness  that  the  tap-room  was  now  occupied  by  revellers. 
I  could  hear  the  clinking  of  glasses  against  the  tables,  with 
an  occasional  oath  and  burst  of  loud  laughter.  Then  a 
voice,  speaking  a  strangely  atrocious  French  jargon,  reached 
my  ears  and  held  me  poised  upon  the  steps  to  listen. 

"Poof!"  it  ejaculated  harshly,  in  that  coarseness  of  ut- 
terance characteristic  of  a  big  man  in  liquor.  "  You  are  all 
brave  men  enough  out  here.  Any  cock  can  crow  on  his  own 
dunghill.  With  five,  hundred  miles  of  wilderness  stretching 
between  you  and  the  English  garrisons,  and  Pontiac's  hos- 
tiles  holding  back  the  red-coats,  you  are  all  bold  enough, 
boasting  of  what  you  will  do  if  ever  they  venture  to  invade 
this  sacred  Illinois  country.  But  the  whole  of  you  will 
turn  squaws  at  sight  of  their  bayonets.  Let  me  tell  you,  I 
have-seen  those  English  fellows  fight,  and  they  are  certain 
to  come  even  here  to  the  great  river,  and  then  you  will  sing 
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about  peace  like  so  many  turtle  doves,  just  as  your  King  has 
done,  ever  in  Paris.  Pardieul  this  is  all  English  country 
now,  even  that  fine  fort  up  yonder  flaunting  the  Hear  de  lis." 

The  fellow,  whoever  he  was,  must  have  been  thoroughly 
intoxicated  to  have  ventured  upon  so  boasting  a  speech.  I 
heard  a  stir,  as  of  men  getting  hastily  upon  their  feet,  and 
a  snarl  of  ang^  voices.  Someone  spoke  out  tauntingly 
above  the  uproar. 

"  But  not  yet  taken,  Black  Peter,  and  unless  you  hold  your 
foul,  bragging  tongue  better,  there  is  one  half-breed  English- 
man who  shall  feel  the  cut  of  a  French  knife.'" 

TV^  other  laughed  contemptuously,  as  though  assured  of 
safety. 

"  Say  you  so.  Parley- Voo?  "  he  questioned  in  blunt  deri- 
sion, an  open  insult  in  every  tone  of  his  voice.  "  And  yet 
I  fail  to  tremble  before  so  bold  a  threat.  Shall  I  tell  you 
why?  Well,  this  is  it.  Monsieur  de  Villiers  would  have  a 
cordon  of  his  soldiers  out  hunting  after  you  in  the  morning 
if  any  one  of  you  dared  to  lay  hands  on  me.  'T  is  not  his 
policy  to  permit  an  EngUsh  messenger  to  be  murdered  while 
under  his  protection.  Sacre!  he  might  not  greatly  care 
about  preserving  my  Hfe,  but  it  would  prove  unpleas- 
ant explaining,  and  Monsieur  de  Villiers  knows  very  well 
that  all  I  claim  is  true.  Pish!  is  it  not  all  written  out 
plain  in  the  Treaty  of  Paris  ?  But  't  is  like  you  lads  cannot 
read." 

"  Monsieur  de  Villiers  is  at  Fort  Chartres,"  growled  the 
French  champion  sullenly.  "  He  would  know  little  how  such 
a  blow  was  struck  here  in  Kaskaskia." 

"Oh,  indeed?  Sacre  I  but  you  are  a  bright  lot,  a  fine 
bright  lot !  Monsieur  de  Villiers  passed  out  of  yonder  door 
scarce  twenty  minutes  ago.  It  chances  to  be  my  duty  just 
now  to  keep  watchful  eye  on  Monsieur  de  Villiers.  Let 
me  tell  you,  sleepy  heads,  he  has  bu*  just  had  converse  in 
a  back  room  yonder  with  a  renegade  and  reckless  Fiench- 
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man  about  this  same  matter,    h^.y  saints  I  it  seems  he  also 
has  grave  need  of  a  messenger." 

These  words,  sneering,  derisive,  almost  threatening  in 
their  scarcely  veiled  insult,  stiffened  my  purpose  instantly. 
Whichever  side  might  be  right  or  wrong  an  instinctive 
hatred  of  this  unseen  Pierre  Noir  surged  up  into  my  heart, 
and  immediately  the  coming  struggle  between  us  became  a 
personal  one.  If  this  vain  boasting  brute  was  destinec  to 
be  my  opponent,  then  he  should  test  my  quality  to  the  full. 
Even  his  rasping  French  caused  me  to  hate  him,  while  his 
sneering  insolence  set  my  blood  aflame.  He  might  hold  back 
and  overawe  that  rabble  of  voyageurs  and  coureurs  de  bois 
by  his  boasted  authority  as  an  English  messenger  under 
protection  of  the  commandant  at  Fort  Chartres,  but  he  had 
better  keep  both  tongue  and  hand  from  me. 

I  silently  swung  back  the  half-opened  door  and  stepped 
forth  into  the  large  room,  casting  one  rapid  glance  about 
over  its  rough  occupants,  before  crossing  the  vacant  space 
to  the  bar.  I  was  no  brawler  seeking  a  quarrel,  nor  was  I 
disposed  just  then  to  accept  meekly  any  manner  of  insult 
from  such  a  low-bred,  drunken  cur.  There  were  six  or 
seven  present  — the  fat-faced,  bald-headed  landlord  behind 
the  shelf,  a  few  ordinary-looking  young  fellows  in  pictur- 
esque frontier  costumes  clustered  near  the  tables,  while  lean- 
ing against  the  slab,  and  fronting  them  defiantly,  a  sneer  of 
derision  curling  his  thick  lips,  stood  a  perfect  giant  of  a 
man,  his  visage  dark  as  that  of  any  Indian,  with  long  black 
hair  dangling  upon  his  shoulders  and  tied  carelessly  back 
with  a  narrow  black  string.  My  sudden  and  totally  unex- 
pected entrance  hushed  the  startled  concourse  into  silence. 
For  an  instant  my  eyes  met  fairly  those  of  the  English  mes- 
sage bearer,  and  we  understood  each  other.  Then  I  turned 
to  greet  the  others  in  frank  border  fashion. 

"Good  evening,  Messieurs,"  I  said  quietly,  resolved  to 
test  the  Englishman's  mettle  without  more  delay.     "No 
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doubt  you  will  be  glad  to  join  me  in  drinking  a  glass  of 
good  wine  to  the  success  of  Pontiac." 
There  was  an  instant  outburst  of  laughter,  and  they  gath- 

H  s.  r'J^"'  T  '"  ^'°"'  °'  '^'  ^'-  ««''  '•»'"Kh  no 
doubt  to  be  thus  pleasantly  relieved  of  their  quarrel  The 
Canadian  half-breed,  for  such  I  knew  him  at  once  to  be 
scowled  sullenly,  his  face  a  thunder-cloud,  but  made  no 
move  to  jom  us. 

"Come,  Monsieur,"  I  said  tauntingly,  knowing  well  what 
words  would  cut  his  pride  the  deepest.  "  You  are  scarcely 
one  to  let  good  liquor  go  to  waste,  and,  unless  appearances 
greatly  deceive  my  eyes,  you  have  far  more  than  a  single 
drop  ot  Indian  blood  coursing  through  your  veins.  You 
ought  gladly  then  to  unite  in  my  toast  for  the  success  of 
your  people." 

In  sudden,  uncontrollable  anger  the  fellow  lifted  the  empty 
glass  which  had  been  standing  beside  him,  and  flune  it 
crashing  against  the  log  wall. 

"  What  else  I  have  is  good  enough  English,"  he  retorted 
hoarsely,  his  angry  eyes  on  my  face.  "And  I  drink  not  to 
that  red  murderer." 

"  Oh,  just  as  you  please,  my  friend.  Yet  I  venture  to 
assert  you  did  not  talk  so  boldly  while  on  your  way  hither 
from  Detroit.  Come,  Monsieur,  confess  that  you  even  passed 
yourself  off  as  a  peaceful  French  voyagvur  in  order  to  get 
through  those  same  guarding  Indian  lines." 

'  And  if  I  did,  whose  business  ?  " 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders  carelessly. 

"None  here,  I  am  sure;  yet  'tis  most  marvellous  how 
brave  you  become  when  once  safe  beneath  the  protection  of 

bJcomhi"'"'''  "^""'"'    ^  '""'  '"°''  °*  '"°''"'y  '"'^^*  ^ 

There  was  a  look  in  his  eyes  foreboding  trouble,  and  his 

great  hairy  hand  gripped  nervously  at  the  hilt  of  a  knife 

withm  his  belt.    The  young  fellows  noted  the  movement, 
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ana  edged  aside  so  as  to  leave  free  space  between  us,  but 
I  merely  smiled  back  into  his  scowling  black  face,  and  lifted 
my  glass  of  red  wine.  Faith,  I  held  him  in  such  utter  con- 
tempt as  to  make  him  squirm  beneath  it.  A  look  can  oft- 
times  cut  more  deeply  than  speech,  yet  be  harder  far  to 
resent  openly. 

"  Landlord,  a  room!  "  I  exclaimed  presently,  setting  down 
my  emptied  glass.  "  A  clean  and  quiet  room  where  I  may 
find  rest.  I  ride  for  Monsieur  de  Villiers  upon  the  morrow." 
I  grasped  the  sputtering  fragment  of  candle  he  extended 
to  me  across  the  board,  and  turned  to  go  away.  As  I  did 
so  the  half-breed  moved  suddenly,  his  'bow  striking  the 
light  so  smart  a  blow  that  the  candle  f e  .  from  out  its  shal- 
low socket  to  the  floor.  It  was  done  so  brazenly,  with  such 
an  accompanying  sneer  of  insult  wreathing  the  thick  lips, 
that  to  ignore  it  was  impossible. 

"  Monsieur  becomes  awkward."  I  remarked  quietly,  gaz- 
ing straight  into  his  eyes.  "  Most  strangely  awkward.  I 
will  show  Monsieur  it  is  not  always  safe." 

With  one  quick  swing  of  the  pewter  candlestick  I  struck 
him  squarely  between  the  eyes,  and  he  went  down,  stumbling 
blindly,  his  gleaming  knife  half  drawn  from  out  its  leathern 
sheath.  Another  instant  and  he  was  upon  his  feet  once 
more,  dashing  the  blood  from  his  eyes  and  snarling  with 
rage,  as  he  sprang  fiercely  forward  to  grip  me. 

"You  damned  French  renegade!"  he  shouted  hoarsely, 
forgettmg  all  previous  caution.  "  I  heard  enough  of  your 
ulk  with  Monsieur  de  Villiers  to  understand  your  little 
game,  but  now  he  '11  hunt  another  messenger  for  Pontiac  " 
My  rapier  was  free  of  its  scabbard  by  this  time,  and  as 
he  flung  up  his  wicked  blade  for  onset  I  struck  his  wrist 
with  the  flat  of  it  so  tough  a  blow  the  flickering  steel  fell 
rattling  to  the  floor,  and  I  promptly  placed  my  foot  upon  it. 
"  It  will  be  far  safer  for  you  to  stand  back.  Monsieur, 
well  out  of  reach  of  my  point,"  I  said  in  rare  good  humor. 
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"  or  you  might  get  a  prick  in  that  black  Indian  hide  hard 
to  heal.  You  have  had  your  lesson  in  politeness;  it  is 
enough.  Sacre I  I  am  a  gentleman  of  France;  I  do  not 
fight  such  half-breed  dogs  as  you." 

I  think  I  never  before  looked  upon  such  a  face  as  his,  one 
so  distorted  by  mad  passion,  so  crazed  for  revenge.  The 
froth  fairly  oozed  from  his  lips  as  though  he  were  a  rabid 
dog,  yet  he  retained  sufficient  sense  to  remain  quiet  while 
I  lashed  him,  his  great  hands  gripping  each  other  in  im- 
potent desire  to  break  past  my  shining  blade  and  close  upon 
my  throat. 

"  So,  Monsieur  Black  Peter,"  I  went  on,  studying  his  eyes 
intently  that  I  might  quickly  read  his  purpose,  "  you  are  not 
only  an  English  courier  —  an  honest  message-bearer  from 
Detroit  —  but  also  a  sneaking  English  spy,  taking  advantage 
of  Monsieur  de  Villiers's  hospitality  to  learn  his  secrets?  I 
thought  as  much,  and  am  glad  to  know  the  dirty  cur  you 
are.  Now  I  can  race  against  you  with  clean  conscience. 
So  you  stole  your  way  into  this  Illinois  country  pretending 
to  be  a  French  half-brced,  and  when  the  Commandant  trusted 
you  as  an  honorable  messenger  from  Gladwyn,  you  dogged 
his  footsteps,  spied  upon  him,  and  listened  at  the  door  where 
he  held  private  converse  with  another?  Pardieul  I  should 
be  justified  in  spitiing  you  where  you  stand ;  but  no,  I  would 
far  rather  laugh  at  you,  play  with  you  as  a  cat  does  with 
a  helpless  mouse,  and  then,  perchance,  if  ever  it  pro  ,'e  worth 
my  while,  turn  you  over  for  Pontiac  to  see  if  he  can  stir 
your  mongrel  blood  to  beg  for  mercy." 

I  drew  his  knife  slowly  bac".  with  my  moccasined  foot 
until  I  could  reach  it  without  danger  of  uncovering  my 
guard. 

"  Take  charge  of  this  sweet  weapon,"  I  said  to  the  land- 
lord, sticking  it  point  down  in  the  slab.  "  Our  valiant  friend 
here  might  cut  himself  unless  it  be  well  guarded.  Now 
another  candle,  mine  host;    and  if  this  sneaking  Indian 
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dog  ventures  to  howl  again  this  night,  call  me,  and.  by  my 
faith,  I  will  tell  De  ViUiers  the  whole  black  tale  of  his  foul 
treachery.  Pardieu,  friend  Peter,  were  I  to  do  that,  I  greatly 
fear  you  might  never  see  your  beloved  Detroit  again." 

"  It  would  cost  you  dear  enough,"  he  muttered  sullenly, 
his  roving  glance  proof  that  he  was  already  well  subdued. 

"  Pish  I  Don't  waste  time  with  threats  here.  We  are  too 
far  removed  from  your  red-coats  to  count  the  cost.  Besides, 
I  opine  they  would  risk  precious  little  for  your  black  skin. 
Yet  if  you  hold  your  tongue  I  pledge  you  I  will  hold  mine 
—  I  fight  my  battles  in  the  open.  Monsieur;  I  am  no  half- 
breed." 

Whatever  small  fear  I  may  have  at  first  felt  regarding  him 
was  completely  gone  by  now.  The  veiled  th.-eat  of  turning 
him  over  to  De  Villiers's  vengeance,  together  with  the  re- 
turning courage  of  the  coureurs  de  bois  clustered  together  in 
the  room,  and  already  fingering  their  knives,  had  effectually 
robbed  the  fellow  of  any  desire  for  further  quarrelling.  No 
doubt  he  thirsted  greedily  enough  to  sink  steel  in  my  body, 
yet  discretion  had  mastered  that  first  mad  craving  for  re- 
venge. I  read  much  in  his  eyes  — that  implacable  Indian 
hatred  which  could  patiently  bide  its  timp  in  relentless 
cruelty,  to  plot  in  darkness  and  strike  in  stealth.  But  for 
that  I  cared  little;  such  enmity  was  not  unusual  along  the 
border,  and  quite  generally  came  to  naught. 

How  little  I  conceived  all  that  lurked  behind  the  vindic- 
tive scowl  with  which  he  watched  me  leave  the  room.  And 
as  I  slept  in  soundness,  no  dream  came  winging  through  the 
night  shadows  to  bring  me  faintest  warning  of  those  lives 
endangered,  those  bitter  days  and  nights  of  trial  to  be 
bom  of  that  brief  quarrel  into  which  a  foolish  ^ride  had 
cast  me  headlong.  Pish!  'tis  on  such  trivial  things  —  a 
sneer,  a  word,  a  blow  —  our  strange  lives  pivot,  and  we  only 
know  their  ending  when  the  chance  to  smile  is  gone. 
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CHAPTER  III 

OLD  FORT  CHASTSES 

n,«.,n.  !i  !  '  '°"  ''"■y  '""y  "«=  following  mornine 

102?  T"u'"'  '^'=''  *"'  "  ^'^  '>™-'"'ve  pony,  gUdW 
^aned  me  by  the  complaisant  landlord  of  the  "  Bon  Vin  " 
whose  eagerness  to  oblige  a  friend  of  Monsieur  de  Villi";, 
made  h.n  reckless  as  to  consequence,.    It  was  a  well-wo™ 

nearit  fh  J  "'f.P™'"*'  ""^  """^ed  upon  either  side,  for 
cult.vat.on,  ever  an  evidence  of  French  occupancy  Of 
house,  there  were  none  visible  beyond  the  viHage  limit, 

':  eraTblaS;,""'^^","'  'T''"  »'°"^  '"^  w'  f^cS 
several  black  slaves  and  an  Indian  or  two.    Indeed  I  enjoyed 

S  thThllf  hr  T?.""'^'  ""'"•  The  angry  controversy 
to  thi  .  '"'.'^"'"''"^  "'^  «^«"i"r  before  had  given  new  zest 

Tup  ns  of  coT        "'"p '  ''"'  ^^'"''^  '°  "--""^  "">" 
qua  .ns  of  conscience.     But  what  business  had  I  to  moral- 

Thi  i^T^'  '°  the  priests,  and  to  those  with  full  pur     . 
Ihis  late  peace  pact  signed,  no  other  opportunity  for  em 
ployment  would  be  likely  to  arise.     It  had  resold  it  "; 
de  ViZ^  """":  P^°''.''"-«"'er  service  under  Monsieu 
dejilliers,  or  starvation.     Sacre!     I  had  tried  that  last 

As  I  thus  drew  near,  slowly  revolving  these  considers 
t.ons  «  my  mind,  Fort  Ch.,    res  suddenly  appe:redu;on  a 
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•light  eminence  at  the  end  of  the  trail.     It  proved  to  be  a 
v..t  and  .mpo,ing  fortification  for  that  far  westerTcounl 
indeed,  I  have  since  heard  it  sal.)   n/,  „,.,.:.         <=o«""y. 
a.  ;.at  date  in  ail  the  countrj  orChreH^^'S^S 

wh     :"erif  hTd'  L"""""^'' ."""  '  ""^•^  -avelSS 
wnat  wiaeiy.    It  had  been  erected  at  great  exuense   \^,y^  ^t 

The  fort  walls  crowned  a  considerable  mound  of  earth 
whether  natural  or  artificial  I  fail,H  tr,  t.     """''  °'  *"«"• 

feet  m  th.ckness,  pierced  with  loopholes  at  regular  int-rvJ. 
flal  of  f"?"'"/-  ~  in  the  faces,  Sri£ 
iater  hL"n^  ^T'    '^^  "'''''  "^  "°'  completed,  and 

the  Sde  ^^T^  ""'"'  ^'"^'  *'^"'  »'«"*f  ">e  walls  upon 
the  . ns.de  stretched  a  narrow  banquette,  about  three  feet 
h  gh  upon  which  the  defenders  might  stand  whL  L ^ 
firing  through  convenient  loopholes  ^ 

The  buildings  within  were  mostly,  if  not  entirelv   of  loc, 

ZT°:'/Tl'''  """"'"^  ^"--^  foundatio "of  stonf 
and   the   r^  '  "T""'"  """''^^  "^  ""=  Commandan; 

i  Lh  t~^'.*'  "'^^^'"^  °f  =f°^-'-  corps  de 
Sorde,  and  two  extensive  barracks.    These  occupied  three 
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house,  and  .  prison   »h!^!li        ^^'^"  magazine.  .  bake- 

wide,  while  beneath  thJ   !       ,  "^  ^"'''  '""^  *""  ««ht 

.cnde'dahuge^aut.i.ar'Lrfh''  °'  ""  '""""  "■- 
the  view  wi^Tout  was  extend,  ^r^  'T""  °'  ""  *»"» 
while  .he  eye  miX  !rave  f!r  "P  ""^  down  .he  river, 
•he  open  prLie  Un^  whTch  w,,  allsYd''"!;!"?  '"°" 
«ve  mue  fringe,  a.o^g  .hfw^rcor ,'"°'''  °'  "'"'"'• 

bu.trrrFr:r;'rrrj^^^^^^^^^^^ 

»eat  of  government  for  tL  T..      •      "'"'PP'  ^""'y-  "'" 
way  enhanced,  to^/lot  by  Z  viXTaTdT  '","° 

of  .niscenanets  hlr    .  ^~''?;  \V  ^  aTT  '"''"" 

oTt;:  L-e-'ret-wi^hr '  h^:"'"  ■";;  ^'^>^^i^ 

Challenged  forth  ZVet^L^T""'"''  '"'  ^^"^  "- 
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.kins  with  a  collmion  of  Indian         '"'»".'"'"'?  """"y   for 
^Jmeof  them  f  om  he?ir    «       '«?'"'"'!"«:  various  trib*., 

.he  trampled  ^rol!,Mh,frTeri^°'»l'''''''°""-  ^'-" 
aeneous  collecUon  o   chcao  l„ri  .  .  ^'?  ""'■■''  "  '"^'"°- 

ineviLbrteech  clout  Tall  h''  ""/'""'  ""P'  ^^  "^= 
.ilent  and   obllrvinl    ;Jl  "'^  "•""'  everywhere, 

bodies,  and  Sv  elanc^  "T*"'"'  °'  ''"'^  '^''=""'"8 
nes,  f  om  whence, hevZe  ^  ,?"°"  °'  """  "'''  *"'<"- 
attired  in  mo'ley  «rb  mTn^,,  H  ''"?'  ""'"^  '""'™'=<'  ""d 
of  the  soil  fro™  „^ari,v^"f''  "^^'^"'^  ^""id  cultivator, 

were  numerous,  with  here  and  Ir  ""*'""''"'  ""''"""'* 
difficult  to  locate      wilT  *"''/*'^'^«  ="  adventurer  more 

some  representative  of  .[        *         '  P^'^'^^"",  a  venture- 

ploTofJZfrTm  the "ffl™"  *'■'''"'  "^'^"^  ^  '"^  ''^^ 

about,  brown  of  face   sturdv  n    r   t      ""''/■"a^es  round 
with  smiling  dark  et.        J  "'*'•  ''"'^  barefooted,  yet 

Other.  Jt^^M,7ZtjZ"7  'r  '\'^''  "P°"- 

-.ni.dasemi,rarLXS,r:UX2 
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hospitals  of  Paris  while  in  the  midst  ,-f  them  all  were  ever 
conspicuous  the  black  robes  of  !•  -  ,„  .,,>,„    ^"aZu^ Tu 
brown  habits  of  sisters  from  J  r::,^^::^  "'  '""- 

Jt^eZT'K  '  "T-  ""'-'  '•■•  ■*  ''-'^  '  ^-  '""ivid- 
uai  taste  and  workni^nsh b    vet  i   i   ,„  i      ■    .    . 

from  marts  of  trade  and  fafhiot  W^'maji  ^of  TZ 

S  Sr^""'"'  '"  '"'^'°°"^  °'  coarfele  clZ 
de^on^  e^  with  n    "^  grotesquely  wide  collars,   oftentime 
aecorated  with  a  profusion  of  silver  braid,  while  colored 
handkerchiefs  folded  in  form  of  a  turban  heW  back    hdr 

sTnToasfd'f;  °^"^'°"^"^  ^  "«--  de,:t:^Z 
s  nde  past  decked  out  in  Indian  bravery,  and  there  were 

°S.r?h^  '""'■"  hunting-shirts  a^d  heavily  fringed 
r-^fnZ;.  ^l,^""!^"  ^^^^  principally  bareheaded,  clothed 
m  antique  short  wa.st,  with  petticoats  of  varied  colors  but 
rude  matenal      Yet  there  were  those  among  them?  more 

£or^9:ps:^y;s?-i-r2te 
^tesru-:-r-:::;t^- 

o   tongues  echoed  gaily  upon  every  side.    AWe'his  nX 
dm,  ever  ebbmg  and  flowing  about  me,  I  could  d  sdngu Lh 
the  distant  sound  of  violins,  and  here  and  there  I  «u 'ht 
a  ghmpse  of  skirts  where  some  reckless  group  yiedeTfm 
pulsively  to  the  witchery  of  the  music 

what^'/lV'!""'  "'~"  '*  '"  '"  =■'•="'  ^"Jovment,  wondering 
what  celebration  or  fete  day  could  account  for  so  larg"  f 
gathermg.    As  I  rested  thus,  unconscious  of  augh°  buf  the 

my  sleeve.    Glancmg  aside,  my  eyes  fell  upon  an  officer  of 

aL^T'.  "'°''  "'""^  ^''^'^'^  '"  immacufete  un^rm  . 
dandified  young  fellow,  his  brown  moustache  curl^ V 
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"  \ii      .    '^™  ""«  °'  your  probab  e  arrival  " 

Monsieur  de  Villiers  thm  t,,         -"^"^ai. 
"H»K      1.         """ers  men  has  not  yet  retumeH?" 

su  Jested  that  it  mtht"fr  '.""^^'  '"^  ^onimandant 

among  the  p^H  J^^^fe  n,  ^;%fa""  ^°"  'V"^'^ 
and  not  as  a  French  r^ffiZl    I  !  \    ^  """'"''  ^'  Ms. 

"  If  Monsieur  de  Villiers  deem.T  i,        ^^^"^^"g:  ■*• 
I  responded  simply^ '      ^fcmaTnf  V°""'  '°  '''  '"''" 
object  to  his  plans     Indeed   about  "f.^^'l  "°  '■^=°"  '° 
for  the  successful  assumS  of  1^ V  ""^^  ''^"''''' 

to  be  the  laying  aside  of  m!  ^''aracte  ■  .  ould  seem 

handkerchief  for  rly  hair  "^n^'^i^'^'l'""'"'"^  ^  ^'-^'^ 
easily  be  suppHed^  '^°"'"  "^''  -""luirement  can 

By  the  hundred  if  necessary,  Monsieur     'Tic 
modity  we  oosse??  t=r  m^,      c    L  ^"""^'^ur.      x  is  a  com- 
ball.     I  take    t  vou  Lv  ""'''"'  *""  P°^der  and 
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defended  that  I  wonder  so  old  and  experienced  a  soldier 
at  De  Villiers  should  be  thus  negligent  of  discipline." 

The  Ueutenant  gazed  around  lightly,  his  roving  eyes 
I  noticed  searching  out  each  pretty  face  passing  near  us 
before  he  made  response. 

^  "  It  makes  small  odds,"  he  commented  at  last  leisurely. 
"Sacrel  there  iS  naught  we  have  to  fear  from  Indian 
treachery,  for  the  red  hounds  rank  our  friendship  far  too 
highly  just  now.  Nor,  in  strict  truth,  Monsieur,  do  we 
really  know  whose  troops  we  are,  or  whose  country  we 
guard.  The  French  Heur  de  lis  flies  yonder  from  the  staff, 
yet,  by  terms  of  the  Treaty  of  Paris,  the  red  bunting  of 
England  rather  has  right  to  the  place.  Pardieul  we  are 
between  the  devil  and  the  deep  sea,  and  Monsieur  de  Villiers 
must  carry  his  water  on  both  shoulders." 
"  It  is,  indeed,  a  most  unhappy  situation." 
"  Faith,  the  only  bright  side  to  it,  to  my  seeing,  is  that 
It  may  result  in  sending  us  all  home  to  France  once  more 
out  of  this  frontier  hole.  Yet  even  this  chance  looks  distant 
enough  with  five  hundred  miles  of  wilderness  stretching  be- 
tween us  and  the  nearest  English  outpost,  and  Pontiac  be- 
sieging Detroit." 

"  You  do  not  greatly  enjoy  garrison  duty,  then,  in  the 
Illinois  country?"  I  asked,  my  eyes  on  that  jostling  throng 
m  our  front.  "  Yet  to  me  it  would  seem  to  have  its  com- 
pensations. There  are  certain  maids  out  yonder  fair  enough 
to  tempt  even  a  Parisian  to  words  of  love,  nor  do  they 
appear  altogether  indifTerent  to  your  presence  among  them." 
His  face  flushed  beneath  its  tan,  while  his  slender  white 
fingers  sought  again  caressingly  the  k.ng  moustache. 

"  Pah  I  some  are  not  so  bad  when  one  is  exiled,  yet  noth- 
ing to  boast  about.  Monsieur.  Canadian  peasant  lasses, 
with  patois  to  make  one's  head  ache,  and  outpourings  from 
the  Salpetriire;  while  their  men  are  ever  jealous  and  most 
expert  with  the  knife.    Beside  Madame  Lecomte  and  the  two 
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mffh  h  rZ°  •*""'  ^™"'  "°°''  '"  a"  'hi'  region 
might  be  reckoned  upon  the  fingers  of  one  hand.  More- 
over, m  sp.te  of  this  .eeming  relaxation  in  discipline,  I  ten 
you  Monsieur  de  ViUiers  holds  sufficiently  tight  rein  ove^ 
us  here  at  Fort  Chajtres."  ^ 

;;This  is  a  fele  day.  then?    I  thought  as  much.' 
The  eve  of  Samt  Jean  Baptiste;  there  will  be  dancine 

^  the  sight  be  new  to  jou.  But  come,  De  Coubert,  we  wiU 
make  some  alteration  in  your  appearance,  so  that  ^ou  ma" 
feel  free  to  adventure  among  them  at  your  pleasure;  only 
I  warn  you  to  be -arefal  of  the  knife."  ^ 


CHAPTER  IV 

A  DANCE  ON  THE  OLD  FRONTIER 

JT  was  a  long,,  ,0^  ,00m,  the  Iog:s  stripped  of  their  bark 
X  and  freshly  whitewashed,  the  heavy  beams  supporting 
Uie  roof  profusely  decorated  with  green  boughs,  while 
be  ween  these  wer,:  hung  festooned  cloths  of  various  bright 
wet  L.  ^u    °P^"'"g^^'^^ding   forth  upon  the  esplanade 

ul.  Tu  '"'^'  """^  "'^  ^•'"'^  '"'^"°^  was  brilliantly 

hghted  by  means  of  mnumerable  candles  fastened  into  every 
conceivable  position,  with  here  and  there  a  blazing  pine- 
knot  addmg  ,ts  ruddy  glare  to  the  soft  and  flickering  illu- 
m.nat.on  the  black  wreaths  of  smoke  curiing  upward  to 
find  ready  egress  through  many  convenient  openings  in  the 
roo  .  A  row  of  rudely  fa.:,ioned  benches  lined  the  side 
walls,  leavmg  the  central  space  clear,  while  upon  a  slight 
elevation,  gorgeously  decorated  with  the  French  colors 
were  groupta  a  dozen  musicians,  one  or  two  attired  in  uni- 
forms of  the  service,  but  the  majority  in  shirt  sleeves  and 
the  coarse  habiliments  of  the  plains. 

But  to  me  the  real  attraction  was  the  people  coming  and 
gomg  through  the  double  entrances,  their  cheeks  aglow  in 
the  soft  light,  their  eyes  sparkling  from  keen  enjoyment, 
their  bnght-hued  garments  fluttering  gaily  as  they  joined 
m  the  abandon  of  the  brisk  measure.  It  was  a  sight  to 
remember  long,  a  vivid  panorama  of  rapidly  revolving  fig- 
ures, of  upturned  laughing  faces,  of  flaunting  ribbons,  of 
dark  smihng  eyes,  with  here  and  there  a  glimpse  of  white 
shoulder  and  trim  ankle,  as  some  reckless  couple  swung 
llymg  past,  oblivious  of  ev«;rything  save  that  happy  hour. 
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could  he  have  witnessed  it.     Overhead  {{JlZll    ,     ^ 

ceafets  shlTor  JC^h?"  """"^"^  ^"^^^  "^^ 
Suddenly  a  tall  vn  .nr!  u  '"*P'"«^  "^  *^  Addles. 

tne  perspiration  streaming  down  his  farp-    »!,,  ,  j 

^aced,  rudd,-chee.ed  lass  i^n  sh.n  s4  Irhlaf^h^ir  botd" 
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about  with  flaunting  red  ribbons.  For  a  moment  the  crowd 
paused  to  watch  them,  cheering  and  clapping  as  their  heels 
clicked  merrily  on  the  hard  fir  jr,  and  then,  as  the  two  sank 
once  more  into  each  other's  embrace,  all  circled  away  anid 
shrieks  of  laughter. 

I  had  stolen  quietly  in  through  the  more  northern  door, 
and  stood  leaning  against  the  log  wall,  deeply  absorbed  in 
that  constant  change  occurring  before  me.  Suddenly  a  hand 
lightly  touched  my  sleeve,  and  I  glanced  downward  into  a 
pair  of  dark  eyes  filled  with  the  unrestrained  merriment  of 
the  moment. 

"  You  look  as  though  anxious  to  join  those  out  yonder. 
Monsieur  Ic  coureur  de  bois,"  said  a  laughing,  pleasant  voice. 
"  Perchance  you  might  not  object  even  to  me  as  a  partner?  " 

"With  the  greatest  pleasure,  Mam'selle,"  I  responded, 
falling  at  once  into  her  gay  humor.  "  Yet  I  have  not  danced 
for  so  long,  and  this  seems  so  odd  a  medley,  you  may  repent 
your  bargain." 

She  laughed  lightly,  her  hand  still  upon  my  arm,  her 
merry  eyes  surveying  me  curiously. 

"Perhaps,  Monsieur;  yet  I  take  the  chances;  you  look 
like  one  who  might  keep  the  time." 

We  swung  boldly  ou<  into  the  lively  measure,  her  bonny 
brown  head  nestling  close  against  my  shoulder,  as  we  circled 
ever  swifter  and  swifter  to  the  music,  finding  passage  as 
best  we  might  among  those  others  jostling  us  recklessly 
upon  either  hand.  Once  we  struck  heavily,  and  I  glanced 
about  to  behold  the  debonair  Lieutenant  cautiously  edging 
his  way  past  us,  a  buxom  young  matron  capering  at  his  side. 
Sacre!  but  it  was  most  delightful  after  I  had  once  regained 
the  step,  the  fair  girl  clinging  to  me  so  close  we  h-.came 
almost  as  one,  forgetting  everything  save  the  rhythm  of 
our  movement.  As  the  galloping  music  came  to  a  pause  her 
lips  were  parted,  her  hair  dishevelled,  her  breath  coming  in 
little  sobs. 
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across  tue  room.       Jacques  has  come  now   Monsieur  nnil 

glance  ofher  .antaH.n,  dar.  e^,  aV/SX^n^^^'' 

portun  rrivTha'n'"^  "L^  ""'"°""  J^<^'>"-'  ^^ose  inop- 
portune arrival  had  marred  my  pleasure,  and  ignoring  many 
a  laughmg  glance  of  invitation  cast  at  me,  f  r.tre!ted  to 
that  former  position  of  vantage  against  the  wall   w 

these,  however  but  vaguely,  for  my  deeper  interest  wa  at 
once  aroused  by  two  who  stood  alone,  a  little  remote Irom 
these  others.  One,  and  seemingly  the  more  talkX  wa^ 
comely  matron  of  some  thirty  years,  perfectly  prooortlnJ 
as  to  ^re,  with  black  hair  and'eyes,  andTL^rv^aei 
of  manner  seemmgly  contagious.  I  recognized  her  imm^^ 
.d«tely  as  that  Madame  Lecomte,  of  Cahok^,  whose  pTuU,^ 


Ji.M 
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regarding  her  powef  of  con."   ov  °  thTactfon  of  th  "  ''7. 
denirens  of  forest  anH  nl=;„  ,    """ J'^<^  action  of  those  wild 

Mene  before  her    ii  ^,.     '^7'''  '"*  """^  humor  of  (hat 
But  now  my  thought  remained  with  her  onlv  fnr  .h 

r';irrhrrf"r'*'=^^^^^ 

white  throat   h;r  .12  h-^r"  P'"'""^  ="~^'=  ">^  ^°""d 

-M.,  .e.,h'„iir/i;  „j^  rhe-TmrT'  -'* 

of  that  race  were  cle-r  as  nrin*        .  u  ^  •        •characteristics 
were  cle,.r  as  print ;  yet  how  in  all  mystery  came 
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tier?    What  ^d  d«r4  of  pfte  '^^  °"  ^T'"''  '"  '^°"- 
cent  young  girl  proudTv  Lr  T"  ^'""^  "''*  '""°- 

at  this  rude  ou tp^rof  civnLT.  '"J""  ='"''  ■"=•"""•  ^ere 
the  desolate  leaj^e   o   Jm  '  '^^  ''°''"'=<*  'P°'  '""'''^t 

alien  race,  wherscartlv  i  '  "^"T"  '""°""<'^''  ''^  -" 

where  her'  nat":  .anThaVe  XenS  a"  '"^^*^^'  ''"^ 
was  a  problem  I  could  scarcely  hont,,  *"  '"""■^-  ^' 
continued  to  haunt  me  I  studtTher  f  "/  '"'  '"'  ''  "^^ 
to  catch  the  low  tones  of  tf  ""  '^"'  '^^  ^°"ght 

It  was  thilr  '  ""'^  '"  -conversation. 

"ttle  groi,  and  witt"  eL^iH  t^  ''t^  '"^ 
speech.  ^  "  °t  their  confidential 

in;  ttrSSThe^ti'irS^ro'^-'-r^^ -^- 
some  unseen  face   "and   of 7     ^         ^  "  "'""S''  f"'' 

coming  at  all.  Indeed  i  LT"'  ""'' '  "°'  "^"""^  "^  ^y 
with  trouble  in  Kaskast-/.  f  u  """°'  "'="  ''^  ''^''  "-et 
presentable  amid'':^:  TsS''  P^ror^"'^  ''^"^^ 

Se^w^kr^ri-o^-^^r^-;- 

himltreldLT  "  ^7r\"'''°"'  '"='  ^  '"-'^  - 

comes  :..e  on  behalf  of  thetomma^tra   De  rT  'l' ha"^ 
heard  Major  Gladwyn  soolcen  of  =  Detroit.    I  have 

competent  officer,  and  he  would  ello  '  '"°''  '"■^^"'  ^"^ 
portant  a  mission  without  Thorough SstTnT  "'"'"  "  '■"■ 
"Needs   must   when   thrde^l   h"  ' '^"'™^^^-" 

Madem^selle,..  and  the  ^^^d-Sred^rroriS^mt 

"e-accJsfl^ytn  r  «^^  "cij:  ^°  fft 
ve..  best  of  reasons,  that  youraj-thus^rm^de  t^^lhS 


|; 


If 


+0  A  Sword  of  the  Old  Frontier 

twice  before  you  rashly  consent  to  trust  yourself  to  h«i 
piidance  through  five  hundred  miles  of  deserted  water-ways 
You  realize  very  little  the  character  of  our  frontier  message 
Dearers.  Bah  I  I  can  see  your  mental  picture  of  this  one 
now -a  natty  English  officer,  in  tight  red  coat,  even  laced 
and  bewigped  no  doubt,  with  a  dozen  obedient  white  sol- 
diers  tugging  manfully  upon  the  oars  at  his  order  Tis  a 
sweet  and  comforting  scene,  yet  sc?rcely  equal  to  the  oriif. 
mal  as  I  witnessed  it."  " 

forts^°"  *'"  ''*''*  *'''*'''  "'"  *'"'*  '"''°^  ^'■°'"  ""*  ^"S"'"' 

"Ay I  that  I  have,  and  the  single  glimpse  was  sufficient." 

The  girl  leaned  forward,  a  new  shade  of  anxiety  in  her 

clear  eyes  as  they  sought  que.tioningly  the  face  of  her 

companion, 

"  Is  he  then  so  very  terrible  ?  " 

"Terrible?  Oh,  no,  n,y  dear;  not  at  least  as  we  know 
men  on  this  frontier.  Pish!  I  would  have  little  fear  regard- 
mg  him  myself,  but  you -you,  why  it  would  be  impossible. 
He  IS  a  half-breed.  Mademoiselle,  an  English  half-breed 
from  out  the  black  forests  of  the  Ottawa,  as  dark  faced  and 
swarthy  as  any  of  those  you  see  dancing  yonder;  unedu- 
cated, uncouth,  brutal  in  act  and  coarse  of  speech ;  no  do.-bt 
scarcely  a  grade  higher  than  the  naked  savages  who  paddled 
his  canoe  hither.  A  fine  travelling  companion  he  would 
make  for  a  high-bred  lady  of  old  England!" 

The  delicate  pink  of  the  cheeks  flamed  into  sudden  red- 
ness, and  the  firm  lips  were  pressed  close  together  as  though 
to  restrain  too  violent  expression.  Then  a  determined  look 
lound  place  within  those  earnest  gray  eyes. 

"  I  care  not  what  you  may  say,  Madame,  'in  your  endeavor 
to  induce  me  to  remain  here  longer.  This  man,  however  un- 
favorable he  may  be  in  appearance  and  dress,  represents  my 
country;  he  is  an  official  messenger  of  the  King,  and  would 
surely  never  have  been  despatched  on  such  a  mission  were  he 
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unworthy  of  coniidcncc.    What  better  off  are  Rene  and  I 

.tep  bnngmg  «s  nearer  to  home  an<l  friends?    'T  is  ,ma^ 

Rene's:  we  shall  travel  with  him  to  Detroit  " 

But  Monsieur  de  Villiers.  Mademoiselle- it  mieht  not 
please  Monsieur  de  Villiers?"  ^ 

"  A  fig  for  Monsieur  de  Villiers.    He  has  promisc<l  escort 

keep        wok4.    We  are  not  of  this  garrison,  to  beg  permis- 
sion ot  Monsieur  de  Villiers."  •""<■&  pt-rmis- 

The  elder  turned  her  face  partially  aside  as  if  the  better 
to  conceal  her  vexation.     For  a  mon.ent  the  girl  rema  ned 

utSar '" '-''' '-' '°-""'  -'-^  ^^ 

"Yn^°h"°'  k'  '^^  *"*'  "''•  Madame,"  she  said  soberly 

You  have  been  most  kind  during  all  our  unhappy  exile  ^ 

yet  pray  consider  how  you  would  feel  were  yot!  thus  h    d' 

ve7a  word  Tr"  "  ''"'°""-    ''  '"  ^°  '""^  -"«  I  have  heard 
even  a  word  from  my  own  people,  or  they  from  me'     No 

iTdetie:r  '"  T  "^  '^^^  ""''  ^'*  --  misfortui:  in  tS 

suggest  there  may  lurk  much  danger  in  the  en,e;prise  ^ 
would  be  unworthy  my  father's  daughter  were  I  to  remain 
^nger  here,  w.th  such  fair  opportunity  to  escape.     Cy 

a?str;  rur^:^.'"  -^  •"-  ^-  -""^  -er  hes  Je 


II 


43  A  Sword  of  the  Old  Frontier 

"  No,  my  dear,"  wai  the  inttant  and  frank  response,  "  I 
ahould  go ;  nor  do  I  in  the  least  blame  you  for  such  firm 
decision.  I  merely  ask  of  you  this  much,  make  no  definite 
plan,  no  decision  impossible  to  retract,  until  you  have 
personally  met  this  messenger.  Then,  if  you  still  decide 
on  so  desperate  a  step,  I  shall  not  be  one  to  oppose  your 
departure,  but  see,  your  persistent  admirer,  Lieutenant 
Lassieur,  is  busily  pressing  his  way  hither,  doubtless  to 
urge  you  once  again  to  essay  the  mysteries  of  a  frontier 
French  dance." 

The  younger  woman  glanced  uneasily  in  the  direction 
indicated,  a  slight  frown  contracting  her  smooth  forehead. 
Then  she  became  proudly  cold,  apparently  oblivious  to  the 
young  soldier's  approach  until  he  stood  bowing  humbly  be- 
fore her. 

"  I  venture  to  approach  you  once  more.  Mademoiselle," 
he  said,  as  if  in  apology,  "  to  beg  that  you  reconsider  your 
former  decision,  and  favor  me  with  one  short  turn  upon  the 
floor.  The  step,  while  fast,  is  not  nearly  so  difficult  as  it 
appears,  and  I  should  esteem  it  an  honor  and  a  pleasure  to 
instruct  you  in  it«  *ew  mysteries." 

She  glant.d  ...  |mri  .  mewhat  carelessly,  a  bit  of  dissatis- 
faction clouuinjj  her  e>»;j. 

"  I  have  no  desire  to  make  a  spectacle  of  myself,"  she 
answered  quietly,  her  tone  decisive,  "  nor  to  learn  so  puz- 
zling a  dance  step  in  the  midst  of  such  a  jostling  crowd  as 
now  cumbers  the  floor.  In  very  truth  I  have  already  be- 
come weary  of  watching,  and  was  about  to  suggest  to 
Madame  Lecomte  that  we  retire  to  our  rooms." 
"  Then  my  plea  is  utterly  useless  ?  " 
"  Perfectly  so ;  were  it  an  English  measure,  the  Meserve 
quickstep,  or  indeed  any  with  which  I  am  acquainted,  I 
might  not  prove  so  heartless ;  but  really,  Monsieur,  it  is  not 
possible  for  me  to  yield  to  the  utter  abandon  of  those  yonder. 
We  English  are  more  quiet  even  in  our  pleasures.    Made- 
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n'f  t?^*  .'T'  '°  **  «'«'^0"lfh'y  "'Joyin-  her  evening, 
and  1  bel,eve  I  have  already  ,een  you  often  upon  tU  floor 
w.(h  fair  partners,  but  I  much  prefer  being  left  to  look 
quietly  on. 

She  spoke  slowly  and  in  gentle  voice,  yet  there  was  a 
firmness  about  the  tone  telling  that  further  urging  was  use- 
ess  The  Ueutcnatit  stepped  courteously  backward  with  a 
low  bow. 

"Did  I  only  possess  skill  in  the  English  dances,"  he  said 
sadly,  I  should  never  accept  such  an  answer.  Mademoiselle 
but  as  It  IS  I  feel  helpless  to  do  otherwise." 

haff^mThn"''^'' ''™  '""PP*"'  "'*"  '"'"<=''  ^°  ^^  companion 

"Do  you  know,  Madame,  I  almost  wish  he  did  possess 
such  skill.  I  am  in  a  somewhat  reckless  mood  to-night  and 
It  would  yield  me  pleasant  memories  could  T  dance  an  Eng- 
lish measure ;  yet  in  all  this  company  there  is  probably  not  one 
to  whom  so  sedate  a  step  is  known.  Listen,  Madame,  —  yet 
even  you  may  not  realize  how  easily  one  might  keep  step  in 
the  swing  of  the  Meserve  to  that  same  music,  were  a  skilled 
partner  only  here  to  aid.  It  is  our  most  rapid  dance 
step,  and  was  most  fashionable  in  London  when  I  was  last 
there:  I  danced  it  with  my  Lord  Courtney  the  eve  before 
we  sailed.  Pish,  how  foolish !  yet  the  very  memory  makes 
me  reckless  to  challenge  some  knight  with  skill  to  essay  it 
with  me." 

I  know  not  what  bold  spirit  of  bravado  prompted  me  to 
such  an  act,  but  before  these  words  were  fairly  uttered  I 
had  taken  the  single  step  necessary  to  face  her,  and  was 
bowing  low  before  her  astonished  eyes. 

"  I  trust  in  your  gracious  pardon.  Mademoiselle,"  I  said 
quietly,  ignoring  her  sudden  drawing  backward,  "  for  thus 
forcing  myself  upon  your  attention,  but  I  chance  to  possess 
some  slight  skill  in  the  English  dances,  and  hold  myself 
entirely  at  your  service." 


f  r  n 


s»a*^ -■■???  ar'jpsr.. 
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It  amused  me  irastly,  the  look  of  almost  aversion  in  her 
startled  gray  eyes  — the  smile  became  a  haughty  stare,  in- 
dignant, unbelieving.  At  first  I  thought  she  might  speak  to 
me,  but  instead  she  turned  to  face  Madame  Lecomte,  as 
though  disdainful  of  my  presence. 

"When  coureurs  de  bois  presume  thus,  Madame,"  she 
said  coldly,  "  it  would  seem  time  for  us  to  retire." 

The  other  laughed,  keenly  alive  to  the  interest  of  the 
occasion. 

"Yet  why  so  indignant?"  she  questioned,  her  hand  in 
restraint  upon  the  girl's  white  sleeve.  "  Our  coureurs  de 
bois  are  not  all  boors,  I  can  assure  you.  Some  among 
them  are  even  of  gentle  blood,  and  he  who  now  speaks 
possesses  a  good  face,  such  as  would  attract  most  women. 
Wait,  Mademoiselle,  if  I  mistake  not  'tis  that  same 
ranger  who  danced  so  gracefully  but  now  with  Rene  — 
perchance  he  may  even  possess  that  ability  which  he 
claims." 

The  indignant  girl  deigned  to  glance  aside  at  me,  yet  with 
but  scant  favor  in  her  eyes. 

"  Mademoiselle  threw  out  the  challenge,"  I  insisted  stub- 
bornly, "  nor  was  it  limited  to  officers  in  uniform." 

"You  dance  the  English  quickstep?"  she  questioned 
doubtfully,  her  disapproving  eyes  on  my  rough  attire. 
"How  came  you  to  acquire  such  knowledge?" 

"  As  a  prisoner  of  war,  Mademoiselle." 

"  You  have  seen  service  then  in  Europe  ?  " 

"  I  was  for  several  years  in  the  army,  and  eight  months 
on  parole  in  England." 

She  looked  from  my  face  into  the  laughing  eyes  of 
Madame  Lecomte,  then  back  again.  Her  fair  face  flushed, 
her  red  lips  set  into  lines  of  proud  determination. 

"If  I  indeed  challenged  you.  Monsieur  le  coureur  de 
bois,"  she  managed  to  say  at  last,  yet  with  no  unbending  in 
her  manner,  "  I  will  keep  my  promise;  yet,  forsooth,  't  wiU 
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S^i^'  ='"  ^'^^""^«  '°  "^^  ^-"'  -hen  I  return  to 

forth  am.d  those  more  noisy  dancers  on  the  floor  ^ 
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CHAPTER  V 

MY  LADY  OF  DISDAIN 

npHE  mocking  smile  the  lady  cast  backward  across  my 
X  shoulder  at  Madame  Lecomte,  together  with  that  look 
of  disdamful  sufferance  in  her  half-averted  eyes,  which 
she  made  not  the  slightest  attempt  to  conceal,  yielded  me 
sudden  touch  of  anger,  effectually  steadying  me  to  my  work 
Sacre!  I  would  endeavor  to  teach  this  fair  Anglaise  that 
I  made  no  idle  boast  of  my  ability  to  measure  the  more 
sedate  steps  of  Albion.  Ayl  and  I  would  humble  her  vain 
pride,  and  cause  her  to  acknowledge  that  even  a  despised 
coureur  de  bou  might  prove  her  master. 

Slowly  at  first,  and  with  exceeding  care,  lest  some  false 
step  should  spoil  all,  we  gradually  swung  into  the  full  rhythm 
of  It  — she  fearful  my  lack  of  knowledge  might  precipitate 
a  catastrophe,  I  a  bit  doubtful  still  of  an  accomplishment 
untested  for  more  than  ten  years.  But  as  we  glided  for- 
ward, and  gently  wheeled  in  perfect  response  to  the  rhythmic 
measure,  confidence  rapidly  returned,  together  with  an  in- 
creasing enjoyment,  appreciated  by  both  alike.  My  firm 
clasp  about  her  slender  waist  tightened,  a  new  light  swept 
into  the  depths  of  her  gray  eyes,  and  a  slight  color  rose  to 
her  cheeks,  while  she  resigned  herself  unreservedly  to  my 
guidance.  This  surrender,  once  made,  was  absolute,  and  for 
the  moment,  at  least,  all  else  became  forgotten  save  that 
exhilaration  of  movement,  that  delicious  sense  of  being  borne 
whithersoever  the  music  willed,  swayed  and  swept  hither  and 
thither  by  those  gently  guiding  strains. 
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and  feeling  the  sift  ^"1.^^'''^  "J^" ''^ 

Her  %htLr\SeX  r«7:"d'"  ''^n"'"'- 
yet  more  swiftly  with  n„r  ■       "'^'="^'  ^nd,  as  we  whirled 

perfumed  lock  go'dt  Ts "suZ""^  ™°"""""'  '  ^''«^''"' 
in  soft  caress     So  onP.  ^'  ""'^P'  ^'^'•°^»  ^y  "PS 

room,  atuS  ffesh  1%^'  ""'\"''  '°"^  "^™''  °f  'he 
yielding  ^r'efv     mo  °lr"  ''"'  '''^^  '"™'"^'  ^"^^ 

intoxiition  o  he  moment  T '  '""'"^'^'^  '°  "'^  '"""^ 
together,  while  the  Sn«e  rhvtS^'of T  '^'""^'  P'^'^''^ 
firmly  within  its  silkerbond^  The  "'"'"''^  ''^''^  "' 

movement,  perchance  "he  !r,;.7.  f  ^*  '''P'  '*■*  "'"^^ 
ing.  attracted  nofe  firs!  f  1  T  °'  ""-^  *y"""'=  ^"d- 
then  from  the  nu™  LnZ  km  """"  *'  '"="=''«• 
I  caught  the  lorwWspe'rwL  '  "'  "P°"  ""^  ''°°'-- 
laughter,  and  soon  I^  to  rtLe  the°T°"''  '""'  °' 
in  which  to  tun,  and  ^ide  untU  aiL.t  ""  .'"""  ''^' 
alone,  the  others  crowding  wl  V  ^*  '^^"'*''' '°  ''a'-ce 
either  side,  the"  fTces  Tfl  l"""-  '^'"''  "'^  ^""^  ^'ong 

sparkling  d^aS"'  ^'*  ■"'--'-  ^eir  dark  eye! 

thatsuddenfiJcJin  whilM  ^'  °^  ''''"'=*"'  °'-  ■""ked 
so  clearly  actnted  -^  ^  u*™"'  °^  ""=  '""^''^  »°"nded 
along  thf  rrflooTt^e!  :  Si  ^"^^  °^  °-  ^-' 
tially  hidden  behind  the  bulwaT  of  1  riT  "°^'  P"" 
ingly  all  else  was  h^-nic^^i     „        ^  shoulder,  and  seem- 

thf  Ule  deliS  S  Aaf 'perfe^t""""'"^^  '°^^°«^"'  '" 
away,  perchance,  far  awav^n^H  7T':.  ^^'  "=''  ^^' 
again  amid  fami  iar  sceTeT  with  L;^'T?'  "^""^  °"^^ 
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scarcely  realizing  it  was  over,  our  m'.ids  yet  in  the  dream 
of  it.  I  caught  one  glimpse  of  her  eyes,  misty  as  if  from 
unsi-ed  tears,  as  she  almost  shyly  glanced  up  at  me.  Then 
that  gathered  crowd  applauded  us,  giving  sudden  vent  to 
its  pent-up  enthusiasm  with  shouts  of  hearty  congratulation, 
and  the  pounding  of  heavy  feet.  With  one  rapid,  startled 
glance  to  right  and  left,  she  comprehended  what  was  meant, 
and  drew  instantly  away  from  me  with  quick  gesture  of 
displeasure.  I  maritod  the  changed  look  in  her  face,  as  she 
swept  her  proud  eyes  along  those  hues  of  rude  applauders, 
and  then  back  once  more  to  me. 

"  We  seem  to  have  created  something  of  a  sensation. 
Mademoiselle,"  I  explained,  hopeful  her  first  unpleasant  im- 
pression might  be  dissipated  by  my  words.  "  They  are 
unused  to  the  English  dances." 

"  So  I  perceive,"  coldly,  and  gathering  up  her  drapery  in 
one  hand.  "  Had  I  anticipated  being  thus  made  a  spectacle 
of,  I  should  have  escaped  being  found  in  so  embarrassing 
a  situation  by  an  avoidance  of  the  floor  entirely.  Would 
you  kindly  permit  me  to  pass.  Monsieur?" 

Her  words  and  look  were  imperious,  and  I  stepped  aside, 
yet  ventured  upon  a  bow  of  expostulation. 

"  But  surely.  Mademoiselle,  you  will  permit  me  to  escort 
you  back  to  Madame  Lecomte?" 

She  swept  me  with  her  glance  from  head  to  foot,  her  own 
head  proudly  poised,  her  red  lips  slightly  parted. 

"  I  danced  with  you.  Monsieur  le  coureur  de  bois,"  she 
returned  somewhat  disdainfully,  "because  it  seemed  I  had 
thoughtlessly  challenged  any  one  present  to  dance  with  me 
an  English  measure,  but  I  am  perfectly  capable  of  crossing 
the  room  alone,  and  without  assistance." 

She  swept  almost  contemptuously  past,  leaving  me  stand- 
ing there,  flushed  and  helpless,  staring  after  her.  For  the 
instant  I  scarcely  knew  whether  to  grow  angry  at  h.;r 
disdain,  or  to  laugh  at  her  folly.    Even  as  I  watched  her  dis- 
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Lieutenant  Us^eurthT;;;r~rdr^-^^^^^^^ 

carved /„.  /e2  he  tn^nf  ""f  P"-°f"»eIy  decorated  with 

for  adventure.  S;"  if  ha  5  '  '°"  '""'"""^'"y  -^^<1 
not  greatly  cooled  your  blood  '        '        '""'  ''^^'^ 

hours  since  we  last  oLrtl^T'  .  ^^rce  twenty-four 
in  Kaskaskia  and  '  r  . '  ^  T''^  ''^''^''  ""^  °f  =>  brawl 
By  my  ath  Monsieur  but ""''"'  '='"='"^  "^^P'™'  "ere. 
Frenchman."  '  ''"'  ^°"  ""^^  ^^'^'y.  even  for  a 

~r 'l"if ="■'  ^-O-^ellowship  manifested  in  both 

^-pf;Sr^j2-\^--.st  he 

be  aught  of  duty  frontino-  m.  viiiiers.    Yet  if  there 

-^y^yru^a^fttTaStJL^rri'  ^"^  '"'  "°*  ^'  ^" 
ners;  it  should  prove  of  value  to  t™ '"p'"^ '^°°' ""'" 
wonder  ereatlv  that  hi//-  '     ■^"''  ^<"'"'    I 

sufficientl^Snd  h  r  s^iff  f'  ~"""'^^°"'^"   ^°"'<'  'ver 

"a.,  of  persuasion  no^et^atS -.y^^'fr;.! 


I, 


50 


A  Sword  of  the  Old  Frontier 


rison;  for,  upon  my  soul,  Monsieur,  their  most  expensive 
laces  and  brightest  buttons  have  utterly  failed  to  make 
impress  upon  her  reserve." 

I  laughed,  accepting  the  cigarette  he  extended  courteously 
toward  me. 

"  It  was  the  merest  stroke  of  good  fortune,"  I  said  quietly. 
"  Chancing  to  overhear  a  vain  challenge  from  her  lips,  I 
had  the  bravado  to  take  it  up,  and  the  lady  was  far  too 
proud  to  be  false  to  her  word.  However  she  left  a  very 
pretty  sting  behind  her,  and  similar  opportunity  is  not  like 
to  occur  again." 

He  looked  at  me  earnestly  as  though  tempted  to  ask  further 
question,  evidently  thought  better  of  it,  and  slowly  unfolded 
a  paper  lying  before  him  on  the  desk. 

"  You  asked  last  evening  for  a  glimpse  at  my  authority 
relative  to  this  rather  puzzling  matter  of  Pontiac,"  he  began 
with  deliberation.  "  I  have  just  received  this  communication 
from  New  Orleans.  It  is  signed  by  his  secretary,  yet  the 
real  power  behind  is  that  of  the  Marquis  de  Vaudreuil.  You 
will  discover  it  sufficiently  explicit." 

I  glanced  rapidly  over  the  letter  handed  me,  a  page  and  a 
half  in  delicate  script;  then  rested  it  upon  my  knee  while  I 
thought  rapidly. 

"  He  seems  to  anticipate  an  early  renewal  of  hostilities," 
I  said,  desiring  more  light.  "Apparently  the  late  Treaty 
of  Paris  is  looked  upon  as  a  mere  breathing  space." 

De  Villiers  brought  his  hand  down  smartly  upon  the 
table. 

"  You  have  struck  it  exactly,"  he  exclaimed  with  the  fer- 
vor of  conviction.  "  It  is  no  more  than  a  mere  pastime  of 
the  diplomats  —  they  must  have  their  innings  somewhere, 
and  play  their  little  parts.  Those  who  are  nearest  the  King 
in  intimacy  realize  how  he  chafes  under  those  ignominious 
terms  of  peace,  and  have  small  doubt  that  they  will  be  speedily 
broken.    Meanwhile,  we  who  command  along  this  harassed 
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favor  just  now  the  successf.H„?^'  ^"■'^"'"^'ances  greatly 
Outwardly  all  is  p^aceTSeaSr^ir  '"'  "  "^'""^  ^'"- 
«ac  is  the  speciafproCiden  :  '^^':  "  f  "^^•-  f ''  ?- 
Monsieur?"  '«  we  use.     See  you  the  point, 

^o:;^ay^^s^iSi:H-^ 

marked  the  stress  De  vSr  uil  n    '7  ""'  '"'"'''•     ^ou 
caution?   No  doubt  hi/nr^  '^^"''  "P°"  "''^  ^«^y  Pre- 

I  leaned^  head  "o^fn"  T'f ''''''  '""^  '^e  King." 
ture  of  that  long  fro^tTer  of  set  '  T^  '""''  '"^«^'  i^' 
harassed  by  pitifesf  ^^  1^  J,  "^'f  f"--''. 
devastated  villages  the  wm1T^7        "'"'•''«'■<='•  men,  the 

^re„  led  away  U  teTt^fv^;^  T^ "not^'^T  ^''"- 
prospect,  and  I  shook  mv  h„,M     i  "°'  *  P'easant 

to  renounce  forev™  ^ '  u"""'*  ^^^"^^  «'  "^«'  moment 
plotting.  De  VinLwM  r.:,  '^''  '"='"'  '"  ^°  f°ul  a 
his  chfir,  a  ci^    tte  lokn.  Tf  ""t'  '^^"'"^  "^'^  '" 

"It  indeed  seems  hard  "h^^'^'T  ^''  ^^"■ 
had  read  my  unuTt ltd  lueht      '■  p  '  ''  •"'f '  ='^  "'°"^''  ^e 
whathavewetodrw'ththel,.         '.P''""    ^^  Coubert, 
are  plain  soldiers,  Hv7ng  by  the,'"':;'''  "^'  °'  ''"^    ^e 
for  us -our  par^  merei  1  '  "^'^  ^"  P'^"^  ™d« 

much  humanitras'S;'^  ^^H":!  ".?'='"  °"'  ^^*  ^'^ 
chess-board  of  nation^  and  those  wh„  nT  ^'"""  °"  """ 
each  other  do  all  the  thinkini^  7  ^^^  "'  "^^"^  ^^^mst 
results.  I  like  h  s  tW^nf  J.  T  ^'''^  ^^^P°"^'We  for 
appeals  to  me  asti  g  theX;'':^  r^h'^"  ^°"'  '''  '' 
we  are  here.  Pardieu!  Jf,r  ,  ^'^"'^''men  situated  as 
arateu/  so  far  as  I  see  there  is  nothing  else 
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possible,  unless  we  weakly  yield  all  we  have  struggled  after 

Treaty  of  Pans  surrendered  these  forts,  all  this  maenificent 

iTrin  T^  ^T''  '•■  ".  "'''  "^  "=""  ''-"  '"^  ''^^  '  " 
and  run  up  the  red  rag  ,n  its  place,  without  striking  so  much 

as  a  b  ow  for  the  honor  of  France.  What  delays  the  c^m 
7JL°Z  ~"''"rr'  ^  ''"'^'^  !"'«*"  ""'break,  the 
ated,  and  a  the  head  of  ,t  a  chieftain  rarely  gifted  in  war 
sworn  to  ..  ;placable  vengeance  against  the  English.  These 
savages  are  friends  to  us,  they  look  to  us  fof  aid  against 
a  common  enemy;  they  stand  a  red,  impenetrable  wall  be- 
tween us  and  our  conquerors.  Sacrel  it  is  almost  laughable 
d.d  not  the  thought  anger  me  so.  Reflect  upon  those  hunSy 
greedy  red-coats  at  Detroit,  at  Sandusky,  at  Fort  de  Bauf 
cheering  craz.ly  over  their  easy  and  bloodless  victories,  and 
yet  not  danng  to  set  so  much  as  a  foot  upon  all  this  territory 
LiT.^rr^\  I""."  "'"'  °*"'  Ay-  '■^'"'"^d  i"t^  their 
hated  fleurde  hs  to  fly  unmolested  from  the  Great  Ukes  to 

n  .V       u  "'!'''•  ■'  ■'  '"'*'='''  "  ereat  game  we  play  at 

m  this  wilderness,  the  stake  an  empire  for  France.    Shall  we 

hesitate  for  the  shedding  of  a  few  drops  of  plebeian  blood  '  " 

H.S  mtense  enthusiasm  caused  my  own   blood   to  riot 

cheef  *       '^^  '*"''  '"  '''"'"'"^  'y«  ""'^  «"*ed 

"  A  single  word  of  encouragement  at  this  time  to  Pontiac  " 

he  contmued,  leaning  forward  eagerly,  his  hands  gripping 

h%r\     u'''^'''"''"'  ""'"^"^•'ly  impressing  hta  with 

the  thought  that  France  stands  ready  at  his  back  is  all  that 

^necessary  to  keep  his  horde  of  raiders  active  along  the 

entire  Enghsh  frontier.    Without  the  necessity  of  our  strik- 

mg  so  much  as  a  blow  these  savages  alone  will  hold  the  red- 

ay!   the  whole  valley  of  the  great  river,  until  such  hour  as 
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matter?"  '  *'"  y°"  *''~'"*  "y  orders  in  this 

itseinoliraJSnir ''^  '"  *  '"°'""''  "^^  """''  '""P'-^ 
;;  I  will  go  under  two  plain  conditions." 
XMame  them." 

me'T^he  S  X^emaTve  Tf  f"'  '°  ''°"""'  "=™'"^ 
ity  to  act  for  you  '^  ^''""'  *'"^  ^""  »"'hor- 

^_:^My   instructions   are  absolute   against   any   word   in 

trust  me  to  do  this   m»„    i,  ''  y°"  cannot 

not  .,„   vr  '       "  '^''°°''^  another  messenger     I  do 

n^,'r^°""""'  *'">  "y  '''«<>»  tied."  ^  ° 

acrtlis'Tort  h:r  """'"«  °"'  -'■''^  "'-<'  ™>y 

tio^^SrsV'fa'uhlti^^or^^^^^^   "^™  ■"  -^  p°- 

I  will  grant  you  tSi  "f  ^  ^Coute  '%'''""'^"-    ^"' 
condition."  "™r,  jje  Coubert.    Name  your  other 

you^'ll  SdTelr'  '°  •"'  °''  '""'  ■"  ""^  -™«.  -der 
;;That  is  a  matter  to  be  decided  in  Paris  " 

to  bfrre.''i;Tas':?;^Hrstr^  °''"^'  ^^'''  ^°"--. 

this  Illinoi;  countViu  SslsInTuTh^r'  ''"""  '" 
sion  for  armv  servir/oL  authority  to  commis- 

Come.  Monsieur  de  V^L'rs   thi,  U^        *"'"'"'"  "'  *"»"<=• 
gling  with  words/'  '  '  ="  ^'  '™=  '°  •><=  i"g- 

He  laughed,  and  apparently  not  in  such  ill  humor. 
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"  My  faith,  but  you  must  have  within  you  a  (train  of 
Hebrew  blood,  (or  you  bargain  well,  and  demand  full  pay 
in  advance.  However,  the  work  is  worth  the  cost,  and  you 
•hall  bear  the  commission.    Now  let  us  to  business." 


CHAPTER  VI 

THE  MESSAGE  FOR  PONTIAC 

"There  cLtll^^r  ''T'^"^  "''  P'P^"  toward  me. 
for  my  sake  Ind  IoThv  f      .1    t^  ^°"'  ^""^  "'«'"  *«" 

s^£oS^I£~E=^= 
hte\'K„i:re;'^rj -^^^^^^^^^^^  ^^^  — "• 

Sob^e  TfA"""  "°  "'°''-  "'  '^  ''"  '""'"'gible  young 
reprobate  I  fear,  as  pugnacious  as  a  bulldop  but  /a^5 
soldier  whenever  there  is  a  ficrht  ,v,  „•  "°^.  out  a  good 
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"  I  ihall  detain  him  here  at  Chartret  for  three  dayi  after 
your  departure,  and  under  no  circumsUncci  are  you  to  per- 
mit him  to  overtake  or  pasi  you  on  the  route.  Your  menage 
must  be  with  Pontiac  before  the  envoy  reaches  Detroit." 

I  bowed  to  let  him  know  I  understood,  then  sat  in  silence 
waitmg  for  him  to  continue. 

"  I  send  no  word  to  the  Indians  in  writing,  save  the  singly 
line  accrediting  you,"  he  said  slowly,  as  if  measuring  his 
mstructions  with  care.  "  This  is  for  reasons  already  fully 
outlmed.  You  will  see  this  Pontiac  in  person,  wearing  upon 
that  occasion  the  full-dress  uniform  of  the  French  service. 
I  will  see  that  one  which  will  fit  you  is  placed  in  the  boat; 
the  uniform  of  the  Guards  should  prove  the  most  showy. 
Pontiac  is  quite  punctilious  in  matters  of  ceremony,  and  you 
will  omit  no  detail  helpful  to  impress  him  with  your  im- 
portance. Tell  him  this  — that  I  have  received  his  message 
requesting  cooperation  in  his  present  war  against  the  Eng- 
lish ;  that  in  response  I  at  once  despatched  you  to  aid  him 
with  your  counsel,  and  will  immediately  forward  him  an 
ample  supply  of  the  needed  munitions  of  war.  Tell  him  the 
entire  sympathies  of  the  great  French  nation  are  with  him 
in  this  struggle,  and  that  I  shall  certainly  extend  every  aid 
in  my  power.  Explain  to  him  most  carefully  our  exact  situa- 
tion here;  tell  him  that  at  this  moment  I  am  unable  to  spare 
either  officers  or  men,  but  am  daily  expecting  the  arrival  of 
large  reenforcements  from  New  Orleans;  that  there  is  a 
temporary  truce  existing  between  our  King  and  the  Red- 
coats, but  that  if  he  only  continue  to  hold  their  garrisons  in 
chxk  I  expect  very  soon  to  be  free  to  march  to  his  assist- 
ance. You  understand,  De  Coubert,  the  one  thing,  the  only 
thing,  to  strive  after  in  this  matter  is  delay,  and  continued 
hostility  on  the  part  of  the  savages." 

"  I  comprehend  thoroughly.     Shall  I  make  any  mention 
whatever  of  the  message  received  by  you  from  Detroit?" 
He  leaned  his  head  upon  one  hand,  thinking  silently. 


The  Message  for  Pontiac  j^ 

Major  GUdwyn  hasten  here  .    Fon  (^L'"  '7°^  'r 

wUh1."a^T^^MX;''¥„:^'•'' Ottawa.  ^'^  -' 
most  carefully  lest  hrr!,  ^      '^°"  ""«  *atch  your  words 

finS;  ~nj°  '°"^  '"  '""''^'  '"""'"^  ''«vS  that  I 
;;And  is  that  all,  Monsieur  deVillicrs?" 

a  .p^i/™tt;;;:L^rt-vV^^^^^^    ^'--'' 

SllZtratTaX.  '"  '''"-'-  ---- 
it  will  be  bes   Z  H   ^      ^.  '■*'  P""  *'"'  "'^'n  '"  the  field, 

in  uniform"^."  °  '°  '°  """^'^  "  »  ""--  "'  *^-  and  not 

h."had1tLT::';:J:;:ii^''  co.dly  ,.e.i„nin,  to  reali« 
of  officers  at  FoT^Z7s      ^"^  "'  "='"  *^  ""'"  '^'"'y 

co^rluirndttltTt'  """.^  "^°"'-^  -"•  °f 
tain  de  ""  "  ,h.  Fr  7  "°"''"^  ^^^"^'"^  any  Cap- 
if  const  ^       wil    /        u    '"^  "''^'"'  ='"''  'he  army  records 

th'nL.     ^h    e'rnter.V'r''''"'V''''     ^^'''^  "^ 
sponding  risk,  Mrrur"       ^  "*  """''  "'*°"'  "  '°- 
The  careful  deliberation  with  which  h-  th,,  n 

posed  sacrificing  me  if  necessar^  t^h  fo  .   .'°°"^  P"^ 

B     c  II  necessary  to  his  own  ambitions  caused 


1  ^'^^ 
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me  to  smile.  Already  the  die  was  cast,  and  retreat  not  to  be 
considered;  nor  would  I  permit  him  to  witness  the  slight- 
est signs  of  hesitancy.  Without  a  word  I  arose  quietly  to 
take  final  leave.  At  the  door,  however,  I  paused,  a  new  re- 
membrance occurring  to  mind. 

"  You  have  an  English  girl  here  at  Fort  Chartres,  two  I 
believe,  yet  I  refer  to  the  one  I  had  the  honor  of  dancing 
with  an  hour  ago.    Might  I  ask  her  name?  " 

He  frowned,  wheeling  back  from  his  desk  once  more  to 
face  me. 

"Sacrei   yes!  "he  acknowledged  gloomily.     "As  proud 
as  the  Queen  of  Sheba,  and  constantly  importuning  me  to 
grant  her  and  her  companion  .his  and  that,  where  I  possess 
no  power.    Faith,  it  would  seem  as  if  they  wished  the  earth ; 
she,  or  the  other  one,  is  in  here  every  day  with  some  request, 
and  I  know  not  which  I  dread  the  more.    I  would  they  were 
both  safely  with  their  own  people.     Her  name,  you  ask? 
She  is  Mademoiselle  Alene  Maitland,  only  daughter,  as  I 
understand  it,  of  Lieutenant-Colonel  Maitland,  of  the  Eng- 
lish service,  Knight-Baronet.    My  faith,  but  it  was  odd  luck 
that  brought  the  two  here." 
"  I  should  be  deeply  interested  in  the  story." 
"No  doubt,"  he  replied,  dryly.     "Both  maids  seem  to 
possess  charms  which  bid  fair  to  disrupt  my  entire  garrison 
unless  I  am  soon  rid  of  them,  yet,  in  sooth,  it  is  no  fault  of 
this  one  that  the  young  men  lose  their  hearts,  for  never  saw 
I  a  colder  minx.    The  other,  who  may  be  maid  or  companion, 
I  know  not  which,  is  more  after  the  French  model,  yet  her 
vivacity  is  as  dangerous  in  its  way  as  the  pride  of  the  mis- 
tress.   But  the  tale  is  a  short  one.    It  seems  that  when  Miladi 
had  completed  her  education  in  England,  her  mother  being 
dead,  she  determined  to  join  her  father,  who  was  then  in  com- 
mand of  one  of  the  English  garrisons  somewhere  in  the 
Southern  colonies.    Possessing  ample  means  and  a  will  of 
her  own,  which  is  much  in  evidence,  she  immediately  took 
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sex  as  sole  traveinnT.        ^  *'*  ^"  *  <^°"='"  °f  her  own 

and  an  ui'r:;^^^':^:;^^:''  ^  'r^  ^°^=^- 

a  hurricane,  the  vessel  w«  n.,  i      .     ^''°*'  ""^y  ""^  '"'<> 
driven  far  to  the  well    T     I  ''"^^'"^  °^  ''^  ^P''"  and 
Mexico.    Wththefina  I'h  r'  T'"  '"'°  '"«=  ^ulf  of 
discovered  Wsshio  to  J         "u'  °^  '^'  ''°™  ""=  ^^P'ain 
order  to  ke«,  ht  «L^  !"  ,??  """P^^''^  ^'^^^  'hat  in 
directly  forThe  neare^Vf  ^"  ""IT  '""'^'''^  '°  ^'-r 
Orleans.    Here  beTn.  L  Kr  u^'"^  '^''"'"^  '°  I'*  New 
tions  of  war  The  shl   "  f  "^"^  7""'  '°'"^"^  *"•>  ■"""'- 
authorities,  and  a  SoT    TT'^  '*'"''  ''^  "'^  French 
as  prisone;'  ^"^  °^  '"^^"^  °"  board  were  held 

paledlotllTcTgam^"  '  ^"^'''°""''  ™''^'-"^-  -  he 

noi^'tcj^frrL^iftr  n^"  ^'-  °^'--- 

-ship,  or  indeed  any  other  to  .  I  ""''''''  '°  ^"^^  ^  British 

colonies,  or  back  to  Enl  TT^  ^"  "'^''  '°  "  P"^  in  the 
sufficien't  funds'uSn^:£t  it"""''''',  ^"^  "^'^  '*""  "" 
made  things  exc^dingi; tl'Tor'thrc  "'  '"^  "°  '°"''' 
same  manner  she  has  since  done  here  ST""  •"  ""= 
the  French  people  is  not  evnlf^H  !'  ..  '  ^^''  °P'"'°"  °f 
with  her  dainty  f^e  H^  '  k"''  '^^  *°"'''  ^''"^  at  will 
an  English  officer  Lh""'  ^^  '°'"'  "'^'^  '"<:k.  she  met 
one  of^ur  Ss    who  inf.T^"''"^  -^'  °'  "-e  in 

Lieute„ant-cSl,tVb^^n™tin  r  '"f  '"  '^*"'  "^^ 
department,  and  was  then  nl.^"'  '°  ""=  "°"hem 

as  my  later  advices  prove  hT  '  "'"'"'  ''"'«•  ^"  f^«. 
English  relief  coTuX  1^ 'ng'g^thlTr  tlT  ^'"^^  °'  '"^ 
Detroit.    In  an  evil  mnmenf.?         •  *^  assistance  of 

Miladi  that  irshe  o""  ;^\7r'=  f^  '"''^"''  '° 
Governor  of  LouisianTp^^  T    P°"  ^'""^  *e  French 

English  outpo^s  rw^fof  the''     '."'^'"  ^^"^  ''"»'"  *« 
po      Dy  way  of  the  great  nver.  stating  that  the 
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entire  journey  could  be  made  in  comfort  by  boat,  and  that 
it  would  be  perfectly  safe  now  that  peace  had  been  declared." 
De  Villiers  paused,  smiling  broadly  at  the  memory  as  he 
blew  a  smoke  cloud  into  the  air. 

"Sacrel    the  project  greatly  appealed  to  her,  and  set 
them  both  going  at  once.    They  must  have  pestered  those 
below  incessantly,  to  have  won  their  way.    I  can  imagine 
her,  insisting,  commanding,  haughtily  taking  everything  for 
granted,  and  sweeping  clerks  imperiously  aside  until  she 
attained  the  chief,  her  gray  eyes  playing  havoc  with  each 
susceptible  heart  on  her  journey,  while  her  companion  smiled 
and  coaxed,  and  played  her  own  graces  to  the  same  end. 
Suffice  that,  between  them,  they  conquered  all  opposition,  and 
at  last  swept  up  to  the  landing-place  out  yonder  in  a  magnifi- 
cent  barge,   manned   by  twelve  Creole  oarsmen,   a  parti- 
colored awning  stretched  above  the  after-deck,  with  a  cabin 
for  the  ladies,  and  a  French  cook  to  do  their  bidding.    Par- 
dieul    it   was  the  sensation  of  the  year,   that  arrival  at 
Chartres." 
"  But  what  stopped  them  from  going  on?  " 
"The  fortunes  of  war.  Monsieur,  as  they  have  stopped 
many  another  noble  pageant  in  history.    Parbleul  when  my 
sentries  halted  them,  Miladi  swept  in  here,  her  gray  eyes 
ablaze  with  righteous  indignation,  her  head  held  high,  and 
imperiously  handed  me  a  paper  signed  by  De  Vaudreuil's 
own  hand,  ordering  all  French  commandants  to  give  them 
free  passage  and  protection  to  Detroit.     But,  sooth,  those 
with  them  would  go  no  farther,  and  I  had  no  men  to  spare 
for  so  long  a  journey,  nor  could  I  permit  such  as  they  to 
travel  that  perilous  route  unguarded,  with  savages  ranging 
the  entire  border,  maddened  for  English  scalps;    it  would 
have  been  sheer  murder.    So  I  held  firm,  although,  in  truth, 
the  two  of  them  have  ever  since  conspired  to  make  my  life 
miserable." 

"But  she  possesses  means,  you  said?    There  is  always 
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messenger."  '^   "*^'='   ^^'*=^d    ^ith    Gladwyn's 

vent  H-Xg  ::  rst  ^e^  '  ^HeV  %"^  '^^^  *°  ''- 
and  now  English  escort  so  ff"?  .  ^^'  ^'"^"*  P'^'t. 

from  interference..'        '  ""  "  ^o^Pletely  ties  my  hands 

eaitnl'o'frd^Slr-t^^a/-  '  '"l''  "°*  "" 
and  a  cur.  Those  «rls  will  Z  I  "^  "  *  half-breed 
faith  in  such  as  he'?  ^  "'''  '°  P'''"  'he  slightest 

pulsively.    "Yet  s^cre^T.  f""^"'     ''^  ^^'°«^d  '"" 

minx,  but  my  words  wiirhe  ''"  ^  '°-  ^  ^''^"  ^''"''-  *e 
mind  is  already  r°t,edlH  "°  T''  ""■"  ^^'"^d,  if  her 
weight  in  her  de^Sn'-a^S^  ^^1^  "^'^'^  ='  ^"^'■' 

^ericLr^rthf-~^^ 

.^H.    Perchance.  ^otiru^oTlSSra^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

to'^eTm  SythXhtt'/''  "'^  T'  ^""-^ 
racks,  where  the  noise  fnHi  T  °°"  °^  *■"=  °'d  bar- 
of  music,  proved  the  danr.n,"^^'  '"'"^'^''  ^'"'  ^'^^ins 
an  hour'before  the  time  se  for  V""  '''"''"''■  ''  -- 
dered  if  Madame^  Smt    "ndTertr;:'  '"' '  ^°- 

"r«arofi  SssTb^rr  ™^^^^^^^^^^ 

.t  the  convent,  t^S^^^^^J^^^ 
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clustered  about  the  doorway,  and  once  again  took  up  posi- 
tion where  I  might  view  that  entire  interior.  I  was  scarcely 
settled,  my  back  to  the  wall,  before  catching  glimpse  of  the 
petite,  dark-eyed  lass  who  had  first  seduced  me  into  the 
dance.  She  discovered  me  at  the  same  moment,  and  our 
eyes  met. 

"And  has  Monsieur  come  back  for  more  dancing?"  she 
questioned,  pouting  until  the  dimple  in  her  flushed  cheek 
grew  deep  and  most  alluring.     "Or  perchance  Monsieur, 
having  already  forgotten  his  first  partner,  is  seeking  if  Miladi  * 
be  yet  here  ?  " 
I  smiled  down  into  her  arch  face. 

"  You  are  an  excellent  guesser.  Mademoiselle,"  I  returned 
happily.  "  I  was  indeed  wondering  if  the  stately  English 
lady  yet  harbored  resentment  at  my  presumption." 
She  frowned  a  little,  as  though  my  speech  were  strangle. 
"  Monsieur  himself  is  stately  enough  in  his  speech  —  more 
like  the  language  of  some  great  courtier  than  a  mere  coureur 
de  hois.  Pish  I  I  like  it  best  when  men  talk  to  me  so  I  can 
readily  understand  their  meaning.  But  Miladi  Alene;  ay  I 
she  is  yet  extremely  angry,  and  has  retired  to  her  own  room 
with  her  cheeks  aflame,  and  vows  to  venture  out  no  more 
to-night,  where  such  boorish  manners  make  of  her  a  laugh- 
ing-stock for  the  mob.  Madame  Le:omte  smiles  at  her 
conceit,  but  Mademoiselle  has  great  pride,  and  will  never 
forgive  you.  Monsieur." 

"  I  am  most  truly  sorry,  yet  it  scarcely  seems  as  though 
the  outcome  occurred  through  any  fault  of  mine." 

"  I  do  not  comprehend.  Monsieur  U  voyageur.  Bah  I  all 
men  to  me  are  the  same,  if  they  but  dance  well,  and  have 
faces  good  to  look  upon.  But  Mademoiselle,  she  —  she  is  so 
different;  she  possesses  the  hauteur,  the  reserve  of  the 
Anglais;  she  respects  the  caste.  I  heard  her  tell  Madame 
Lecomte  you  matched  her  step  so  perfectly  she  even  forgot 
you  were  not  a  gentleman,  imtil  the  music  ceased  and  the 
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"  Jt  :r-Jtt^r  'Tm  ^^■^^^-^'^  -barrassing.- 
sometimes  I  susLct  ,^,7^  I,  ""'""^  '"  """'"'  ''^  *°«- 
altogether  ind  ffeC  She  e  '"°?''f  ^"="^  ""^^  "°'  "= 
name."  ^''^ '^«"  asked  me  if  Z  knew  your 

"And  you  answered  what?" 

did  LfwisVtt"u'"~r.'  ^  '■«"=  ^"''^  '-■  ^- 1 

bred  as  to  ask  von  TT''  -  '^"  ^  ^''^  ^"'^  "'- 
Mademoiselle  thinks  ,^eveTfr"'"°"''"*  '™°"'"^  y°"- 
like  that  in  those  she  mmr-  "'."  "•  """^  "'"^  ""^^  "°' 
gotten.  I  tl^ought  I  ,^Z  °?  "'"''  "^  ^  ^'-^  I  had  for- 
then,  if  MadeSel  e  shouM  ''°"  '^'"'■'  ^°""  "™='  =^d 
I  would  remember  "  '  ''"'''"°"  "'  ""'^  "hout  you. 

^  TI,ose  who  love  me  best  call  me  Raoul." 

on  h^^p";  ;ts"%l'^  ""^"^  "-'"y-  '"^^ing  it  linger 
Monsieur     'i«.  1  *         '  "  "  ""''^  '^^"''"^  "-™e, 

Vet  it  is  notr:hie^ro^rrb:sT;:;T  ^r-- 

what  is  the  other?"  ^  "a'  I  ask  — so 

he;To;;'°k^t2h'w~-^  J  ^'  "-r-  "anner. 
greater  contrast  thrh^fu,  t  ■■'  anywhere  be  found 
served  and  dili^  ^  IT  S^  eTcT  41'"  ^  '"^  ^'=- 
"T.  ^"'P"- 'ble  to  analyze,  ay.  o^to  rlr^''^'  "  ""^•^■ 

atleasTj'ht  hirwTri  ''  T  "  ''''''  ^  ^^  "'"er; 

crat.    I  will  try  hai°f'  '       k  '""""^  "J""'^  '^e  aristo- 

Mademoirek     But  vo    H  ""'^'  "'  ^°  ^'  '^  '^Peat  to 

that  is  nTSite  Monsie„°r"1s°>r':''^^  '  ^  -"^d- 
care?"       P°'««' M°""eur.    Is  it  then  because  you  do  not 
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"  Because  I  have  no  need ;  you  are  Rene,  Mademoiselle's 
companion." 

"Oh,  am  I,  indeed?    And  where  learned  you  all  this, 
pray  ?  " 
"  I  overheard  it  from  Madame  Lecomte." 
She  glanced  around  with  a  slight  coquettish  movement 
of  alarm. 

"  Oh,  bah  I  I  had  forgotten,"  she  cried  suddenly.  "  It 
was  Madame  Lecomte  who  sent  me  hither.  She  would 
have  word  with  you,  Monsieur,  over  yonder  by  the  musi- 
cians' stand.  I  beg  you  have  grave  care  with  Madame 
Lecomte;  I  have  seen  her  husband,  and  he  is  so  big  and 
strong,  like  an  ox." 

She  swept  away  swiftly,  keeping  step  to  the  music,  greet- 
ing cheerily  by  name  nearly  everyone  she  met  in  her  pas- 
sage, the  bright  ribbon,  loosening  in  her  hair,  fluttering 
behind  her  like  some  scarlet  bird.  I  skirted  the  wall  slowly 
toward  where  Madame  Lecomte  stood,  wondering  vaguely 
as  I  progressed  what  possible  word  she  could  have  for  me. 
As  I  approached  she  slipped  silently  through  the  open  door 
onto  the  darkened  esplanade,  and,  in  response  to  her  quick 
glance  of  invitation,  I  followed.  At  the  comer  of  the 
building,  just  beyond  the  faint  circle  of  Hght,  she  paused 
waiting  me.  ,^ 

"  It  is  extremely  courteous  of  you,  Captain  de  Coubert, 
she  said,  pleasantly,  "to  respond  so  promptly  to  my  un- 
conventional message." 

"  My  time  chances  to  be  quite  limited,  Madame,"  I  replied 
in  unconcealed  surprise.  "But  it  seems  you  even  know 
my  name." 

"  Most  assuredly,  and  your  mission  as  well."  She  laughed 
gaily,  and  added  with  some  trace  of  mischief:  "Yet  I 
have  not  ventured  to  inform  Mademoiselle  Alene,  Monsieur, 
for  that  would  spoil  all  of  the  evening's  sport.  Certes,  but 
it  will  surely  do  her  much  good  to  reflect  upon  the  happen- 
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with  her.    Yet  i    wa,  not  fn  T"/  '""'  ^°''  '"y  P""'"" 

you  ma,  not  uLZ^^^^T'^'^'^r-    '^°"^"="'' 
the  upper  river    bu    I  ..f  understand  a  stranger  to 

Monsieur  deVUIiersanHT  ""'"'"'  '"  ""=  ^°'^M.nce  of 
your  mission  SX'notXrr''''  "'''  ''™  ^^^^^''-^ 
necessity  from  the  stanH^'  f  °f  "  ='^'""-  ^«  ^'^^s  its 
as  a  woman!  ambtionbtdH  '  "'"  '"'  ''°"""-  '  -«  *' 
while  r  can  nev"r  email  ind.ff"  """'^'''' ""  ^''  J^-'S™'"*. 
the  cries  of  li'le  chTdren  h!""'"'  '°  """■"^''^  *°"'^"'  °^ 
edge,  Monsieur  of  the  reTl  ho  ^°"  ""^  P^"°"="  "^"owl- 

"  I  was  with  n°A  J^  .     °"  °^  ^"  ^'«1«"  campaign  ?  " 

saws,  M  dli  .nd  tlS::     > "'"'';"°"  ^^'""''  ">^  Chi^"- 

She  lifted  he    hantoter"'  '""""  '^^^^^^y'' 
sudden,  reawakened  memory      ''"  "  "  '°  ^'"■'  °"'  *e 

ho,;f„';:„fj;"iSerid"ur'H  '"^"""^  ''^y^-  ^^  ^-i 

De  Vincem,e's  and  Ser'senir"""^  t'l'"  **"'"^  '«'' 
knew  them  well.  Q^  it  be  1  .'''''  ^'^  "^  ^"^"''';  I 
■cnown  to  you,  CapS  de  Co^rt^^  "'"^  ^^  ^"''"'^  - 

eveJ^r-r^^;r-i-V-"- Heart  Of 
tHere':asTg1ilrrtefr:if;e;E^;  '"'  '  ^'T^'^ 

yonder-it  L te  cTunleLTof T  f""^"'  '"  "^  •^^" 
kindly  heart      In   ^hlT  '"""^  ™a"'  with  a 
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•How 


effect  upon  results,"  I  answered  plain. 
The  Indians  are  already  confederated  and  fully  conunitted 
to  this  war;  they  have  attacked  English  forts,  and  their 
scouting  parties  have  raided  the  English  settlements  to  the 
very  outskirts  of  their  cities.  This  conspiracy  has  already 
gone  too  far  to  be  checked  except  by  decisive  action  and 
force  of  arms.  Monsieur  de  ViUiers's  message  can  change 
nothing.  It  may,  indeed,  bring  momentary  confidence  to 
Pontiac  and  his  followers,  yet  it  adds  nothing  to  their  power 
for  evil,  or  their  ability  to  injure  the  English  settlers.  After 
that,  as  the  authorized  representative  of  France,  I  purpose 
remaining  with  the  hostiles,  exerting  my  utmost  endeavors 
for  humanity  and  the  saving  of  human  life.  Would  this 
not  be  your  desire,  Madame  ?  " 

I  felt  her  hand  press  mine  warmly. 

"  Before  God,  yes ;  it  is  what  I  believed  of  you,  and  your 
brave  words  have  eased  me  greatly.  Captain  de  Coubert, 
I  have  not  much  with  which  to  aid  you,  but  1  give  you  this 
amulet  —  it  was  a  gift  to  me  from  Pontiac  himself,  and 
has  his  totem  burnt  upon  it.  Perchance  it  may  possess 
sufficient  power  to  preserve  some  tortured  life  away  yonder 
•  in  the  black  forest." 

I  accepted  the  gift  from  her  hand,  hiding  it  away  care- 
fully within  the  bosom  of  my  shirt.  As  I  did  so  my  fingers 
came  into  contact  with  those  papers  stored  therein. 

"Madame  Lecomte,"  I  said,  drawing  them  forth,  "my 
mission  at  best  is  bound  to  be  a  perilous  one,  and  I  have  here 
some  documents  of  authority,  among  them  my  commission, 
which  Monsieur  de  Villiers  deems  it  expedient  that  I  leave 
behind.  Would  you  accept  their  care  until  my  return?  In 
case  of  my  death  the  address  of  the  one  most  likely  to  be 
interested  will  be  found  noted  thereon." 

"  Anj-thing  in  my  power  to  assist  you,"  was  the  instant 
response.  "  But  your  time  for  departure  was  to  be  mid- 
night, and  it  is  nearly  that  hour  now." 
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PrXlTtS  IZnTjL  '•"''""'^^'^'  -"  ^  -'  over. 

.he  etLL':d^,J^.S«  7  °"  "^'  '°"^  i--^." 
helpless.  The  true  «use  of  P  ^°"  '^"  "■"<=""'  '^  «>« 
.he  murder  of  the  U^em"'  ^'^"^  ""  "'^^  "^pend  on 

acrllMhrdesmXLr  ll''^  "'™"^'-  '"^  ^"^- 
words  to  a  d^l,  S;'"^'/'^  ''"•'  strengthened  by  her 

of  the  river  tnTlTareH  "k^  ''"'"•    ^'  "'^  ^""""" 

word  of  warnW  abo'th.  '""'='"^""«f  ^  ^ad  spoken  no 
h-sh  girls.  ZsLT^f'rT"^  j°"™'y  °'  "'°^'=  En»- 
I  ha?  left  he°  SnTng  m^herr n  t  "'  ""^  "^'"^ 
mine  would  have  had  Wh  t^rnr  t^ laT ""  °' 
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CHAPTER  VII 

CORPORAL    CASSADI,    OF   THE    FOOT    REGIMENT   OF    POINTIERS 

'T^HE  soft  Strains  of  distant  music  stole  echoing  down 
■»  over  the  high  bluff  as  our  narrow  canoe  swept  noise- 
lessly forth  into  the  black  water.  It  was  like  the  sweet 
voice  of  a  maiden  bidding  God-speed  upon  the  perilous 
voyage.  A  star  or  two,  peeping  shyly  through  the  cloud- 
rifts,  found  silvery  reflection  far  away  along  the  swift  flood, 
but  we  continued  to  skirt  closely  beside  the  rock  barrier, 
where  the  gloom  clung  deepest,  our  sombre  boat  the  merest 
slender  shadow  as  it  glided  silently  onward.  The  two 
Indians  toiled  with  skill,  their  broad  paddles  hardly  leaving 
so  n.uch  as  a  ripple  to  mark  our  progress,  their  dark,  lean 
bodies  seemingly  motionless,  save  as  I  might  discern  the 
steady  rise  and  fall  of  tireless  arms.  The  water  rippled 
gently  about  the  stem,  where  I  lay  at  rest,  and  I  could  dis- 
tinguish a  faint  glimmer  of  white  foam  disappearing  into 
the  blackness  behind  as  proof  of  rapid  passage,  while  to 
right  and  left  the  surging  waters  merged  into  the  darker 
shores,  unvexed  and  lonely.  Far  up  within  the  narrow  bow, 
looking  little  more  than  a  smudge  of  deeper  gloom,  lay  curled 
my  sole  white  companion,  undoubtedly  sleeping  the  sleep 
of  the  just.  High  overhead  the  clouds  scurried  as  though 
they  were  the  jagged  end  of  some  far-distant  storm,  while 
occasionally  the  spectral  trees  lining  the  high  bluff  bent  to 
some  sudden  puff  of  wind,  their  rustling  leaves  sounding 
above  the  gentle  murmur  of  the  river  as  though  swept 
by  hail. 

Late  as  the  hour  already  was,  even  the  soothing  motion 
of  the  boat  and  the  dreamy  silence  of  the  night  brought  me 
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no  desire  for  slumber.    Mv  minH        \  ^' 

crowded  by  memories  oithZ"LT,'"^°°  "«'"^'-  '«> 
reflections  upon  the  futu  e  Out?  Z  ''°""'  ""^  ^y 
d.-sappointment,  of  many  „«,„"'  '^r  ."■«  hardships  and 
fronted  me;  a  commissioned  officfrTr"^"""  "'°''  '=°"- 
abroad  upon  active  duty  e^er  "h    ,  "^'  '  *"*  "P"" 

n-y  lost  standing  in  the  seT^ce  T  t"""^"  '°  ^^'"^^e 
interest  in  this  special  work  «=■  ^''  '  P°«"Md  small 
peril,  and  what  it  must  me  „  TT  /  '"  '  '«"«<»  "» 
out.  and  if  the  story  were  h J\  ''  '""«»f"lly  carried 
Kin^-  While  failur^  in  Lch  eTr  '°  '"  ''"'""""  °^  '^1 
never  be  forgiven,  equally  certain  T°"  ^  ">'"'  *°"ld 

pay  success.    Carefuri  ouC;  "'""'^  "  ^™="  reward  re- 
of  dealing  with  Pon  L   stS  T"  ""'  ='^^''"'  ""^  P'"" 
vance  for  every  possib4  tn TngenT'Th'  ""''f  '"  "''- 
'h.s,  my  mind  drifted  natural Iv  bT.T .      .?'  ''^'"^'"^  °' 
vivacious  Rene,  and  fair  a^rf  „    ^  „'°  "^'"  "'°"K'>ts  of 
recollections  of  the  evenw"    T""  W^d'-noiselle.     These 
yf  f  e  slight  humoro?i    ''^TT  T'""''  »  -" 
""erly  unlike  any  I  had  ever  S  ""^'^"^  '"'°  "   feeling 
m  other  days  me^  many  hi  J  bred"'  *^P*"'"«<'-     I  had 
fair  and  open  social  inLcour,/      TT'"  °^  ="^'«"d  in 
upon  terms  of  friendship     BuTihrE     r.  "•  "'"="'  -" 
liarljr  faolated  on  the  far  frnnf  "'^'"''  ^^rl,  so  pecu- 

from   all   those  others      £7"/: '-"'''  '"'ally  different 
distinct,   sunding   alone   in  Is   attrl?'"°""''^  ""■"''"'^• 
-"emery.    I  could  associate  her  with  n       I""'   '"^°'"'=   "^^ 
o»   vomanhood.    I  wonder^  if  h,?    -H    u ""'  ^""'^""'rance 
ness  of  manner  and  sne^^h  ^     '^"'''  '"^' ^'^^^'^  haughti- 
.-"ere   outward  ar^orTLr;/"'  "^"''^"^  ''""'"ed.  a 
license     Bej^d  ,„  dou  t  S  "at  T'"*   "'''^   ''°^''- 
and  witness  among  the  rough  L         v'  """''  ''''">  '"^^' 
"■>ed  Illinois  country -the  French    •""'^!"^'  °^  *is  .„civ- 
°f  «P«ech  and  actioT- would  n'    '""'"^  """  «"-elessness 
Of  Herear.  training  anrSSSf--;^ 
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likely,  then,  than  that  she  should  endeavor  to  protect  herself 
frum  cluscr  o.iract  with  it  by  use  of  the  sole  weapon  con- 
venierily  at  her  command  — an  impenetrable  and  repellent 
reserve  ? 

Surely  this  was  an  extremely  difficult  position  in  which 
she  found  herself  —  utterly  alone  and  unprotectc<l  ..md  a 
strange  and  alien  people,  the  open  and  avowed  cn.„,ics  of 
her  nation;   unable  to  turn  anywhere  for  either  a.lvice  or 
gfuidance,  herself  but  a  young  girl  unsophisti.ated  in  the 
ways  of  the  world,  unacquainted  with  the  r,.,i-li  hal-its  of 
the  wilderness,  her  sole  companion  one  ever  aiorc  luliiless 
than  herself.    It  must  be  thus.    I  pictured  ayuin  bofoi-  n.e 
her  fair  young  face,  as  I  had  caught  it  once  inr  an  insi.int 
in  repose,  when  she  had  lapsed  into  forgetfully ;s  of   -u-- 
roundings.    Somehow  much  of  the  pride  had  gone  out  of  it, 
and  there  was  a  tenderness  within  those  dark  gray  eyes,  and 
a  gentleness  smiling  upon  the  parted  lips,  which  bore  true 
witness  to  the  warm,   womanly  heart  throbbing  beneath. 
I  recalled  how  the  full  bosom  rose  and  fell  to  her  deep 
breathing;  how  those  straying  locks  of  perfumed  hair,  soft 
as  satin,  gleaming  as  gold,  swept  my  cheek;  how  the  deli- 
cate flush  crept  up  into  the  clear  cheeks,  while  her  hand 
pressed  mine  in  forgetful  confidence.     No  I    this  could  be 
no  cold  statue  of  a  woman,  dominated  by  stiil  pride,  hiding 
her  deficiencies  behind  an  impenetrable  reserve  —  these  out- 
ward things  were  no  other  than  the  masquerade;    behind 
them,  somewhere,  hid  the  warm,  throbbing  heart,  the  ability 
to  love  and  sacrifice.    Somehow  the  very  pity  of  it  slowly  took 
possession  of  me;  I  realized,  understood,  how  utterly  lonely 
she  must  feel,  and,  in  a  flash,  I  knew  I  loved  her.    Miracle 
of  miracles,  how  in  one  blinding  second  it  came  to  me,  and 
how  it  swept  aside  every  previous  dark  mist  of  life  I    Ay  I 
in  that  little  tossing  boat,  shrouded  beneath  midnight  dark- 
ness—the distant  shores  a  mere  smudge  of  deeper  gloom, 
the  skies  above  like  the  shadow  of  a  coffin  cover  — there 
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J--  '•»»  leaving  behind  me  I^.^"?"  "■«  '°""y  PrI  I  w.. 
•'•"Khter  of  Albion.  i„  ZcJ^  "''  P™"'''  <«"'«inful 
R;"''«m.n.  but  a  m  re  "let  ed  T°'^  ^  *"  "<"  'ven  a 
of  the  forest.  '"  "''  """■""•  de  boU.  a  vagrant 

Mother  of  God  I  but  t 
-•"S  its  way  unheralded  out  0?,^^.'''!""''  "'^  *'"?- 
"biy  be  farther  apart  th^  1  ^^'     ^°"«  ="•"<«  P°«- 

w«'th,  of  social  position  and  ofT.'^'f'"'  ^^  "-'rier.  of 
P^ud  «P.  curling  deris'iveW  «  T'  '  ^°"'''  '"a^ne  her 
"■  »nd  the  imperious  lookln  h',  """"'  =°"«P'i°n  of 
»uch  an  insult     Vet  »»,;  •  '^"  »'  '"'"test  dream  nf 

,pn;  I  could  n!t"f?r  e'TtXrr  "?  r""  ^^^  -i 
«h"  proud,  fai.  ,;,,„,,  d  j Si T;  ,'.'°'"'  """•  '°-'d 
not  as  yoMr,s;  u.. .  lov,.  ,0  for'l  .  . ^'"''  P^''  'oved  her 
but  witJ  M  ..,.  ,..  .'!°T«^'"" 'he  coming  of  anothJ 
fot^ed  :.,  ,  ,,„,,;.  ^^h  of  «  Hood  whifh  had  £ 
of  that  ,r',..nv  .  .,„  si  "If '""'""  ""''  '"'^'"'"^e.  S 
f°  the  I,:  .,„;,  ,,,.,:     «""«.  ever  alluring  me,  daring  me 

r  clearer  t;-,r   ,,   .,  - :    ,.     t^- ""'~'"'""     ^'ver  ,a^ 
the  wide  and  „,.,,,  ..y,-/^f  '"^nity  of  the  thought- 

absurd  What  4raclcoSet7Z";  ''''''""  ''-- 
c^an  of  England,  and  a  homeleU  F,  VT'"='"  ""■"  Pa'^- 
^^-woods.   Better  that  I  ^^:^lSj:^ 

Suddenly  I  drew  ■>   a 
-nutterable  folly,  ily VdZ  Xr    "^"^  ""'''"--  -"at 
eastward   with   Gladwyn^  half  brL"'"'^  ""^""^  '"  '«vel 

*"  '«"'  ^'^  °Penly  avowed  pu^o™.    r    !■*"' .'°  '"'^'^  ^er. 

very  moment  of  our  earh^st  mS  /."'''r'^^'y-  f«»"  the 

''^^P-^ed,  that  black-faced  SaS  m '     ^^"^^  ''"'™^*-''. 

i-anadian  mongrel.    I  had  come 
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into  contact  with  his  sort  before,  and  the  very  conception  of 
this  gentle,  unsuspecting,  high-bred  girl  being  left  alone  in 
his  keeping  upon  such  a  journey,  was  a  pain,  a  positive 
agony.  True,  he  might  treat  her  fairly  enough,  and  with 
respect  —  no  doubt  there  was  a  sure  reward  awaiting  him  at 
the  other  end,  if  she  were  once  safely  delivered  at  Detroit ; 
yet  his  shifting  eyes,  his  cruel  mouth,  the  very  innate  cow- 
ardice I  suspected  beneath  that  outward  show  of  brutish 
bravado,  recurred  to  me  in  vivid  remembrance,  and  I  gripped 
the  gunwale  of  the  frail  canoe  as  though  his  throat  had  been 
compressed  between  my  fingers.  Sacrel  I  would  trust  no 
sister  with  him,  not  for  a  day,  in  that  wilderness ;  and,  al- 
though I  never  expected  to  tell  her  so,  I  loved  this  Mademoi- 
selle Alene. 

For  an  instant  I  sat  up,  the  words  trembling  on  my  lips 
which  would  bid  my  Indians  turn  prow  instantly  backward 
to  Chartres.  Yet  I  held  silence.  No!  my  duty,  plainly 
enough,  lay  in  pressing  onward.  I  had  been  promised  three 
days  the  start  —  three  days!  what  might  not  be  accom- 
plished in  three  days,  inspired  as  I  now  was  to  hasten! 
Through  darkness  and  light,  storm  and  sunshine,  we  must 
press  steadily  forward,  the  soldier  and  I  relieving  the  wearied 
Indians  at  the  paddles,  pausing  only  in  our  swift  flight  while 
hastily  preparing  food.  We  would  thus  gain  time,  hour 
after  hour,  over  that  slower,  heavier  boat  lagging  behind ; 
bear  my  military  message  to  Pontiac,  and  then  take  the  back- 
ward trail.  True,  Mademoiselle  might  never  attempt  the 
voyage ;  yet  if  she  did  ?  if  her  proud  insistence  overbore  all 
restraint,  and  she,  with  Rene,  plunped  unprotected  into  the 
wilderness  with  such  company  ?  I  shivered  at  the  mere  con- 
ception of  it ;  I  might  owe  service  to  my  King,  and  to 
Monsieur  de  Villiers  —  no  less  strong  there  now  rested  upon 
me  the  voiceless  demands  of  this  friendless,  unprotected 
girl. 

So  then,  it  was  destined  to  be  a  real  race  between  us! 
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Saint  Denis  t  such  a  ra«f    a     •        .  ''"' 

rent  of  n,ight>.  rLrsX si'^yt''  '"'^  '"^^""^  -- 
and  gloomy  forests,  amid  corl?    /    ""''  "''°"^''  '^"^'^d 

>eagueafter,eague.re7:i°;eIss^VS^ 
over  deserted  trails  in  the  ^.H  ?  V  '  "' "'"^^''""s. 
desolate  plains,  with  dea^l  lurlin  "'u"  '^'''-  '"°''  ^^^ 
danger  skulking  in  the  unliSt  TH  *  "'^''  ''^^''°"^'  -<1 
^hock,  awakening  melnsS  fr  ^""1'°"''^''°"  was  as  a 
the  necessity  of  fmmedLte  ae!ion         '"""  °'  ''•^"""^  '° 

read;rSeIrl'stthr;r'  ^'^"  ^"''  ---^"'-  AN 
dawn,  the  few  light  doudtn/'r''"^  ^"^  ^"h  ^""'ng 
ward.  The  twotdhns  toilld  r'.r""^'"^  ^"^^  "°rth^ 
their  short  paddles  mhllin'.  ":'^"^'  *^  ^^*f"'='^  dip  of 
of  the  watefalong  Kfeof  fh  '  ""\''^  ^^""^  "PP'«= 
slim  bodies  bent  more  ftwlU'r°\''"'^"°'^<''''"^ 
slower,  evidencing  we  ried  muscts  Se  t-  ^'™'"  "^^"^ 
by  now,  his  head  thrust  forlrH  ^''t'°'*^'-  was  awake 
gain  no  glimpse  of  hTs  fa  °T,  r^'  *'  '""  ^°  ^  ^°"'<1 
white  facings,  while  Ion  hi  """''  "  '''"^  '^°^'  with 

chevrons  of  a  coCralHud^  f '"'  "P^'"^^'^  *«  "^-ow 
to  be  a  heavily  SLl^r^,''  'f  '■%^^'  '~'^-<J 
"ver  swept  solemnly  past  us  upon  th  J,  ,.'''"  °^  *^  ^^^" 
flood,  appearing  almo'st  ul  enTnea  h  I'Vn'  '"'  ^^"°" 
dawn.    The  high  bluff  alontr  whirh  "  ^'■"^  °^  "'^ 

to  avoid  somewhat  the  hSr  .1  ""  ~'f '"'  ''^^'^'"^  *"» 
rock-strewn  and  prednitou  '  h  "^-"^PT  °^  *'  '"'"'"'■  was 
hundred  yards  aw"y'r3m;i,''S  ''"''  ?''  "^^^^^  ^ 
grass  to  the  water's  ed^e.r>.,'  """"'"^  ^"^  coarse 
growing  upolit  barelf  ief^  """^  '  ''^  ''''"'""tive  trees 
ing  rocks  a'nd  the  shore         '"""^'"'^  '^'^""  ''^  ^"«^d- 

tioLd""  '"  '^'^  "^  '-^^"^''  f-"  Chartres?"  I  ques- 

out';:rj?"h,"rk?^  '"™'^  "^^  ^-^  ^"^■^'-y.  ^t  with. 
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"  Some  seven  leagues,  I  think,  master,"  he  answered  in  the 
broken  patois  of  the  mission.    "  'T  is  the  usual  time." 

"  Point  your  canoe  toward  the  head  of  that  island  yonder 
—  we  will  rest  and  breakfast." 

Cramped  from  long  and  unaccustomed  sitting  within  so 
narrow  a  space,  and  realizing  the  necessity  of  an  officer  hold- 
ing somewhat  aloof  from  his  followers  in  wilderness  travel, 
I  pushed  forward  alone  toward  the  higher  ridge  of  the 
island,  leaving  those  others  to  arrange  their  morning  meal 
in  any  way  they  deemed  best.  The  broad  deserted  river 
swept  to  the  eastward  in  long,  solemn  turning,  thus  more 
fully  revealing  its  sublime  majesty  as  it  surged  with  tumul- 
tuous current  around  the  rocky  head  of  the  island.  Across 
these  racing  waters  the  slowly  rising  sun  flung  the  first  red 
ray  of  dawn,  and  I  watched  the  gentle  play  of  variegated 
lights  over  that  evtr-changfing  surface  —  the  strange  inter- 
mingling of  grays  and  purple  and  crimsons  —  fascinated  by 
the  picture,  and  for  the  moment  forgetful  of  everything  save 
that  grim,  lonely  scene  outspread  before  me.  But  at  last  I 
wearied  of  it,  and,  retracing  my  steps  slowly  through  the 
high  grass  wet  with  dew,  rejoined  the  others.  The  Indians 
were  already  eatini;  greedily,  but  the  soldier  awaited  my 
coming,  seemingly  unsettled  as  to  where  he  was  expected  to 
mess. 

"  Sit  down.  Corporal,"  I  ordered  quietly.  "  There  will  be 
no  formal  distinctions  of  rank  between  us  on  this  trip." 

As  he  commenced  his  meal  I  watched  him  curiously,  and 
for  almost  the  first  time  in  my  life  found  much  difficulty  in 
gauging  the  status  of  my  man.  He  was  assuredly  an  odd 
specimen,  as  De  Villiers  had  intimated,  and  possessed  little 
enough  about  him,  other  than  his  uniform,  to  remind  me  of 
a  French  soldier.  A  short,  pudgy  fellow  he  looked,  unusu- 
ally broad  of  shoulder,  his  bared  arms  ridged  with  muscle. 
From  a  stout,  thick  neck  there  arose  a  bullet  head,  the  face 
round,  florid,  and  almost  boyish,  the  reddish  hair  cropped 
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feet  mass  of  ireckle!  ZTZue  »  "'"«'"  '"^  '«"  "^er 
-oustache.  trimmed  to  clfo™  ;„  »! ,--  »  ^'ight,  reddish 
blue  eyes  were  full  of  laughteTanrf  ^'  ""'  *""  ''''^^-op^ 
a  face  .nstinct  with  good  humoT  T"'''  '"''''■'  ''  ^^ 
W'ed,  the  wide  mouth  constanTv  It  '^  '°'"'*'^a'  "P- 
°dd  pugnacity  written  upon  talso  ^"'^'  ^"  "'^^<=  «'-'  an 
to  submit  to  any  undueTbertt  ~  7'?°'  ^  ■"""  «kely 
up  from  his  eating,  and  ca„Jh.  *"  ^'^""d  carelesslv 

he  Winked  s.yly.  hl^  te""S  Z  i^^  '"'T'"  ^^  S 

The  vary  ton  o'  th.    ^P^V  '"^  '"'o  a  broad  win 
^'-ge,y  acLtTd  EnSsh^'T'i"  ^-."onor."  hTLd  in 
and  the  haythen  padd,  d  alonf"    ^  t"  ""'^  '^  "°'  ''°  ^ad! 
"°'ght,  at  laist  whin  I  wu    "  ^^^'"^  ^"'"e  durin>  the 
thim."  wus  a-wakm'  to  kape  an  eye  on 

"-l^e'hraslo'S/arofr;"""'"^  '^"''^^^  ■"  -7 
a»_  o  the  language  with  wh Sh  L    f"  '    ^^'^  ^"  "'^"^^r 
^      ^"y  do  you  speak  in  Englt     "'  '"  ''"''''  "''■ 
s'ernly.  yet  using  that  tongue^ for  T  T'"  ^  1"""°ned 
Prehend  another.    "  As  a  F^nch  Lm''  ""  ""^'■'  "°'  -^o™" 
know  best  your  native  language'       ""  "^^'"'^  y°"  must 

"ir  "^ '"'' '"'""  °^^^  ^''  '"--^^"^ 

';B«\"el"Si?;;  «  ;;°  *aV^  "P'amed  confidentially, 
bloody  English,  an'  dom  hToarir  "V'  '  ''^''-  ^om  the 
yer  pardon,  sorr,  fer  th"  ,^^0'™°°  "^"f"'  '"'  Oi,  askin' 

Keg,-ment  of  Poi^n^^  WHyVn^""''"""  °'  "^^  ^-t 
first  words  to  me  in  English?^:         '  "^^  ''"'  ""Idress  your 

Of  it^omSy^'^"— ^"^  "P  one  eye  until  no.  si,ht 
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"  It  wus  no  more  than  me  plisant  disposition,  sorr.    Oi 
thot  maybe  it  moight  plaze  yer  honor  to  hear  thet  language 
spoke  oncet  more  wid  nateness  an'  aise,  jist  here  atween  the 
two  ov  us.    Shure  an'  there  's  no  harm  done,  as  far  as  Oi  kin 
see,  fer  the  haythen  over  beyant  wud  niver  know  the  dif- 
rance  in  a  thousand  year." 
"  You  are,  indeed,  a  French  soldier  then  ?  " 
"  A  carperal,  be  the  blessin'  uv  God,"  he  said  piously. 
"  But  may  Oi  niver  see  them  dom  parley-voos  agin." 
"  What  do  they  call  you?  " 

"Thim?"  He  flung  his  hand  back  over  his  shoulder. 
"  Me  name  is  it  ye  're  af ther  ?  Carperal  Cassadi.  Bedad 
an'  they  tell  me  Oi  must  be  an  Oytalyan  be  the  sound  uv  it," 
and  he  spat  vigorously.  "  The  cristenin'  uv  me  be  thet  name, 
sorr,  wus  the  toughest  blow  uv  all." 

"  It  certainly  has  a  decidedly  Italian  sound ;  then  it  is  not 
your  own  ?  " 

"  Me  own  ?  me  rale  name  ?  Faith,  an'  I  should  say  not, 
sorr.  It  wus  no  less  than  the  way  that  dom  Frinch  recruitin' 
officer  at  Toulon  made  out  to  spell  it,  bad  cess  to  the  loikes 
uv  him  to  turn  a  rale  honist  Oirish  lad  into  a  black  Oy- 
talyan wid  no  more  nor  a  slip  uv  his  durty  pen.  Me  rale 
name  is  it  ye  want  ?  Shure,  an'  Oi  'm  Jack  Cassady,  uv  Bal- 
linasloe,  Connaught,  Oireland,  yer  honor;  me  father  wus 
gamekeeper  to  the  ould  Duke  uv  Sistene  —  God  rist  his 
sowl !  —  and  died  from  atein'  too  mich  rid  deer.  An'  whut  's 
more,  bedad  Oi  'm  agoin'  strait  back  to  the  ould  sod,  if  Oi 
have  to  ate  ivery  black  haythen  Oi  mate  on  the  way." 

"  How  ever  came  you  in  the  French  service  if  you  dislike 
it  so  much  ?  " 

The  blue  eyes  danced  merrily  once  more,  and  he  paused 
in  his  eating  to  stare  at  me  sitting  opposite. 

"  Shure  an'  thet  wud  make  a  moighty  long  story,  yer  honor ; 
be  me  sowl.  an'  Oi  don't  know  mor'  nor  half  uv  it  meself. 
But  Oi  '11  tell  ye  how  Oi  furst  got  out  uv  Ballinasbe,  bad 
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««  to  the  luck  uv  it     Oi  u,      .■  '''^ 

;-  thet.     Oi  hed  a  pi^'^  "■   ^  ^°'"^  A^re.  sorr,  Oi 
a-growin'  in  petaties,  LV  w-      '  ^^^  "'"  an  acre 
four  pound  a  year,  divil  a  bitts"   T°"u  "^  '"^  ^^urch  1 
Pra.st_n,ay  tl,e  saints  print  .,''''''"  ^"^'"^  ^"^ 'he 
mon    but   over   friendly   wTd  a   Ion    ,~''  """'^^'y  ^ne 
Pracher  at  Roscommon;  eseve„,KT"''"'^^^<^   Prasbytarian 
W"s  Michaelmas  week  an'  thl?  °^^  '"^-     ^ell,  sorr  '" 
--  a  grate  spaker,  wus  Father  0","  ''''  '  '-'«-■    He 
turned  out  strong  ter  hear  ^L     Jh/t   '  ""  '"  "-^  ^°^»°°"' 
■ng.  d.v.l  a  sate  lift  enyuher  whin         "'"'  '  "°""=^d  "-eet- 
pracher  wid  his  wife  an'  atl  «      VT  "'^  P-'a^bytarian 
/-  a  place  to  sit  down,      t  wu/ pf /.    V"'  '•''^'  '°°Wn 
'h.m,  an  he  sung  out  ,0  me  '^"'^^  °°^'<=  ^"ut  spied 

to  gjv-rt^^:^:;:;-,,  ye  spalpeen,  an- tell  the  byes 
Do  whut?'  Oi  3,1,   .  „ 

J  'Are  ye  dafe  es  we  tTaff""  h""""'  °"'  ^"^  "—■ 
l^^  g.V  'em  three  chares     don>  '"■     "^^"  '^e  byes 

the  a.sle  beyant  ?  '  '   '^°"  '  ^^  "«  thim  comin'  down 

'':".^,the  ruination  .IvTe '""'"  "'""  '"^«^'',  but,  bedad. 

'Goou?thl?t°oXoTsf ^'"'.''^  -^'  ^-tt-n'  an,^ 
a',St.  Bede's  the  morrow         '''  °'  '''^^^  '"  "^  a  new  sext^" 

:;TM's':hu;.'''''^'""'^-*-chares.v 

^■iS;::m°;£;::/j:.^r^a.  though  oi  wus  a 

,         Byes,    Fayther  Dovle'-r^''^ 
«^  we  're  to  giy  thim  Protestant    ,J,'  ""I"^"'  '"  him!- 
hooray,^  hooray,  hooray!'  "''  '^'^  shares -hip.  hip, 

O'  '"  be  dom'd   sorr   if  ™      <    . 

-t.  an'  Oi  stood  th  :  i""'"  me    '^'"'""^  ''^'"^^  --^ 
leamm'  to  crow.  ^       ™^  arrums  loike  a  cock 
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" '  Why  don't  ye  chare,  ye  Oirish  haythen  ? '  ses  Oi.  '  Why 
don't  ye  chare?' 

"  Holy  Mother,  but  ye  should  hev  seen  the  riot,  sorr. 
Glory  be  to  God  I  Oi  wus  three  yards  ahed  uv  his  riverence 
whin  he  stubbed  his  toe,  but  some  uv  the  byes  wus  thet  mad 
they  chased  me  clare  into  Dooblin.  An'  it  wus  loike  thet 
Oi  left  BaUinasloe,  sorr." 

I  sat  for  some  time  eating  in  silence,  my  eyes  fixed  upon 
my  companion,  wondering  wiiat  all  this  might  mean,  what 
unexpected  effect  it  could  have  upon  my  maturing  plans 
for  the  assistance  of  Mademoiselle.  Suddenly  the  corporal 
leaned  forward,  as  though  he  would  speak  confidentially  into 
the  ear  of  a  friend- 

"  Where  's  the  gvuris  ?  "  he  asked  ia  a  hoarse  whisper. 

"  The  what  ?  "  I  questioned  incredulously,  taken  completely 
by  surprise. 

"  The  gyurls,  yer  honor.  Oh,  Oi  'm  outer  yer  foine  trick 
all  roight,  sorr,  or  niver  wud  I  hev  bin  caught  here  at  all, 
at  all.  Be  ye  goin'  to  wait  fer  thim  to  catch  up  wid  ye,  or 
do  they  be  goin'  to  ride  across,  an'  cum  up  wid  us  beyant? 
Sure  this  baby  uv  a  canoe  will  be  doin  badly  crowded  wid 
the  two  uv  thim,  wid  all  their  fixin',  Oi  'm  a-thinkin'." 

"  Corporal  Cassadi."  I  exclaimed  sternly,  staring  at  him, 
and  wondering  if  I  had  been  given  a  crazy  man  for  a  com- 
panion, "  your  conversation  is  extremely  interesting,  but 
somehow  I  fail  to  grasp  its  entire  meaning.  Perhaps  you 
would  kindly  explain.  This  is  not  a  picnic,  nor  am  I  aware 
of  the  likelihood  of  any  ladies  joining  our  little  party." 

His  face  was  a  profound  study  in  its  evident  perplexity. 
For  a  moment  even  his  ready  tongue  failed,  and  he  seemed 
unable  to  find  speech.  I  could  read  doubt,  questioning, 
amazement  in  his  wide-open  blue  eyes. 

"  Ah,  shurc  now,  yer  honor,  an'  whut  's  the  use  uv  tryin' 
to  fule  me?"  he  exclaimed  at  last  reproachfully.  "  ( )i 'm 
not  the  lad  to  iver  go  back  on  ye,  an'  it  wus  Rene,  no  less, 
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,  -J — •■"  t^assadi 

^  heS'T/'  """^  '■'  ""  -ate  self     v-  ^' 

His  apparent  .  »""ers,  the 

'■•-".v.     --Ce^'  flP-son."  I  returned  s^,,  „,  ,■ 
spatched  Iw  v^-  *  *P«=>al  French  m      ^  *''" 

"^^  JlS"-;  *  "'"■'■  * .  ™^^  ,t 
"f*    °°'°""^ '"'"-■"•  ""^'^ 

*»v"' £«*'.""  '---."■■"'IS 

oack  at  Fort  iTu 

ak^'    ■  u  f'"'"'^  '^"h  Rene  if  ^.7     \''"'  P^^^'ble  use  of 
="-  w,th  Made^oisene.    ^'IZZ  ^T  T^^"'  ^-^ 

"  '■  ^  "<"  the  English 
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messenger,  and  you  have  been  deceived  in  some  way.  I 
have  seen  that  person  —  he  is  a  black-faced  Canadian  half- 
breed.    I  am  Captain  de  Coubert,  of  the  French  army." 

These  words,  spoken  calmly  and  deliberately,  were  con- 
vincing. I  saw  the  half-incredulous  smile  die  out  of  his 
eyes,  yet  he  never  stirred,  staring  down  at  me  as  if  fascinated. 

"  Sit  down,  Corporal."  I  said  in  tone  of  authority.  "  Let 
us  talk  this  misunderstand  :!g  over  together  like  men." 

He  broke  into  a  sudden  stream  of  cursing,  using  strange, 
barbarous  oaths,  his  hands  clinched,  his  face  flaming  from 
quick,  uncontrollable  anger.  I  hushed  him  with  impetuous 
gesture  of  military  command,  rising  to  my  feet,  and  placing 
my  fingers  heavily  upon  his  arm. 

"Stop!"  I  ordered  sternly.  "Not  another  word.  You 
are  yet  a  soldier  of  France,  amenable  to  discipline.  Now 
listen  to  me.  Perchance  you  may  be  enabled  to  serve  better 
those  you  seem  so  anxious  to  aid,  with  me,  than  you  ever 
could  have  done  alone  in  that  other  boat  with  the  half-breed. 
I  am  also  not  without  interest  in  the  safety  of  these  ladies. 
Are  you  certain  that  Mademoiselle  and  Rene  are  to  travel 
eastward  in  company  with  this  messenger?" 

"  Mademoiselle  Rene  sid  so,  and  the  ither  has  a  will  of 
her  own."    His  voice  was  hoarse,  his  face  surly. 

"  I  think  you  must  be  Jacques?  "  I  said. 

"  'T  is  whut  they  call  me  beyant,"  with  a  contemptuous 
toss  of  his  bullet  head  backward.  "  The  parley-voos  allers 
puts  the  '  s  '  on." 

"  Well,  Cassady,  personally  I  am  not  so  very  sorrv  you 
made  the  blunder,  now  that  I  understand  your  motives 
You  will  feel  more  like  cooperating  wi.h  me  when  ycu  once 
learn  my  plan,  while  I  shall  feel  more  like  trusting  you  with 
it.  No  doubt  it  is  friend'liip  for  Mademoiselle  Rene  which 
has  brought  you  here  ?  " 

He  nodded,  but  did  not  speak,  contenting  himself  with 
watching  me  narrowly. 
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"  Very  well -n  '        """**""  8i 

ssr'"'— /'^'its.Trci- 
•'etween  Changes  anVS L'"  Th"""  ""'  '°"^'^  S^e 
^l-g  the  entire  border;  the  L«        '"'"^"  ""  ■'"  aX 
parties.    ^,„, ,  I         • ,  f".    fores  s  are  full  of  their  raid^ 
Monsieur  de  ViDi-.,,--  ,  *        ""^  '"ap  of  my  fi„„  "f  ^ 

-'  -"-"ting  sjj:. ':,;!r^^ ''  ^  3tra,in,  balllfcj^i^ 

J-cc^tii^ency  Vther  ";Srl[f^  ''^«3'-    Vet  it  i^*::: 

-'y.  't  IS  that  brute  of  a  •.  „      '      ^        "'^  ''•"^h  deep  anx- 

:°--^/..nf.„.He^,---;-.^.the,p^po^ 

..  R      . .  ca,«ble  of  any 

to™rs<:L  vr;^  ""'^  .'^-^-  »•-:  .  we  tnake  th    t        • 
aft^r  J.!-    '         '  questioned   arx',,,  ,        « ,      ""■  •"™  'n 
^«er  pttmg  back  far  enoup-h  "  ■        ^°«'d   v  ,■  be 

gyurls?"  enough  ^o  as  ' --  u,,i„  ,.  '^ 

..  R     .     ,  ^     "^  'P  'nem  poor 

By  hard  travel,  yes      a,  T  « 
"P^n  treacherj.  attempted  unt  1   h^"'  "'  "'*^<=  ^■■"  •->«  no 


m 


it 


,j; 


I. 


.'"S5     .Xw'l  ■*?*>;  i 


83 


A  Sword  of  the  Old  Frontier 


Whatever  happent  will  occur  along  the  upper 

a  dom  big 


de  Villiers. 
wateri." 

"  But  we  might  miss  thim,  sorr  —  this  is 
coimtry  we  're  a-travellin'  in,  Oi  'm  thinkin'. 

"  Little  likelihood  of  that.  The  half-breed  will  return  by 
boat  as  he  came,  and  there  is  but  one  practical  water-way, 
to  my  knowledge." 

The  perplexed,  and  not  thoroughly  satisfied.  Irishman 
stood  leaning  against  a  small  tree,  his  face  oddly  wrinkled 
in  thought,  his  gaze  on  the  glean  ung  river. 

"  Faith,  sorr,  between  you  an'  me,  Oi  don't  loike  the  look 
uv  it  overly  well,  thet 's  a  fact.  But,  dom  if  Oi  kin  see 
clarely  enything  else  to  do  but  jist  to  go  on  wid  ye,  an' 
trust  the  saints  for  luck.  But  by  Saint  Patrick,  Oi  'm  the 
very  bye  that  will  murdher  that  black-faced  spalpeen  uv  a 
durty  half-brade  if  ever  he  lay  his  hands  rough  on  thet  little 
gyurL     Oi  will  thet,  sorr." 

There  was  an  intense  earnestness  in  his  sturdy  words  that 
touched  me  deeply.  In  spite  of  his  oddity  here  was  a  man 
to  be  depended  upon  in  emergency,  and  I  stretched  out  my 
hand.  . 

"  We  '11  make  it,  Cassady ;  we  've  got  to,"  I  said  with 
renewed  confidence  in  the  final  outcome.  "  And  now  you 
and  I  will  have  to  take  the  paddles,  and  give  those  Indians 
a  rest" 
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CHAPTER  VII! 

ALONG  THE   WATERWAYS 

""scles  and  drowsy  eyes  we  7JT"'T''  ^''h  *«ry 
'"g  of  little  else  than  7he  s^en,  nL  ^  ^- '°"'''  °"  *"d.  dream- 
"'  -  with  whip  and  s^u  ™Thr;„7  °'  ''"''•  ""»'  "^^e 
•norose  at  the  stern  pace  we  e,  InT"  *^'"'  '""<^"  ""^ 
°"r  turn  at  the  paddles  intolurhonr  ''!'.'"'=  ^^^'^  <«vided 
Cassady  taking  the  younger  sava°     ^^  '^"^  '"''  "'■^'"• 

elder,  each  in  turn  sittinf  atT  "'  ^'!  ^""•P""'"",  Uhe 
alert  In  sp,e  of  mjyl  UXli":  fT'^  "^"^"u.  and 
f  good  comrade,  hght  of  heart  an  V  1  "''  ^"''^"«'" 
loyalty  beyond  question  now  .hat  eT?^  °'  '"'"^'  ^''^  a 
pose  animating  me     No,hI  '"">'  ''eal'^d  the  -lur- 

'han  weeks  ofliMeVne^s  ^vf,  TuT"!'^  "'°''  --" 
-«h  a  «,„„,  cheerfulnessThth  t  idill  °"  "''  '"^  "^'^ 
Each  evening,  as  we  pa„sed  on  Jl  ^  '^°"  ""^  '°  •"•"• 
I'eht  a  fire  and  hastil/ p  epte  ou°  '°"^'"''"'  '^°''  '<> 
■norrow,  the  two  of  us  IZTu  ,  """"aO'  food  for  the 
Plished,  according  to  the  b^s Mud  "  "'  '^'  '*^^"  --"- 
;n  such  imperfect^computa^on^^b'X"'  °'  ""•  ''''"  "°  '■«'" 
"  Sr  ^"'"'■"-''-Cth'^oute""""'  ''"-'^"^e  Of 

•     i   would  answer  confi- 


<;l 


^h 


III 


MICROCOPY   RBOlUTtON   TEST  CHART 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 


n^  1^  t^ 


^  /1PPLIED  IIVMGE     Inc 

^K  1653  Eoit  Main  Street 

B-^  RochvSlSf.  Ntw  York        1*609       USA 

'^Si  (7 16)  taz  -  0300  -  Phone 

^g  (716)   2U-S9B9-Fai 


li 


84 


A  Sword  of  the  Old  Frontier 


dently.  "  We  must  be  covering  double  the  leagues  every 
twenty-four  hours  that  he  possibly  can,  even  if  his  boat 
travels  without  stopping;  while  if  he  really  has  the  two 
women  on  board,  the  party  will  be  compelled  to  tie  up  and 
make  camp.  There  is  no  doubt  in  my  mind  but  we  will 
head  him  off  even  before  they  enter  the  Kankakee." 

But  in  truth  it  was  proving  to  all  of  us  a  most  weary  pull, 
and  a  lonely  one.    However  we  might  smile  into  each  other  s 
faces  we  yet  felt  the  steady  strain  of  it  on  muscle  and  bram. 
Only"  as  we  thus  paused  once  each  day  for  the  preparation 
of  food  did  my  white  companion  and  I  ev.change  words  of 
any  kind,  while  at  the  paddle  the  Indian  directly  m  my 
front  sat  silent  and  sullen,  bending  to  his  work  with  a  grave 
impassiveness  of  demeanor  which  I  knew  merely  cloaked 
growing  rebellion.    In  the  bow,  curled  up  like  a  round  ball, 
rested  his  red  companion  fast  asleep,  while  the  soldier  lay 
extended  at  full  length  behind  me,  breathing  heavily  from 
sheer  exhaustion.    It  was  only  as  I  ventured  to  remove  my 
suspicious  eyes  from  oflF  that  swaithy,  gUstenmg  back  be- 
fore me,  or  those  swift,  swirling  waters  agamst  which  we 
pressed  so  sternly,  that  I  caught  fleeting  glimpses  of  fair, 
ever-changing  scenes,  that  will  linger,  painted  upon  my 
brain,  until  I  die -rare  paintings  of  shade  and  sunshine, 
storm-cloud  and  gloomy  night  skies,  gorgeous  with  nature  s 
brightest  coloring  or  touched  by  her  most  sombre  brush. 
It  was  an  endless  picture,  yet  always  new,  each  m  turn 
seemingly  without  a  rival  in  perfect  beauty  or  solemnity, 
all  surpassing  the  utmost  dreams  of  human  art  — a  swift 
curve  of  the  racing  river,  the  sudden  upheaval  of  a  rugged 
rock  above  the  surface,  or  the  gathering  shadow  of  a  cloud 
bringing  constantly  before  me  fresh  vistas,  marvellous  in 
variety     What  contrasts  there  were  — the  golden  glare  of 
the  noonday  sun  across  leagues  of  dull  brown  prairie,  those 
odd  shades  of  projecting  bluffs  mirrored  within  the  shadowed 
stream  below,  the  great  hoary  trees  bending  downward  until 
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above  it  all  re  ted  hit  bin  "''""^  "P^^'^'  ^^ile 
depths -a  loTeLs  T  «  ^^  'u'""  °'  *"  wilderness 
we're  part  oj  the  ve^  air  '°  '^""'''=  ^  ^^  ^^-^g"  '^ 

niglTnd  Vd?  Sr^r,^"'''*  ""P""^  f"™-"  ^y 
current-  durinr.'hi^u"''*""^  ^«^^'"^'  *e  swirl  of  the 
bank  se;.^:;  fs  g  aS^^^^^^^^  -^'-'y  'he  southern 

to  the  north  shor!hnnr  '  ""'*  *'  "'^''"''"  ^^^^ng 

the  wind      At  first  w.   T^  '"i°','='"°"  ^^^'"^'  *«  <^'^'"  "f 

ing  th^  river's  eXew^  7  '""^'  °'  *^'='''  ''''^dow- 

of  us,  covered  with  nodding  cane,  and  alive'wirbJd 

ye  teZ  t'hr";""'-^^^"  ^^  "^""^"^  "  ''^''  -™  but 
de  a  SaL";  H  ."IT^  P""'"''"  *''"<=  'he  Chevalier 
de  la  Salle  had  erected  h.s  Fort  Crevecoeur  in  the  brave  old 
days  of  the  explorers,  and  wherein  Monsieur  Tontytht 
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faithful  soldier  with  the  iron  hand,  had  struggled  so  nobly 
against  treachery  and  want.  I  stepped  upon  shore  at  this 
spot  as  though  it  were  holy  ground,  and  stood  with  tear- 
dimmed  eyes  gazing  about  me  upon  what  little  remained  as 
evidence  of  that  occupancy,  and  dreaming  of  the  past.  Yet 
there  was  scarcely  anything  to  be  seen  save  some  few  charred 
logs,  and  irregular  mounds  of  earth.  Above  the  fort's  site 
a  few  leagues  our  canoe  suddenly  emerged  into  a  wide  lake, 
formed  by  an  expansion  of  the  waters  of  the  river,  which 
was  bordered  upon  the  south  by  wide  plateaus  of  grass  land, 
while  the  northern  horizon  was  shut  closely  in  by  a  high 
range  of  hills.  Here  the  water  beneath  our  keel  was  so 
clear  the  unaided  eye  might  trace  with  ease  the  yellow  reeds 
waving  at  the  bottom,  and  view  the  fishes  swimming  among 
them.  Later,  after  the  stream  we  followed  had  narrowed 
once  again  between  contracting  banks  into  its  regular  chan- 
nel, we  passed  the  remains  of  several  vast  Indian  villages, 
deserted  and  desolate,  yet  with  many  a  windswept  tepee  still 
standing,  appearing  in  the  dim,  haunted  night  like  shrouded 
forms  solemnly  warning  us  to  venture  no  further.  Twice 
we  paused  our  steady  strokes,  imagining  those  fluttering 
rags  a  signal  from  some  watchful  warrior. 

It  was  leagues  above  —  how  many  I  know  not  at  this  late 
day  of  writing,  for  time  dims  the  memory  —  we  came  sud- 
denly upon  that  grim  guardian  rock  which  rises  directly 
from  the  brink  of  the  river  like  some  vast,  unrelieved  sen- 
tinel of  the  wilderness.  We  swept  toward  it  in  the  early 
gray  of  the  dawning,  with  an  undulating  mist  partially  veil- 
ing the  lower  valley,  and  never  have  I  beheld  a  sight  of 
nature  more  awesome  in  lonely  magnitude,  more  gloomily, 
majestically  grand.  Standing  in  complete  isolation  in  the 
midst  of  rich  fertility,  that  stem  gray  pile  rose  sheer  for 
more  than  two  hundred  feet  above  us,  an  immense  castle  of 
unknown  antiquity,  a  vast  wall  of  barren  rock  ever  frowning 
down  upon  the  narrow  fringe  of  water  lapping  its  base,  and 
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the  others  breakfasted  far  bdow  in  t^"""'""^  "P  "'"'« 
stood  entranced  upon  the  suml-  ?'°°'"y  ''«>'^°^.  =wd 

a  border  picture  asVLaleT/'r^  '"""^  "P°"  »"'^h 
looked  upon -the  rich  ^d^ll?  ""^  '="=^  ''='^^  «ver 
rounded  hills  clad  .n  variegated  ^l"^  "'"'T''  '"^  -"'^ 
very  stream  of  a  river  sweepSaf f"'  ""-'^  "'^'  "«'«=  ="- 
f,  ?"°*  fbon  of  shimmering  wa'err  ""m":!'  "^'""y' 
that  Tonty  had  once  made  a  foX.  '^^''*"^''  bearing 

and  had  unfurled  here  the  p/oud"7'°"  *"  ""^  ^"'"""t 
France.  The  memory  was  Is  a  t  *=°"'3""'t'S  banner  of 
years  had  circled  by  since  thtn  ^T'"^^"-  ^  hundred 
for  this  same  fair  VrritoV  ^^t^e"  l^"V''  "'"^^'^'' 
enem.es,  and  I,  her  soldier  s  ood   I,     ^T  "  '°'^°''  °f 

From  this  point  the  II  biis^^i^'';:  """■  '^'"''''"^  'y<^- 
was  navigated  with  grea"e°  d?ffio  ^    '?""= '"'''"^^^'•- and 
down  so  far  into  the^qu!     wtfr   '!;  ?  ■'"^'^''  "^^P"? 
enced  much  trouble  in  forri!!!         t   *'  '""«  ^^  eW 
night  wc  were  frequemly"  d"l°"  ^"    "^"d,  while  at 
of  the  tortuous  channel  Uotlho''  ''  '   ■''  P^°P-  --se 
the  current  was  genera  J  31^"^"'"^  ^"''-    ^^ 
progress,  although  the  s,m  K      1    '    ^  "^^  ""ade  excellent 
air  behind  the  dS^.e  LTwas^en'/r  '"■°""-  '"'  ^^^ 
our  bow  was  deflected  intoThe  mor         J^^'    ^''"='  ^'  'a^t, 
httle  Kankakee,  where  We  heU  unr.':"^ ''''""^' °^ '"e 
dense  and  forbidding  marshes  ""  P'°^''''  amid 

andS^ont  Itce'S'wfvisiir*"  ^"""-^^'"^  "^  "ight 
a-id  that  vast  sontudZ:1^ll'^/ °l  ^-'-'^n  pUsIcl 
fetch  of  brooding  desoIaUon  V  ^'  ^^^  °"«  long 

deserted  and  Ione,^exc;7for  "  "-^'  ''"'  ^-"^  P'^'"  alikf 
lated  were  we  that  the^^i° ^I^'e  """  '"'^'J-  So  iso- 
our  words  and  making  eaTof  us^  ^'^\"P°"  "^.  stifling 
°f  speech.  Such  was'^the  effel  ofTd''  '''''"''  ^"<^  ""^^ 
enect  of  our  dreary  surroundings, 
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coupled  with  lack  of  rest.  We  saw  here  and  there  along 
the  river  bank  the  remains  of  fires  lately  kindled,  and  at  a 
ford,  near  that  lake  already  mentioned,  the  trampled  mud 
bore  many  evidences  of  moccasined  feet,  but  it  was  not 
until  we  had  voyaged  beyond  the  great  rock  that  any  sav- 
ages questioned  our  progress.  Here,  where  a  narrow  stream 
from  the  north  united  with  our  broader  river,  a  great  war 
canoe  suddenly  shot  forth,  and  effectually  barred  our  ad- 
vance, the  occupants  shaking  guns  in  our  faces,  and  with 
wilH  babel  of  voices  bidding  us  halt.  I  knew  them  as 
Pottawattomies  by  their  head-dresses,  and  made  short  work 
of  the  stoppage,  contenting  myself  with  an  exhibition  of  the 
amulet,  v/ith  an  announcement  of  my  rank  and  mission. 
Yet  they  made  much  pow-wow  over  it.  one  old  warrior  with 
a  slit  nose  speaking  vehemently,  before  he  who  seemed  the 
chief  among  them  waved  sullen  hand  in  permission  for  us 
to  pass  in  safety.  I  felt,  as  I  looked  back  to  where  their 
long  canoe  rested  a  black  blot  on  the  distant  water,  that 
naught  restrained  them  from  making  us  prisoners  but  a 
wholesome  fear  of  awakening  the  displeasure  of  Pontiac. 
God's  mercy!  what  probably  woulu  prove  the  fate  of  that 
boat  following  behind  if  ever  such  a  crew  waylaid  it,  and 
dreamed  the  occupants  to  be  English.  The  thought  shook 
me  as  with  an  ague-chill,  yet  I  merely  set  my  teeth  the 
firmer,  and  tugged  stronger  at  the  stout  paddle.  I  would 
hold  to  my  plan ;  it  was  the  only  way  in  which  duty  and 
honor  stood  united. 


CHAPTER  IX 

MAROONED 

hopeful  of  heart,  for  swiS'indeXn  -'  ^"  '''^P'"^ 

leagues  of  water  behind  Z    W.'  burth'.^''  "^  '°"^ 
scene;  nor,  apparently  had  it  Z,T  ^'  "'^^  *  ''ead 

Huge  trees,  gnarled  ntoshalr^"^'  °'  ""^  ^'«^  ^^  °«t. 
hung  like  immen  e  b  aekthadt''"T  '"^  "°°'''^  "^  "'"'', 
trunks  rising  fron,  ou^  he  turbuTent taT  "'  ''""^^-  '^- 
and  shining  satin-white  in  Z  ,  ^''  ""PP«<1  °'  bark 
there  one  had  becZ  '"  ooL'^  h""f  '""'''"'•  «^^^  ^^ 
some  fierce  storm  oTwinTits  traT  ?  °'  "^^  ^'^^»"'  °'- 
blocking  the  narrow  tortuous  ch.  1  ''''"'^''^'  ^"""P'^tely 
"P  to  our  waists  in  ^^rsU^n^n^'!:^^  P°«age 
laden  with  odd  red  berries  bitter %;  J  '^'''  ^'"^'^y 

edge  of  the  current  fouTnVfhr  1,  '  '^'"'  ''°^'^^^ed  the 
faces  with  wire-Iik;  ealef  tZT'\'"'  "'^'pp'"^  -- 
wood  found  lodgment  at  each  X^^"'  '"'^"f,"^''  '^"ft- 
detour,  and  rendering  travel  f^'P.'"™'  compelling  wide 
while  all  around  us  !trS  ^  1.""^'"  '"°'"  P^^^™"^: 
brackish  to  the  taste  TnT  f  .  "^"''^  °^  <lead  water, 

sickly  greenish  00  ''ts'unZT""  u'""'""'  -"  ^'^^ 
hummocks  of  sog^  eaS  Z  "^.-''"^  °"'^  ''^  "'tie 
■"atted  rushes,  brofn  beneath  fh.''  u  """'^  ^^'^^'^  'be 
undulating  cane,  mysterLu  and  '"  f  '  '  ^'^^  °'^^^"  °^ 
-ddening  latyrU^lirerinTbeSl-e  n  'T''  ^ 
the  mos,mtoes  rising  i„  dense  ^cloul^l^-^r^^t^-- 
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and  with  stings  of  rank  poison;  while  at  night  the  envel- 
oping mist-cloud  closed  us  in  as  with  great  curtains,  the 
distant  stars  gleaming  red  and  angry  through  its  vapor, 
the  whole  death-haunted  swamp  exhaling  the  noxious  odors 
of  stagnant  water  and  decaying  vegetation,  while  we  panted 
vainly  for  a  breath  of  God's  pure  air.  Saint  Denis  I  the 
very  memory  of  it  at  this  late  day  sickens  mel  And  it  was 
there  that  misfortune  gripped  us,  hapless  prisoners  ;o  a  fate 
more  pitiless  even  than  red  savages. 
First,  it  was  the  rain! 

God's  mercy!  how  it  fell!    In  driving  sheets,  away  from 
which  we  must  twist  our  benumbed  faces;    in  spurts  of 
spray,  as  ceaseless  as  that  which  leaps  from  out  the  Niagara 
gorge ;  in  sudden  swift  downpour,  as  if  the  entire  heavens 
above  had  yawned  asunder  to  let  it  drop;   and  in  long, 
steady  drizzle,  maddening  from  its  dreary  continuance.    We 
were  soaked  to  the  skin,  dragging  about  heavily  in  wet, 
clinging  clothing,  our  fooigear  scarcely  better  than  brown 
paper.     The  trees  overhead  dripped  moisture  in  showers; 
the  bushes  slapped  us  with  their  wet,  saturated  leaves;  the 
current  of  the  stream  we  stmggled  blindly  to  follow  in  its 
bewildering  mazes,  became  swollen  and  angry,  tossing  our 
light  canoe  viciously  in  its  fierce  grip,  and  hurling  down 
against  us  masses  of  murderous  debris  from  above.    Those 
little  ridges  of  land,  which  before  had  somewhat  guided  our 
progress,  sank  beneath  the  surface,  the  water  swirling  across 
them  in  ever-increasing  volume,  until  we  floated  at  last,  wet. 
miserable,  and  desperate,  in  the  midst  of  an  ocean,  having 
above  its  black  waste  merely  tue  bent  tops  of  the  taller  reeds 
and  the  gaunt  trees;  while  over  these  hung  clouds  of  lead, 
apparently  so  close  we  might  sweep  them  with  our  uplifted 
paddles,  and  weeping  always,  until  water  mint  led  in  all  that 
space  between  earth  and  sky.     Faith,  hut  we  could  taste 
water,  as  though  it  had  soaked  through  and  through  our 
saturated  bodies,  as  if  we  had  breathed  it  in  instead  of  air. 
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picture  as  fJasLrp,rdZnr  T  '"''  ^'^^  '"^^ 
«^oe  of  bark,  soaked  "hrouT  I  ['"'"  ~ ''"'=  "='"°'^ 
ing  puddle  in  the  Com  ofTl. ■'''""«''■  "  ''"^h- 
with  every  swirl  of  Vhe  L°  '''  „^'"'='""f  "^  '»  'he  knees 
and  extra  clothing,  a,I  awlsh  h.  1°°^'"^  '"™^"''  f°<>d, 
guns  soaked  and  us  ess    the  d  *'''  '°*  ^^'"'■-   °"' 

great  drops  along  the  brolj  b.r  T""^!'  condensing  into 
the  Indians  glea.^ed  w/th Tet  I  J^'  "''•^''  '»'"«  °f 
streams  down  the  long  Sack  hJirwTrr"""^  '"  P"f'^ 
wisps  over  their  shoSrs  w  ,e"cl'<,^^ '"  .f- ^^''"^ 
bended  into  an  indescribable  color  7h,n  """^°™  '"'<* 
his  cocked  hat  crushed  into  th!  m»l  .  ?  ''"  ^""^  '"''den, 
forbear  laughing  as  I  I^j™ ''"'JS'.-    ^  <^°"W  scarcely 

filled  with  unconUaLroSer;\^ri;e;  ^'h"  ^^"'  '"" 
pretence  a',  mirth  from  a  fac^  ..l'  '^    ^^  ^°"''  '"  '"<^''  °dd 

sack,  streaked  with  raTn  drops  atdTT"^"  '°'  *^  "°°'- 

moisture  that  never  lef"  ft    '^'evonH  H    l""^"^'™  ^''"'  '^e 

ance  was  little  better  for  with  .  °"'"  ""^  °*"  ^ear- 

clung  to  me,  and     was  obWdT/^'""?'"'"'  "■'  ^^'  ^'°A 

clear  of  the  blinding  spray^         "''"""^  '°  ^"^^P  -"^  ^^es 

boat  jarred  to  a  sudden^vLtn  """'^'''  '"''^  *''^  ^"^^^ 
i"g  me.  I  saw  the  Ind[^'"Lr~''  ^'  °"=<=  awakfn- 
his  shoulder  the  heavy  Jwe'^fhr  '"'  •'''''"^^''  ='"°'« 
Irishman's  head,  butlhe  latter  nrl  °"'.  ^""'"^^  f""  at  the 
a  duck  downward,  as  to  scane'1 1  h V"  '°  ''"*'^-  ^'"> 
The  next  instant  he  had  s  ru^k  Z  "  ™'"  ^^P  °^  '■'• 
fist,  and  the  two  clutchW  1^,  '^"^^^  ^'"^  his  bare 

together,  splash^^'^  "h^  Zl"' ^"^  °''";,  T"'  ^''- 

He..ess,y  in  the^mad^^  ^  rcurfe ^  rgle^giSf 
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into  his  dark  {ace  revealed  his  bewildennent,  telling  me  thii 
was  no  planned  mutiny  on  the  part  of  both  savages.  I  seized 
a  discarded  paddle,  .rying  to  him  for  assistance,  and  in 
another  ni.>i;ient  we  had  our  bow  pointing  once  again  up 
stream.  Then  I  kicked  vigorously  at  those  struggling  fig- 
ures between  us. 

"  Sacrel  fight  it  out  on  land,  you  fellows!  "  I  commanded 
sternly,  "  and  not  endanger  ali  of  our  lives  because  of  your 
hot  heads.  Saint  Denis!  one  might  suppose  this  downpour 
would  prove  a  sufficient  dampener  even  for  your  fighting 
blood.  Let  go,  you  Iris*"  terrier ;  leave  loose  of  that  Indian, 
or  you  '11  drown  him." 

I  grasped  the  pugnacious  soldier  by  the  soaked  collar  of 
his  coat,  and  dragged  him  away,  shaking  him  as  '  would 
a  fighting  dog,  marking  as  I  did  so  the  snap  of  battle  in 
his  blue  eyes,  and  how  the  short  red  hairs  of  his  moustache 
bristled. 

"  Now,  sirrah,"  I  exclaimed,  as  the  Indian  lifted  himself 
painfully,  and  lay  with  head  on  the  seat,  feeling  his  throat 
with  one  hand,  "  kindly  explain,  will  you,  what  all  this 
means.  Is  n't  there  trouble  enough  already  in  our  situation 
without  stirring  up  a  quarrel  in  the  boat?" 

The  Irishman  curled  his  '.ips  into  an  ugly  scowl,  and 
squirmed  about,  seeking  to  gain  better  view  of  his  late 
antagonist. 

"  It 's  little  Oi  ever  thought  ye  'd  be  one  to  take  part  agin 
a  dacent  white  men,  an'  side  wid  a  rid  haythen,"  he  mut- 
tered, as  thougl.  completely  dazed  by  the  thought.  "  Saints 
aloive,  sorr,  an'  did  ye  say  the  nager  stroike  at  me  wid  the 
flat  uv  his  paddle?" 

"  Most  assuredly  I  did,  but  that  is  hardly  sufficient  excuse 
for  murdering  him;  besides,  we  yet  need  his  help  in  the 
canoe.    What  started  all  this  trouble.  Corporal?" 

"  An'  bedad  uv  Oi  darly  know,  sorr,"  he  acknowledged 
with  frankness,  tenderly  nursing  the  fast-growing  bump  on 
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lii«  head.    "  I  thint-  fi—      ■ ,  '•' 

"V  the  ou,d  Nicui  ?  "t'tf;r n'''^  "^  '  '-" 

"«'"r  at  least.    Sh,  rHn^l::  Z°""'^  ""*  °"'  "^  '"^ 

He  pointed  to  a  -shapele,,  Irm     /"  '°"''  '°^''" 
mncmbered  placing  it'^^  ZT\'    '"  ""''  '°''''^"'    I 
.•'"ees  while  I  knelf  in  Sin.   ,    .  '    '°"°'"  '"  ^-'  "ly 
Certa>nly.„y„,„.  ^,,^^^^^^"^« 

-r^s^;."i,:'::!r:^-.^-^-.H."^htHep.,et. 

1"8  paddle  a-goin-  all  the  toLlh  ''^  "'  "'^  J°l>.  kapin' 

the  upp.r  end,  therfer  a  tr    '■■' -      '"'  ""'"'^"  i'" 

'"'  slapped  the  rid  arru^^^  hi™   /  "'^"  ^  ""'f'«  °n. 
wheeled  loike  a  buckin' hr..  ^"  '"^  "'""'in',  he 

«-e  knob  wid  the  sti  k     The;  7:^  t  T'""^''  "^  °-  -- 
«orr."  "''''*""  w*""  started  the  foight 

r^;^2Ssrt  .ttr- '''--"-'^  ^ce 

of  the  Chrisl^i^ed'oneS'e^t"™^';'!  *"''^'  "'""^  ■"stead 
"as  ,t  you  were  seeking  Tn  the  DockL,""''"""'    "  ^^at 

He  shifted  his  steadv^l  J/  '^    ^  '  °'  ""^  Jacket?" 
to  my  own.  '""^  ^"^  ^'°"'  'he  face  of  the  Irishman 

w.th  red  hair  too  dam  c  l?  Casl  Te  /     ?"'    ^'"'^  "'='" 
to  fod  dty  spot  to  kneelon  "  '"  °"'^  '"™  '°^'  °ver 

-^  •  VmuctT;  irarcted'h^r  ^^"^''^  ''-"^.  eye- 

!;'^--  squarely  se^h  fwhi  eltfh '?  =5"  ^"'''^°"^''' 
Ye  wus  et  it  fer  full  f;„    "•     .  showing  savagely. 
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powers,  Oi  think  ye  're  no  less  then  a  durty  thafe,  »n'  01 V 
loike  to  pull  the  long,  black  hair  uv  ye." 

1  looked  from  one  to  the  other  of  them,  scarcely  clear  in 
my  own  mind  ai  to  which  might  be  in  the  right.  I  could 
conceive  of  no  possible  object  the  Indian  could  have  for 
searching  my  clothes,  unless  it  would  be  for  money,  of 
which  I  had  precious  little,  or  possibly  a  stray  bit  of  to- 
bacco. Anyway  he  had  secured  nothing  by  his  efforts,  and 
in  our  present  situation  it  was  desirable  to  avoid  even  the 
slightest  quarrel. 

"  Very  well,"  I  said,  determined  to  close  the  incident  then 
and  there.  "  Let  us  call  it  simply  a  misunderstanding  on 
both  sides.  You  "ve  had  your  fight  out,  and  now  had  better 
become  friends  once  more,  at  least  until  we  come  safely  out 
from  this  mess.  Come,  Corporal,  never  mind  a  little  swelling 
on  the  head  like  that  — surely  it  can  be  nothing  new  for  an 
Irishman  — shake  hands  with  Cash-le-ta,  and  let  bygones 
be  bygones." 

He  slowly  got  up  upon  his  knees,  steadying  himself  to 
the  uncertain  movements  of  the  canoe,  his  red  face  streaming 

with  moisture.  u  t   >> 

"Oi'll  shake  bonds  wid  no  durty  rid  haythen  thafe, 
he  proclaimed  hoarsely.  "  Bedad,  now  thet  Oi  think  uv  it, 
•t  is  n't  the  f  urst  toime  thet  Oi  've  sane  thet  same  red  divil 
a-prowlin'  round  whin  he  thought  the  back  uv  us  wus 
turned.  Oi  don't  know  jist  whut  his  little  game  is,  sorr, 
but  Oi  '11  ate  me  hat  uv  he  ain't  up  to  some  mane  trick, 
yer  honor." 

There  was  no  reasoning  with  the  fellow  in  his  present 
humor,  and  I  turned  my  eyes  out  into  that  dim,  watery 
mi,t  surrounding  us,  wiping  the  rain-drops  from  off  my 
lashes  that  I  might  see  more  clearly. 

"By  the  mercies  of  God!"  I  exclaimed  eagerly,  "yon- 
der is  a  rock  lifting  clear  above  the  flood,  and  to  my  eyes 
there  is  a  look  of  solid  earth  behind  it." 


Marooi.ed 
We  maJe  toward  thi.  " 

•quail,  e^f.r.oc,capc'L7„';  :""  """'"'f  "'•"",  .11 
canoe  onto  any  g.ouml.  ho"  ev,  Zln'"",  '°"'^"  °'  "" 
"o  more  than  an  extremely  .mail  ,  I  "  P'"^""  '<>  be 
«"«»>  «hree  or  fo„r  lar^Ttree  7'  '""''•  "^^■''''^".  yet 
««nding  well  out  .bove  thT„''  7'^  ^T  "'  ">'  "«h 
•''aM  by  day,  of  downpour 'th;:  '"'  *""  thoroughly 
"P  from  the  very  ground  IliH  ?""  "P"^""' '»  "eani 

^^^»-  However  if  aSded  17'  ''°'".°'"  ""  """P'"^ 
'■-"b.  once  more,  over-  .7 oJ^lT?"''^  '°  »«retch  ouf 
•leep  in  greater  comfort  th^  „  2^'''  '''°^'"°"''  «ven  to 
boat.  "  ""^  '"  the  unsteady,  water-logged 

We  securely  fastened  the  latter  m  ,  i, 
be5.de  the  water's  edge  and  hrn..  k.  ^"^'  '"""P  »'«"<«"? 
•".ore.  spreading  the^ Vriou,  S'  T'  °'  '"  '°"'-'» 
protection  of  an  overhanging  r^k  „  ^"'"'^  ""=  P''"'" 
"omewhat  drying  them  f.  fu  ■'  ''"^*  hope  of  thus 
'%ht  drizzle^  I  wa:cld  the^trirat^^'r'''''  '"'^  » 
Indian  comrade  carefully  whiL  !!  '"''""''"  ' "^  his 

task,  fearful  lest  a  feud  had  h  "  '"^"^"^  ""'  ""^ 
breed  serious  trouble  to  o!r  J  tie  o"?  f"^'  "'"=''  -"'d 
■"  their  action,  to  greatly  aS Z'tu'  "^''"^"^  ""'hing 
"■ough  together,  although  the™  wa,  JV^°  '^°*'^  *«" 
meanor  of  the  savage  I  could  t  ,  '""">««  in  the  de- 
Cassady's  blue  eyes  watched  l^vTr'  '"■'  '°  "°"-'  '^hile 
observed  he  never  once  ventured  to'^T".''^"'^-  """  ^ 
late  antagonist.  ventured  to  turn  his  back  upon  his 

fire.  L  Z  silrrd  dr^twiS  ll  ""r  provisions  without  a 
water-soaked,  and  then  la^down  for  tl!' "" '""^""^"ly 
against  the  face  of  the  larger  r^i,  ""  "'^ht.  close  i„ 

a»  to  be  totally  indiffer  X^dL'tH  """"'^'"^  '^'^-''^d 
'>^  the  weeping  skies  above  CasslTv  ,  ""'  '""''  "^"^'h, 
on  guard  (although  I  saw  little  .ni^  volunteered  to  remain 
'  ~").  and  agreed  T:j"T.:^^J;''^^ 
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expiration  of  two  hours.  The  last  I  remember,  the  gray 
twilight  was  closing  rapidly  down  across  the  ydlow  waters, 
the  Indians  were  rolled  up  in  two  dark  bails  near  where 
the  boat  had  been  securely  moored,  while  the  Irishman  sat 
leaning  back  against  a  tree,  half-way  between  us,  h.s  ace 
turned  down  the  river,  a  black  pipe  alight  between  h.s  l.ps_ 
The  next  instant  I  was  plunged  into  a  slumber  so  profound 
as  to  be  akin  to  death.  , 

I  had  a  dream;   what  it  may  have  been  m  its  entirety 
I  hardly  know,  but  out  from  its  strangeness  and  my»tery 
a  great  snake  appeared  to  glide  along  my  body,  and  writhe 
its  slimy  folds  about  my  throat.     I  flung  my  hands  up. 
seeking  to  grasp  and  throttle  it,  partially  awakening  to  dis- 
cover my  faigers  gripping  desperately  at  the  bare  root  c^ 
a  tree,  made  slippery  by  the  rain.    I  had  dozed  off  once  again 
almost  into  unconsciousness,  when  I  distinctly  heard  a  blow, 
a  sharp  cry  of  pain,  then  an  oath,  and  the  hurried  sound  of 
feet  running  across  the  sodden  ground.     I  sprang  ered: 
thoroughly  awakened,  yet  still  dazed  and  uncertam.    The 
night  was  intensely  dark,  although  the  clouds  overhead 
Z  broken,  and  a' star  or  two  struggled  dimly  through 
their  rifts.    For  an  instant  I  could  discern  nothing,  but  noises 
reached  me  from  near  where  the  canoe  had  been  fastened 
and  I  started  in  that  direction,  moving  as  rapidly  as  I  dared 
Across  the  uncertain  ground.     Then  a  dark  fig^^-  crossed 
Just  in  front  of  me,  leaping  noiselessly  through  the  black 
hadows,  and  disappeared  over  the  rocks  borde^ng  the  hore. 
I  sprang  forward,  shouting  a  stern  command  to  stop,  clutch 
ing  at  the  misty  form  as  it  swept  past,  but  my  fingers 
missed,  and  I  fell  heavily  forward  across  a  root  m  "ly  path^ 
As  I  staggered  once  more  to  my  knees  the  sound  of  paddUng 
reached  me  from  the  river  below.  ,„„nirte 

"Haiti"  I  shouted  desperately,  my  mmd  in  complete 
chaos  as  to  what  had  really  occurred._^  "  You  out  there  m  the 
boat;  come  back  ashore,  or  I  fire  1 


Marooned 

no  S^r^T  '''  ^'  --'—red-head  chote  Indian  boy 

of  Sddrg~e The  «nr  ^''  ^°"'^  '^'^'^  '"e  soft  dip 
rock  edge''  Srevrths"'"™"°'''''^^'^^'''°"^'he 
awayinlhedarknesrrot^tr^.'-  ""'''^'"  sound  died 
ing  silence  save  Slash,n7of  '  '."^  *"'  ^""^  ""round- 
ed the  swishingTbSr  TJZ'  Tr' '''  ''^''' 
gone,  and  whether  he  would  h,  f  ?  ,•  •  ^  '^"°^  "'a* 
Irishman  and  I  remaLd  In  ^j"^  ''""^  "^  '^«='d,  the 
remamed  alone  and  deserted  on  that  island. 
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CHAPTER  X 


WK  BEGIN  A  STRUGGLE  WITH  DEATH 


FOR  one  awful  moment  of  depression  I  sank  back  against 
that  black,  wet  rock,  my  head  buried  in  my  hands, 
utterly  disheartened.  Was  this  fiasco  to  prove  the  end  of 
all  our  weary  struggles  to  be  of  service  to  those  behind 
who  were  unaware  of  our  failure?  I  no  longer  had  doubt 
regarding  what  had  occurred,  and  the  blood  seemed  to 
stagnate  within  my  veins  as  I  realized  fully  our  position. 
It  was  the  vengeance  of  fiends — ■&  trick  the  very  concep- 
tion of  which  could  only  originate  within  the  scheming 
brain  of  a  vindictive  savage.  Its  base  cruelty,  its  supreme 
heartlessness,  turned  that  first  benumbing  shock  of  speech- 
less terror  into  a  frenzy,  and  I  sprang  to  my  feet,  shouting 
impotent  curses  into  the  surrounding  darkness,  challenging 
those  skulking  red  cravens  to  come  back  and  face  me. 
But  my  voice  died  away  into  the  black  silence  —  a  silence 
so  profound  and  solemn  it  seemed  a  rebuke  to  my  sense- 
less rage. 

It  was  then  the  first  definite  thought  of  the  Irishman 
occurred  to  me.  Wounded  or  dead  he  must  be  found  at 
once;  aided,  if  any  aid  be  yet  possible.  This  necessity  for 
immediate  action  served  to  steady  my  nerves,  yet  I  moved 
back  through  the  darkness  not  unlike  a  drunken  man, 
stumbling  blindly  across  the  rocks,  my  heart  throbbing  as 
might  that  of  a  frightened  girl.  I  found  him  lying  at  the 
foot  of  the  very  tree  where  I  had  last  seen  him,  extended 
flat  upon  his  face,  his  hands  outstretched  in  the  mud.  That 
he  was  already  stone  dead  I  felt  not  the  slightest  doubt; 


We  Begin  a  Struggle  with  Death         „, 
f's  very  posture  was  that  of  , 

^y  over,  and  bent  down  restin?''"    ""''  '  ™"'=''  ^s  li^p 
sh.rt  in  hopeless  search  %  L'  5  ^ ''J '^'"''' ^"'^  ^°dden 
an  instant  I  failed  to  catch  so       ^.°""""=  ''«='«-beat.     For 
'hen  it  came,  faint  yet  Snlv  ne?lM   '"'  '"^'''"'  '^rob 
"ess  I  rent  open  th'^^  h^vy  cloft  !'     'v    '^"<'  """  ^^ 
■n  the  darlcness  for  the  natu  e  o'f  hT     "^^'*  "^  '^"^-^ 
found -a  knife-thrust,  and  an  Ll     "'°""''-    ^'  '^^^  »°°n 
ently  it  had  not  deeply  penetrated^.''  °"''  '""'°"^''  ^PP^- 
t°re   a   strip   from   nfyTuWet  I,"!'  "!"'  P"""     ^  hastily 
jagged  opening  and  sL'h  Se  ,t"l  s,  "1"'   '°  "'""   ">' 
becoming    completely    mysel     ,f         "''^  ""^'"^  ^lood, 
breathlessly.  ^    "^'^"    ^am    as    I    thus    labored 

It  was  dawn  before  he  came  fnr*i,  , 
opening  his  heavy  eyes  ^TJ  °"'  """"^eiousness, 

about  him  da.ed  and  bew£ed  "VT  ."'n"""'  ^^  ^-"^ 
«  ghastly  radiance  acros  oct  and  "  ^'^  "^f-*  ^'^'^^ 
h>s  head  somewhat  higher  on  the  """''  ""^  ^^  ^  '"ted 
face  was  not  unlike  thf^of  a  d^n  '"""^V  ""^  '""■  ^s 
't  pve  me  a  thrill  of  despair  """•    ^''^  ^^-^^  '°ok  of 

L>o  you  suiTer  ereatlv   r' 
enough  to  Win  somf  crs^oHS^^oL  r '-r '  -^- 

Me  soide  sames  to  hurt  me  ?  v  ^  ■"'  "''"'e  lips, 
answered,  speaking  slo^ly^  y«  :j!"  0>  brathe,  sorr'  he 
which  greatly  encouraged  me  ^n-  ^  f '"^''  °^  voice 
nd  haythen  hit  me  wif  the  knoife  '  T''"'  "'^'  ^"^^n' 
bump  here  on  the  knob  thet  Zl,'  "°  ''°"'"'  ''«  '''^  "^e 
Oi  must  heV  kin,  down  on  I  bh,     ""^F"^^'    ^hure  an' 

.H^  '■■fted  his  hand  and  e^'  T/""' ^'''"  O'' fell." 
st.%  cropped  hair.  ^  ""^^^""y  ^bbed   it  over  the 

..  "^.''^  ''om  skin  doesn't  seem  f     u     . 
ere  's  a  lumo  .^„re  as  sorl  asTb^n '^H^f "'  T^'  ""' 


and 
durty 


one 


T  aiviis!"  he  cried,  lifting  h        ,7,   °  '"^  """^'ane, 
^'^--d  staring  ^roll^^^-^^^Hc^l.  upon 
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fingers  on  thim,  sorr;  Oi  '11  pay  thim  out  fer  the  loikes  uv 
this  durty  job,  Oi  will  thet.    Where  be  they  now?" 

"  Gone  back  down  the  river,"  I  answered,  memory  of  our 
dismal  situation  recurring  to  me  with  fresh  distinctness. 
"  They  were  already  afloat  in  the  canoe  before  I  could  reach 
the  shore." 

"  Do  ye  mane  thet  them  haythen  did  stale  our  boat,  sorr?  " 

"  Ay,  and  I  presume  everything  we  had  stored  within  it. 
The  first  sound  reaching  me  was  your  cry  when  struck." 

He  sat  up,  carefully  working  himself  into  that  position, 
a  dash  of  color  creeping  slowly  back  into  his  pallid  face. 

"  Mother  uv  God  I  "  he  exclaimed,  his  eyes  full  of  horror. 
"  Do  ye  raly  mane  ler  tell  me,  sorr,  thet  them  rid  divils  hev' 
left  us  two  here  alone,  aither  to  dhrown  or  starve?  Whut 
■will  becum  uv  them  poor  gyurls  ?  " 

"  Heaven  alone  knows,  if  they  are  with  the  half-breed," 
I  replied  soberly,  not  a  little  moved  by  his  loyalty  of  heart 
at  such  a  time.  "  But  if  your  strength  comes  back,  Cassady, 
we  '11  make  a  fight  for  it  yet.  Sacrel  we  are  neither  of  us 
dead,  and  I  have  been  in  as  ill  stress  before.  How  did  this 
thing  happen?" 

"  Bedad,  uv  Oi  quite  know,  sorr.  Shure  Oi  wus  thet  bad 
wore  out  wid  the  dom  rain  a-drippin'  constant  on  me,  and 
the  everlastin'  paddlin',  thet  Oi  could  n't  kape  me  eyes  open, 
thry  as  hard  as  Oi  could,  an'  so  Oi  dhrapped  of!  asleep  wid 
me  back  fominst  the  tree  yonder.  Somehow  Oi  moi  d 
hearin'  a  bit  uv  a  noise  in  me  drames  over  beyant  where  ye 
wus  lyin',  but  Oi  thought  it  cud  be  no  more  nor  ye  thrashin' 
about  in  the  wet,  an'  Oi  wus  thet  drowsy  Oi  cared  moighty 
little  annyhow,  whut  it  moight  be,  so  Oi  cud  kape  slapin'. 
Thin  Oi  samed  to  see  a  slim  black  figure  a-stalin'  along  loike 
a  snake,  about  where  thet  big  rock  is,  but  blame  me,  sorr, 
uv  Oi  clarely  knew  whither  Oi  wus  a-dramin'  it  all,  er  whut, 
an'  Oi  wus  thet  near  gone  in  me  head  wid  slapin'  thet  it 
did  me  no  gud.    The  rale  thing  thet  woke  me  up  wus  a 


W«  Begin  .  Smiggie  „i^  ^^d.       ,oi 

knowin-  whither  them  wn.  mTn  ^f  '°'''*  ""'  '^"^^ 
But  before  Oi  wulfawt    '"  "'"  '^"'"  '°^  "^  »°wl. 

the  knoife,  an'  OiJTL^'  """°"^  P'""ked  me  wid 

found  me.'  An- ?hetT  ve^Tit  aTn  ""'  ^'"  ^"^^^  ^^ 
O.  am  now  it  wus  thet  rid  L.r  1  ^  "''  '°"'  •>"'  ^^ure 
wurds."  "  "^  '^^''  Cash-le-ta  whut  spake  them 

"That  he  had  got  it?" 

cuI^^^-^-e  _..„.,    , 

it.  The  early  gray  oTd^wn  h J  I  '"'^'"^  ""'  ''«'«=  "^ 
into  a  garish  hj^^tf  and  trcoulH  ""^"^  ^'""'=  ^^  '-"'^d 
glare  of  the  slowly  risTngsunTnth"?  '''''"''  *■=  ^''''^'^h 
bank  held  above  us    iTe  a  nal   o  I  '"'''  ''"'  '^'  ^'""d- 

choly  picture  whichever  ^''wJokTdth''  T  '^  '"^'^"- 
waters,  the  brown  reed,  Z    ■   '°°''^<'  — the  yellow,  muddy 

breeze,  the  weH^ t'e^  "?  mysteriously  to  the  slight 
-dden  ground  Sr  f^^t  T^T  ""=  '^^"^"^^  ^' 
yet  for  the  moment  the  Hr.  '"^'  "°  '""^  anywhere, 

"  Well  ••  I  sawTf  1    f        '""^  ™"  ^^'^  «ased. 

Of  depres^ion^S^stttrstf  LT'  "''  '"^  ^^^^^  '-""^ 
small  odds  to  us  now  what  he  fin  ^"  ""■  ^'  '"''^'' 
enough  you  misundeTstId  ht  ''""'""''  """^  '' "  '"'^ 
best  of  it,  and  pull  o.  rX  '  „,.  T  I"  ^°'  '°  "'^'^^  '^<^ 
possibly  can.  Lean  back  T  VT  *''  '"^""''"'^  ^^  vve 
nian,whilertakerin;t  ^""''  *"  '^e-trunk  here  mv 
■eft  'to  work  It  .    'it  ™'  -^  ''-over  what  we  'have 

you  as  early  a.  possibl      m^eaTwhT':?  °'  '""°'"="°"  *- 
anything  that  might  start  v^,"  !, '  ^'^^  """^  '^on't  do 
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The  inspection  did  not  occupy  me  long  —  I  discovered  a 
rifle,  one  I  liad  fortunately  slept  upon  and  thus  preserved ;  a 
powder-horn  half  filled,  but  the  powder  too  damp  for  imme- 
diate service;  a  single  light  blanket,  together  with  a  half- 
bag  of  sodden  cornmeal.  Everything  else  belonging  to  us 
had  disappeared  with  the  canoe.  The  sight  of  these  few 
almost  worthless  articles  so  enraged  mc  for  the  moment  that 
I  stamped  along  the  shore  line  like  a  man  crazed,  cursing 
aloud  those  incarnate  fiends  wh  'lad  thus  cruelly  deserted 
us  to  a  lingering  death.  The  exercise  undoubtedly  did  me 
good,  driving  from  my  body  the  damp  chill  of  tlie  night, 
and  I  returned  to  where  the  Corporal  lay,  with  clearer  brain 
and  a  bit  ashamed  of  my  childish  outbreak.  He  looked  up 
at  me,  a  sudden  gleam  of  old-time  merriment  showing  in 
his  blue  syes. 

"  Faith,  sorr,  an'  ye  sed  all  thet  enyone  wud  nade  to  hav' 
sed  on  the  subject,  an'  sed  it  most  nately  to  me  thinkin'."  He 
grinned,  good  humoredly.  "  Thim  wurds  wus  a  moighty 
big  ralafe  to  me,  for  Oi  'm  scarcely  sthrong  enough  jist  yit 
for  sich  violent  exercise.  But,  sorr,  Oi  wud  be  enjyin'  thim 
much  more  uv  ye  wud  repate  them  in  English,  for  sumhow 
I  don't  git  the  full  gud  uv  thim  in  Frinch." 

I  laughed,  feeling  the  contagion  of  his  good-nature,  and 
taking  fresh  courage  from  it. 

"  It  is  a  /eak  mind,  Cassady,  which  gives  way  to  such 
language  at  any  time,"  I  admitted  soberly.  "  But  if  ever 
men  were  tempted,  we  are.  Saint  Denis!  the  very  scene 
about  is  alone  sufficient  to  transform  us  both  into  gibbering 
idiots.  Saw  you  ever  before  such  dull,  dead  tints,  such 
melancholy  coloring?  All  nature  seems  in  sombre  mourn- 
ing, while  yonder  water  is  as  haunted  with  gloomy  shadows 
as  the  Styx." 

"  The  Styx !  "  he  interrupted.  "  Faith,  an'  thet  must  be 
the  same  black  strame  thet  Father  Doyle  wus  ver  so  fond 
uv  tellin'  about,  where  the  ould  chap  wid  the  long  gray  beard 


to  do  the  beet  possible  for  hj  ren!f""?1'''''^  ^^'  '°  "-k 
g^'eams  of  sunshine  which  broke  n      ^"^"'^  ''^  "'"''^  ""'« 
^o"d-nfts  I  succeeded  in  dryl/r"""'"^  *^°"^''  '"e 
"e  m  .gniting  some  dead  leave,       ^T"'  ^^"^^^  '°  ^"ist 
ful  nursing,  secured  a  cheered  ro        ''"/"^'  ^^  "">^'  «re- 
°f  *e  great  rock.     The  „  If?^""^  ^''  "^^'"^'  the  face 
heartened  us  both,  and  wh^e"  I  hL'T"  °'  "'^  "^-^ 
""o  a  fairly  palatable  cale    bale,  h      ""^  ""^  ^^-^e^' 
embers,  we  sat  .nd  toasted  o„r         ,   °'^"  '"  *e  glowine 
-  Clouds  from  our  dre  cJed    lo"h     ""V"'  ''^'^  "-"^ 
our  crcumstances  with  renetedtn^  ,"'*''  ^^  ^'^"^""^d 
We  were  seven  da,,.      •  "°Pefulness. 

fore  CassadyTa^  fn%~l  T"  *"  '''-^'  ^P°t  Oe- 
"°'  dwell  upon  that  heartsick  V     '"'r'  '"^^'-    I  will 
--rable  days  they  we  e,  Se  ho!'      ."*  '°"^'  '-^'y 
'he  rocks,  alternating  between '  ^^'"  ''""^  I  Paced 

ever  drifting  back  toward  Lh  '  '^''^'"'  "^  '"ought 
P°-b"ity  of  serious  evTbefamwT°'""^'  '"''  *^  'erribl 
"/ained;  for  four  davth"^ ''"•  ^^ree  of  those  days 
--t-cloud  and  shower  d  its  welc"  ''"""^  ^""""-^^  he 
could  mark  no  recession  of  t  J  ^°'''  "P°"  us,  but  I 

'-'^  I  caught  three  fishe  in  hit'';"  ""  '''"'  "^  '"  cap! 
-some  species  of  duck  itLn  k  I"""'  ""'^  ^hot  one  bird 
■"e  in  its  plumage  -and  ""^°"''^'^dly  was,  but  strange  o 
sparingly  used,  kept  usTn  f  '''  ^'*  '^'  cor^meal  most 
di-ussed  plan;  for  escape  rfT'-  ^^^  ^^er  day  we 
Pr-^uring  of  a  tree-truT,nd  .'.  'f"""  ^^vocatedM 
-'h  its  assistance;  wbil''  I  1  f "  h"' '"^  '°^"  ^^-™ 
'      '""^  ''°«'  utterly  hopeless 
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we  should  be  under  such  circumstances,  was  favorable  to 
plunging  boldly  into  the  swamp,  and  making  our  passage 
northward  along  whatsoever  ridges  of  higher  land  we  might 
discover.  Somewhere  down  the  great  river  I  had  caught  a 
glimpse  of  La  Hontan's  map  of  these  wild  regions,  and  the 
memory  held  me  firmly  that  there  would  be  dry  land  in  that 
direction,  and  not  far  away.  As  the  Corporal  became 
stronger  his  courage  to  attempt  so  perilous  an  adventure 
gradually  returned,  and  finally  the  two  of  us  agreed  upon 
this  route,  influenced  largely  by  the  thought  of  those  girls  in 
the  boat  of  the  half-breed.  Desperate  as  it  might  prove,  it 
yet  promised  far  quicker  results,  with  greater  liberty  of 
action. 

We  started  upon  our  journey  at  daybreak  t!ie  eighth  morn- 
ing. I  bore  the  rifle  slung  across  my  back,  and  the  blanket ; 
CasEady  had  what  remained  of  ou"  hoarded  commeal.  Both 
carried  long  poles  with  which  to  steady  our  uncertain  steps 
in  the  deeper  water.  I  remember  clearly  the  dull,  sombre 
hues  of  that  gray  dawning,  and  of  how  we  appeared  in  the 
dim  spectral  light,  our  faces  having  plainly  imprinted  upon 
them  the  marks  of  exposure  and  suffering,  our  clothing 
tattered  and  mud-stained,  my  head  bare,  his  bound  about 
with  a  ragged  handkerchief.  Instinctively,  as  if  in  possible 
good-bye,  we  gravely  clasped  hands,  and  then  leading,  for 
I  was  both  taller  and  stronger,  I  stepped  boldly  down  into 
the  tumbling  yellow  flood,  he  following  silently  in  my  foot- 
steps. I  had  chosen  for  our  departure  a  point  where  a 
narrow  ridge  of  earth,  wholly  submerged  yet  plainly  per- 
ceptible beneath  the  surface,  appeared  to  lead  almost  directly 
northward.  The  preponderance  of  trees  showing  above  the 
water  in  that  direction  also  encouraged  me  in  my  decision, 
for  I  felt  convinced  that  thus  hampered,  the  sweep  of  the 
current  must  prove  less  severe. 

I  think  we  proceeded  thus  fully  a  league  without  experi- 
encing serious  difficulty,  but  with  the  ridge  we  traversed 


We  Begin  .  s^ggj.  wi,h  De.tk       ,„, 

■"'yss.  and  I  hesitated  swav1^r\7  ^''  """^  '"'"an 
edge,  and  peering  forwarTX?  "u'"'^  "P°"  ">«  very 
beginning  to  fall^hea  Hy  tn  Inxifl      "  '^'"■""^^  '^^- 

•ne-Vedstanding-ground^Cnd    Th""        '"  '°'"'  '"'" 
current  here;    evidently  we  "tntlShrt"'"?'"'^''"''' 
defined  stream  now  overfloline "  !  k  ^  '*"""''  °'  '°'"^ 
would  of  necessity  be  In  on^X  t         t'  """  "  "^  'here 
to  decide  how  faraway  it 'Sne   7  t"'  '""""^  ""'"^ 
glance  back  at  Cassady     He  stnlrf  k         ."""^  ""^  ^ead  to 
bracing  himself  with  his  long  Se  hTl,^^^  '"  "^*'  ''°°^' 
'he  water,  upon  his  round  fafe'^tok' S/^"  T'""'"^ 
,  . '"  ye  cud  hit  thet  tuft  uv  taV ^..      °dd  perplexity, 
loikly  have  a  bit  uv  ^onL  K      .f  "  °"'  ^eyant,  it  wud 
«■•<»  soberly,  poi^rf  w  ,  ^S  "'  ?';■"  "^""'-'•"  "« 
the  divil-s  own  choicf,  sorr  but  Oi  'd  "^  ''^'-    "  ^''"''  '' '» 
starve  to  death,  or  live  another     V   '      ^'  '°°"  '"^rown  as 
Bedad,  but  Oi'-m  achTn'TJhrvT'  °"  ""^  '"^  <^°™'"'"e. 

I  leaned  forward  thaf  T  -u'  """  ^^  ^'"'  '°'^-" 
clearly.  Vhe  bTnch  of  ^ass  he  LIT;'''  ''°'^^  '»°- 
leaved,  appeared  strong^nd  firl"*'  ^"""^  """^  '°"g- 
ing  stump  of  a  larje^tree  sfoTd^'-T^'''  ^'"'^  '^e  decay- 
long  pole  for  a  lever^/swung  o't  iC  'T"*!-  ^''"^  -J' 
o.'  the  current,  which  le^ld  1  •"l^  ^^'"'^  '"  'he  heart 

flinging  me  swiftly  downward  i^^^'/  "'"'  "°"  fi"^"'' 
under  fighting  fiercely  f^r^,^"  bTa,  T  """"  '  "^"' 
t-me  I  touched  those  long  grass  bLd  T'  "^  ""=  '*=' 
desperately.  They  tore  lmse^nl\'\^"''  ^"PPed  them 
strain,  yet  ever  yLded  ml  .  ^  °"'  ^""'^'h  the  intense 
sturdy  stem,  u„rmy  ;:p:  "Tt  "'"''  ^'°"^  *«=  "- 
touched  ground  at  last  Ch  th    '  -'T^'"^  ^^^^er  in, 

from  exertion  I  stood  ere^  th    waterTmv  h"'  '""""'"^ 
'         '^ater  to  my  hips,  my  pike 
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pole  dancing  merrily  away  down  stream.  As  I  braced  my- 
lelf  more  securely  I  faced  Cassady,  where  he  stood  with 
mouth  wide  open  watching  me. 

"  Bedad,  sorr,"  he  called  out  consolingly.  "  Oi  thought 
yc  wus  a  goner  thet  toime  shure.  Oi  hed  an  ould  black 
mooly  cow  oncet  w  hut  swum  in  thet  same  illipant  way." 

"  You  '11  find  something  to  do  besides  laughing  if  you 
endeavor  to  tiavel  that  same  road,"  I  retorted,  breathless 
still,  and  not  a  little  annoyed  by  his  light  speech.  "  It  is 
strong  as  a  mill-race.    Will  you  dare  try  it  ?  " 

His  teeth  shut  together  like  a  steel  trap. 

"  Will  Oi  <lare  ? "  he  shouted  hoarsely,  his  quick  temper 
up  in  an  instant.  "  Will  Oi  dare  thry  it,  ye  Frinch  spalpeen? 
May  the  divil  admire  me,  an'  did  ye  drame  Ui  wud  n't  dare 
do  whutiver  any  dom  Parley-voo  did  afore  me?  Be  the 
saints  but  Oi'U  swim  thet  dom  crick  witl  one  bond  tied 
behind  me,  jist  fer  the  impidence  uv  ye  —  here  now,  catch 
me  toastin'  fork." 

He  swung  his  long  pole  across  at  me,  sending  it  with  a 
swish  f'.irough  the  air  that  plainly  bespoke  his  outraged  feel- 
ings. Then,  with  one  quick  leap  upward  into  the  air,  he 
dived  headlong  into  the  swirling  water,  going  down  in- 
stantly out  of  sight.  Mad  as  the  action  appeared,  there  was 
yet  true  method  in  it,  for  he  had  headed  up  stream,  and 
when  he  came  once  again,  bobbing  and  sputtering,  to  the 
surface,  he  was  breasting  the  swift  current  like  a  duck, 
fighting  valiantly  for  every  inch  of  way,  and  steadily  cir- 
cling toward  me,  as  the  fierce  sweep  of  the  stream  buffeted 
him  resistlessly  downward.  Yet  he  would  surely  have  gone 
past  my  perch,  swift  as  the  flight  of  an  arrow,  had  I  not 
thrust  the  long  pole  within  reach  of  his  fingers,  and  hauled 
him  in  at  the  end  of  it  like  a  red,  sputtering  fish.  For  a 
monent,  while  he  yet  swung  downward  gasping,  with  the 
water  surging  completely  over  him,  it  was  touch  and  go, 
but  he  held  on  gamely,  and  so  at  last  I  landed  hinj. 


^^^    We  Begin  a  Struggle  vvith  Death       r^ 

"  i^hure  an- OiVe  swallowed  a  reeuvhrr'  *''"'  ^''f"^' 
»n   't  taste.,  loike  a  decavi"  fi  h  .^'"'"""""''"'y  *'"«. 

country  this,  no  doubt   whn  t    ""   ''•    ^  '"™'f'«y  f"'"^' 
bit  t-oublesome  to  ,  avd  2'        '.  ''"  ''°""  '"  "•  but  a 

j^*rc:rfi'r  «/",'''",-","■■  ■■- 

contagious,  nor  was  i  lesse  "l  h  .".  f  '  ^"od-humor  was 
blue  eyes,  and  his  roL  d  face  ,V  "  '"'"""'"''  '^"""^""S 
wet  as  I  was  to  the    11."'"^  ^"^  '"°'""'"^-   vet 

hunger  already  gnrw^-nXraranrat''"''^''"^'  ""''  ^^^^ 
>n  I^^or  spirits  for  laughter  It  "^f  ^  '""""'''•  '  ^^=" 
"0  doubt,  but  there  ar!7^L  when  ,       '°  ""'^''  "^='"  ">' 

'tiS '"  f  ■■'"  -"^^>"  ^  tJ:  de\tr" ""  °"'^  '■='  "■■' 

bawi^Seri^^^rVr"-"^'^-'    Often 

standing  in  ^,eat  bead    uXyfoeT'd  !!"  ""^P'^^''™ 
once  again  wandering  an^M  l     rf'  '^"^"''"g  I  was 
death  swamp,  all  abfut  me  *\''™'''^''  '^byrinth  of  that 
yellow  water'  wihwrihine  snaT    ".?  '•'"=  """''^  ^^^'^  °f 
leafy  coverts,  and  bJIcrovvs In         l''"^  '''^"^""^  ^^om 
in  constantly  narro^ng  "     les  n'"\    'J' '''"'''°^>-  ^^'"^^ 
passage  slowly,  and  throVhLanttfr''^^  "°"  °- 
narrow  ridges  of  earth,  sJringW  frl,l  ['      ""'"^  °"  "'^"'^ 
n^ock.  or  hauling  ourselves  pfnfuIvT         7°"^  '°  *"""- 
at  full  length,  by  grasping  bunch^ofrut'  "'"^'^""^ 
times  we  discovered  land  r,cin„  ,     '  ^™"'    '^ome- 

'evel  of  the  water -blac^'Xin"  '"'',  °-  '°  ^'"-  *« 
■^ank  until  our  burdened  feet  fr"!Z  n\  'T  "'"'^''  ^^ 
*.hed  onward  through  ^  ^S  ^  t^SU^ 
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ttep  we  euayed,  until  the  ftream  crept  up  to  my  »houlder», 
while  Cwady'i  eyei  would  barely  clear  the  foul  surface. 
Time  after  time  we  were  compelled  to  turti  back,  our  on- 
ward path  blocked  by  obstaclet  too  diificult  to  be  «ur- 
mounted,  and  three  timea  we  »wam,  daring  deal  .  in  the 
raging  waters,  rather  than  retreat.     We  crept  pamfuUy 
through  acres  of  tough  brown  reeds,  so  closely  woven  to- 
gether that  we  clung  to  each  other  in  fear  lest  we  become 
separated  amid  the  Ungle,  while  again  the  king  swamp 
grass,  pliable  as  wire,  wrapped  its  tenucles  about  us,  and 
lacerated  cruelly  our  half-naked  limbs.    Out  from  the  heart 
of  the  current  detached  limbs,  and  even  entire  trees  uprooted, 
came  swiftly  t-caring  down  upon  us,  the  swirling  root  of 
one  sweeping  me  completely  under  as  it  rolled  suddenly, 
and  I  was  only  released  from  its  murderous  grip  by  the 
Corporal  grasping  my  foot  as  I  went  plunging  headlong 
down.    Once  we  came  to  a  great  mass  of  this  driftwood, 
so  wedged  and  interwoven  we  were  an  hour  passinf 
often  obliged  to  dive  beneath  some  half  submerged  trv 
and  come  up  among  the  tangled  limbs  beyond.    And  ever, 
where  were  the  snakes  —  water-snakes  wriggling  their  long 
slimy  bodies  toward  us,  while  every  tuft  of  grass  seemed  a 
chosen  lair,  and  others  curled  amid  the  dim  shadows  of  the 
driftwood.    They  were  in  myriads  —  water  moccasins,  black 
snakes,  each  one  looking  like  the  limb  of  a  tree,  rattlers 
springing  their  sudden  warning  of  death  within  a  foot  of 
us,  with  many  other  tawny  or  spotted  things  whose  names 
were  unknown. 

It  was  already  dusk  before  the  good  Lord  sent  us  respite. 
I  had  been  upbearing  the  Irishman  for  an  hour,  the  awful 
struggle  having  proven  too  terriMe  a  strain  for  his  body 
weakened  by  woun.is.  I  do  not  say  I  was  then  much  better 
oflF,  yet  it  was  never  in  my  heart  i  desert  a  comrade  to  so 
foiil  a  grave,  while  I  retained  sufficient  strength  to  stagger 
even  a  yard  further.    It  was  not  much  when  we  reached  it, 
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I  fcl.  downier  .lefTrd'  whTl  h?/  f  ^"'  "^^^  "-« 
con^iou.  .oldicr  up  the  »t^Zl  ^  f  "**"■  "'«  '"'•^^'r 
P">ne  be.ide  him.  nor  h  v?ui  ° ,"  ""'  '  """"^  '">«'' 
until  ,  vagrant  bit  of  .un^nt  J  ^  '""""'^  °^  '"'""» 
dawn.  *""*^'  ''"«1  0P«i  my  cye»  ,he  „„* 
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CHAPTER   XI 

IN   THE  GRir  OF  THE  DEATH   SWAMP 

WE  remained  on  that  accursed  spot  for  three  seem- 
ingly endless  days,  the  exhalations  of  stagnant  water 
ever  in  our  nostrils,  the  black  harbingers  of  death  cir- 
cling with  flapping  wings  overhead.  Ccrtes,  we  could  do 
nothing  better.  Strong  and  hardened  as  I  was  through  years 
of  rigorous  campaigning,  I  was  still  sore  from  neck  to  heel, 
my  every  bone  ached,  and  there  were  bruises  upon  me  as 
though  I  had  led  a  party  of  escaladers  through  some  deadly 
breach.  Yet  it  was  Cassady  who  held  us  thus  helpless.  The 
fever  gripped  him,  and  for  one  whole  day  and  night  he 
tossed,  his  blood  on  fire  with  delirium,  his  brain  a  perfect 
chaos  of  demoniacal  fancy.  I  could  do  but  little  for  him 
except  build  a  fire  from  bits  of  scattered  driftwood.  During 
the  second  day  I  killed  a  bird,  and  this,  with  what  remamed 
of  the  cornmeal,  furnished  our  sustenance. 

But  the  third  day  he  appeared  much  better,  and  became 
as  buoyant  as  ever  the  moment  his  mind  cleared.  Indeed 
he  staggered  to  his  feet,  so  weak  even  then  from  fever  he 
had  to  grasp  me  to  keep  from  falling,  and  almost  insisted 
that  we  immediatelv  press  on,  swearing  and  weeping  at  my 
refusal,  his  brain  filled  with  the  possible  dangers  surround- 
ing the  maid  who  might  be  with  Black  Peter. 

"  Shure  Oi  can  make  it,  Mister  Coubert,"  he  reiterated 
again  and  again.  "  Maybe  Oi  'm  a  bit  wake  from  the  faver 
iist  now,  but  it  wud  wear  off  me  in  the  wather.  Be  the  sain  s 
but  Oi  can't  stay  here  and  drame  uv  whut  them  poor  gyurls 
moight  have  happenin'  to  thim  out  yonder.    Shure,  sorr,  an 
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-  J":';?  °'*" '''••'" '™p  ■■■ 

"^  gazed  out  acrnso  tu.  j- 
"retching  to  the  north  of  us  se"Lf '"7'  ^^""^  "-^ 
«t  symptoms  of  dry  earth  ^  "^'"'^  ^°^  *e  shght- 

To-morrow,    mv   lari     »„ 
^'ernly,  and  forcin/h  m  to  He  7°"""   '    ^^""-"^^   -   bit 
blanket.     "You  Jn  sZ^tl  °""  ^^^'"  "P°n  the 

^nd  regaining  more  st  en^h .    heT"'  t  ""^'"'"^  <>"- 

;-,,--eiayhasa,rid;— rd^roli-or- 

gyu^s°ryS?''ltLr;'  ":  *°°  '-  '°  <^°  '"em 
Mother!  but  shure  ye  don't  d.^'  /'"  ''"^'"■"^-  "Holy 
got  hold  uv  thim  alr^ad"  "^'"^  *^'  "'^  "d  "aythen  have 

fontiara"d^°re;ur„''a'ny  cTnsMe^r'd'^  '°°  '^'^  '°  --" 
■"ercept  them -indeed  it  is  uele«  '""^'  '"  '™^  '^ 

a.  thmg.  Heaven  alone  know"  It  "I"  '°  ""'"'^'  °^  '"* 
t""e,  but  we  may  rest  assureTthev  *'^  "^^^  ''^  ^-y  'bis 
rear  and  may  even  pass  us  Lw  '''  "°'  ^"^  ^'^  '"  <>"■• 
this  labyrinth."  ^       "'  ''*^°'^«  ^-e  succeed  in  clearing 

_"  You  think  thet,sorr'" 

^^11  have  a  heavier  boa     and  1      ''  ^°^''  "^<="-    He 

We  have  lost  time  ever  s  nee  IT       T"  "'  *^  P^'Idles. 

A^I  view  it  now.  those  Indians  deir^'  "1'°  *^^  ^^"''^'^-e. 

he.r  power  without  open  SS  "! ''y  ^very  means  in 
f  °m  the  first  over  the  ho",  7  ^'  ^'^  ^^^"^  mutinous 
^'■-eadylost:  we  lay  :„  t' i,',  „7;;*-  Ju^t  recall  the  time 
commg  thus  far,  and  canno  I       ''^y^'  ^^^«  ^''other 

That  makes  twelve  lost  dayTa  dl^^''f  °^^  '°-'"°"-o- 
ays,  and  God  only  knows  what  else 
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of  hardship  and  delay  awaits  us  out  yonder  I  /«"  y°"' 
Corporal,  I  can  only  pray  that  we  attain  the  banks  of  the 
Raisin  in  advance  of  their  crossing;  it  is  all  we  can  rea- 
sonably hope  for  now.  and  1  have  grave  doubt  of  accom- 
plishing even  that.  Yet  a  belief  that  .t  may  be  possible 
spurs  me  on,  for  if  we  succeed  in  heading  them  off  there  we 
ought  still  to  be  in  time  to  balk  any  conterapUted  deviltry 
on  the  part  of  that  half-breed." 

There  was  no  slightest  glimmer  of  fun  shming  m  the 
Irishman's  eyes  as  he  listened  attentively.  .  •  ,  ■, 

"  What  wud  ye  be  ihinkin'  wud  be  his  way  uv  dom  it, 
sorr-  thet  is  uv  he  manes  anny  harm?"  he  questioned  anx- 
iously "  Do  ye  be  thinkin'  he  '11  lave  them  gyurls  fair  alone 
whilst  they  're  a-travellin'  up  thet  long  mer?  " 

"  The  more  I  've  reHected  upon  it  the  more  fully  I  ve 
reached  this  conclusion:  If  Mademoiselle  and  Rene  have 
indeed  taken  passage  with  him  for  Detroit -and  I  wnfess 
to  having  little  doubt  regarding  it  from  what  you  tell  me, 
^  well  L  what  I  overheard  at  Chartres- then  the  half- 
breed  certainly  had  some  special  purpose  m  Pf™'""'^  *em 
to  accompany  him.  Messengers  travellmg  through  a  coun- 
ry  overrun  with  hostiles  are  not  taking  charge  of  women 
without  good  reason,  especially  such  a  messenger  as  he. 
Now  what  would  you  say  it  might  be,  Cassady? 
The  Irishman  scratched  his  short  hair  vigorously,  his 

^"  uToThl  Sid  fer  love,  sorr,  and  it  moight  be  did 

^"'Trulm  "  I  said  slowly,  thinking  the  problem  out  once 
morf  as  I  placed  it  into  words.  "  Yet  neither  girl  had  ever 
Teen  the  fellow  when  we  left  Chartres.  /he  arrangernen 
for  the  trip  must  have  been  already  made  through  the  aid 
of  othL.  'so  if  love  creeps  in.  it  mt- ^  arrive  at-  wh  Je  n 
their  way  up  the  river.  It  is  quite  possible  the  half-breed 
may  blcLe  enamoured  with  either  one  or  the  other,  and  thus 


''^  the  Grip  ofthc  Death  Swamp       „, 


from  ? ' 


„  "'"■:/  t-ume 

wus  solrl'd^r  -P'»'y  uv  coin  wid  thim;  at  least  it 

Enough  to  Dav  at' 
doubt,  and  the  half-breedkn  "''  ^^^  "'^  '^^"^^  ^^ked,  no 
;°  .et  his  hands  ol  ^  c  nThe     '"^  "'  ^"'^  ^'"  -" 
they  offer  h  ,r   by  either  f.i  ^""''''y  "^^n  above  what 

"dly  a  rasu.  to  doTem  a^v  1  '°°  '^''^'^  ^"^  <^°^- 
and  then  have  to  give  acclnt  f  v  '"^"'^  "P°"  *e  trail 
at  Detroit.  There^is  a'Ter  method  rh""^  "^"^"^"^  °ffi-^ 
chance  for  more  money  i„  ,W  T  °^  '"f  *"''  ^"'^  *"h  the 
these  unsuspecting  women  to  fnll  f.  ^  '""P'^  P«™itting 
-triors,  and  th^  sh7r  ng  ;„  1"'° ''' "'"'^  °' ^°""-'^ 
certam  of  obtaining  his  nL  '■''"'°'"-     ^et  to  make 

the  half-breed  to  c^n£  Xhe'chT"  "'  "^"^^^^  '° 
h.s^  daring  to  do  it."  """  ='"*^  '»  P^^on.    I  doubt 

Vmi?;:^^ir^;;^^;,^Je  wud  have  Monsieur  de 

True,  and  might  confin    ^  "  '^^^S^'" 

when  once  within  PonSs"wn  "'"  "P""  ''  '^  -^^ty 
*at  will  prove  his  plan  ""  ".^f  '^P;  '  ^^ly  believe 
true  we  can  serve  best       prTssin^  "^  '"PPosifon  :, 

way  back  yonder  on  'the  fller'^f'  ^"'^  "P  '°  *=  haythen 

^oMe/eS  "His  Se'  c^ e  of  '""'"^  '"^  ^^^  ^ith  the 
safety  in  his  villany,  lies  in  b'!^'''';'^"^'  ^°«P'ed  with 

-— co^idr-^r^-tr;:^-... 
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rangement.  With  Pontiac  managing  it  the  half-breed  can 
keep  completely  in  the  background,  and  let  the  savages  do 
the  rest,  absolutely  certain  of  receiving  his  share.  Certes, 
it  will  be  a  neat  trick  enough,  for  they  could  demand  a  very 
pretty  figure  for  the  daughter  of  a  Lieutenant-Colonel  and 
English  noble.  She  would  thus  be  worth  far  more  to  them 
alive  than  dead,  while  the  half-breed  could  cover  his  trail 
thoroughly.  Even  his  victims  need  never  suspect  his  part 
in  the  treachery,  if  he  be  careful  to  keep  out  of  sight." 

Cassady  dropped  his  hand  heavily  on  the  blanket,  his  eyes 
blazing  suddenly,  an  oath  on  his  Ups. 

"  Bedad,  it  may  be  all  roight  fer  the  one  uv  thim  whut 
hes  the  coin,  sorr,"  he  exclaimed  fiercely,  "  but  thet  prospect 
ain't  overy  foine  fer  the  other  to  my  thinkin'." 

"Mademoiselle  would  sink  her  last  penny  rather  than 
desert  a  friend,  if  I  know  aught  of  the  nature  of  the  woman," 
I  returned  confidently.  "Anyway  it  is  scarcely  likely  to 
come  to  such  a  necessity,  provided  we  can  find  our  way  out 
of  this  swamp  in  time  to  be  of  service.  I  have  here  suffi- 
cient authority  to  compel  Pontiac  to  disgorge  when  we  once 
resch  him,"  and  I  drew  my  precious  packet  of  papers,  care- 
fully wrapped  in  oiled  silk,  from  my  inner  shirt  pocket, 
and  held  them  out  in  full  view  of  the  Corpcral. 
"An'  whut  wus  thet,  sorr?" 

"Complete  authority,  under  his  signature  and  seal,  to 
represent  Monsieur  de  Villiers  in  all  matters  relating  to  the 
Indian  confederacy,"  I  replied,  filled  with  renewed  confi- 
dence in  my  power;  "and  1  think  even  Pontiac  will  have 
some  care  just  now  how  he  affronts  France  for  the  sake  of 
a  few  EngHsh  pounds." 

We  started  upon  our  ioumey  once  again  the  following 

morning,  and  with  very  littit  in  our  stomachs  to  sustain  us 

upon  so  hard  a  trail.     I  carried  the  gun  and  blanket  as 

■     before,  but  the  meal  bag  had  been  scraped  clean,  so  that 

Cassady  travelled  empty-handed.    The  water  was  not  high. 
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was  necessarily  slow  a"d  „ol  "'^  *="  °"^  P^°g^ess 
day  we  waded  thZih^ZZTTi  ^"'=''  °^  '"e 
sprouted  forth  from  the  water  f  °'  .""'''  ""^  ^^ch 
times  I  was  compelled  tola  I  ,  ""'"'''  "^''^'^  *at  at 
knife.  OccasfonaVwe  met  wkh  '""'^'  ''^  "'^  "^^  »'  -"y 
to  be  dangerous  cros^ng  tj  l?""^"'  ^"'^"-""y  swift 
and  perilous  a  stream  we  dlT  ?  """'  "P°"  ^°  ^ide 
weakened  as  we  wer^bv  hnn  °'  ^"""P'  '°  ^tem  it, 

bank  for  far  moreZnaLtfr/"'  '°'''  '"'  ^'^'"^^  " 
a  bridge  of  driftwood"acSfwhict'''  *'  '"^"^  "'^^^-^d 
knees.  We  lost  much  d^^inTh  f  ""  "'^'  °"  ''^"'^^  ^"d 
dered  greatly  from  a  dir^t  n"  '  T'.  '""^  "°  ''°"'''  ^an- 
'ar  ridges  of  eanh,  for  ^e  slS  ^V°"°"'"^  *^  '^™^- 
us  headlong  into  ome  eru  '  om^  " '''^  ""^'"  P'""^^ 
r.if  us  forever  withi^  i^hS  s^^ ^  '"^t  would  L 

-t.^s'i^ii-xr^rr-'^-''^''^- 

nant,  not  straining  us  to  bear 'un,  "■'^''  ""^"^  •"»?- 
we  compelled  to  dodglffort  J.^'""''  "^  ''°^'  ""^  *^e 
gulfs.  But  we  were  Lth^rl^  '°^''  °'"  =^'™  surcharged 
-ost  piteously;    oTce  cLs'adv  Lrf'^V"''^'^^^-'' 

root  that  grappled  him.  and  ioudhan  °T  '  ^"-"^ 
lay  had  I  not  upheld  him  .IT  ,  '^'°'^"^'^  "'^ere  he 

turned.  Toward  evenineT  JZ  .T'^''^'  °'  ^'^^"^b  re- 
into  a  deep  hole,  and  wem  Sown  ,  H  "^  "  ""^^^  "^  ^^«b 
with  the  mud  thlt  caked  them  h:h%'  ""  '"'  ''^^^y 
ately  to  my  hair,  until  I  clfwe^'™  ^'  "°'  ^'""^  desper- 
I  should  have  ended  there  no  Zh^  a""  °"'°  '^"<^  ^^i"' 
was  lost  beyond  recovej  '''•    "^^  "  ^^''  °"r  gun 

e'o^^st;,";s:^^s;7rr''";!'''^''^^"- 

between,  and  lifting  us  ,nm7;-     /        °'  comfortable  bed 
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before  we  could  venturv;  lO  lie  down,  killing  one,  a  gigantic 
rattler,  and  forcing  the  others  into  the  stream  beneath.  The 
night  was  chilly  and  damp,  and  we  had  neither  fire  nor  a 
bite  to  eat,  but  we  rolled  up  together  as  tiphtly  as  possible 
in  our  sodden  blanket,  and  thus  slept  fitfully  until  dawn. 
Once  I  partially  roused  to  brush  off  some  hairy  creature 
which  was  troubling  me,  and  then  lay  awake  listening  to 
the  Corporal  sobbing  in  his  sleep  like  a  frightened  child. 
But  he  awoke  more  cheerful  in  the  morning,  and  it  heart- 
ened me  somewhat  to  note  a  little  of  the  old  gleam  of  humor 
within  his  eyes;  yet,  faith,  it  was  piteous  enough  with  that 
pinched,  haggard  face  behind  it. 

"  Bedad,  an'  we  enjoy  yit  thet  same  magnificent  ocean 
view,  Oi  obsarve,  sorr,"  he  commented  solemnly,  hanging  his 
legs  over  the  tree-trunk,  and  staring  about  through  the  gray 
dawn.  "  Shure,  an'  it 's  got  to  be  dhry  land  this  day,  er  else 
the  end  uv  the  both  uv  us.  Oi  wud  Oi  hed  a  peck  uv  per- 
simmons to  dhraw  up  me  stomick  so  es  to  properly  fit  the 
f  lod  supply." 

"  Comrade,"  I  said,  resting  one  hand  on  his  ragged  sleeve, 
"  't  is  not  likely  that  either  of  us  is  much  given  to  prayer, 
for  we  have  left  that  to  the  priests  —  it  was  never  our  trade. 
But,  as  you  just  said,  it  must  be  dry  land  this  day,  or  certain 
death  for  both  of  us,  for  I  confess  I  have  no  great  amount 
of  strength  left.  It  would  not  be  unmanly,  I  take  it,  espe- 
cially as  our  own  lives  are  not  the  only  ones  at  stake  in 
this  game,  if  we  were  to  ask  God  to  guide  us  in  our  blind 
journeying." 

He  glanced  aside  at  me,  a  bit  startled  by  so  unexpected 
a  proposal,  yet  I  marked  his  eyes  were  wet  with  sudden 
moisture,  and  his  voice  shook  as  he  sought  to  make  reckless 
reply. 

"  Shure  it  cud  do  no  harm,  sorr,  an'  maybe  them  gud 
wurds  wud  loosen  up  the  jints  uv  me  legs  a  trifle,  fer,  be 
the  saints,  they  do  creak  whin  Oi  walk.    But  Oi  wus  niver 
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proficient  in  prayer  ,o,-,  .1,  .  f         "7 

Farther  Doyle  wid'the  ^io  °  T  T''"  '""'  '"""^  -e  to 
'"'°  a  praist;  she  did  thet "  "'^"  "'  '"'"''"'  ■"«  over 

i  read  a  deeper  truth  ;„  u- 
"7  his  lips,  and  I  ,.ne,t  there  I'V'"  '"'""'  "«— 
""11.  dead  skies,  giving  „t,erance7    T  y^'""^  '°  'hose 
^■n,  and  beseeching  divine^uM         \^'°^'"  confession  of 
of  others.     I   ,  J  of  Hugu  nt "b,;!^H'  '''^  '°^  '^^^  -''e 
^fforded  me  a  fresh  spark  of  1,.     '' r^"   '"""^^"^   '' 
fingering  ,he  rosary  at  his  thrn  f     I'   ^  '^''    ^''  hands 
^vement  of  his  hps     Snrel  ^'e' l^^h  ""'*='  '"'^  ^"-' 
'hat  moment  on  our  kneer,7   7u        ^  ''"''  ^"-onger  for 
pathetic  picture  it  made"    tK;";-    ?'  ^''^^  '^   '^-il 
heart  of  the  wilderness   the  somt;'':''""''''^  '""^  '"  'he 
he  sodden  reeds  waving  aJei^  '""?'■  '^e  yellow  flood, 
wo  desperate,  hungry,  hopeVels  '      '"^  ''"  *"'"'  '"^  we 
runk,  looking  beseechinX'""' .''"^^'jng  °n  'hat  tree- 
forgetful  of  all  variationffn  fahhl       °  '^  ^""  °^  God. 
of  supreme  despair.    I  ^i"*  ^"'"^S  'hat  one  momen 
had  counted  his  last  bead      h  "n  1 TT!^'  "''""  ""'"  '^'= 
eyes,  and  our  hands  met  in  a  sW,'''  '"'°  ^^*  "'^er's 
down  into  the  water  "^'^  <^'^^P  hefore  we  slid 

ei'L:rtrria:jr V;  ''-'  ^^'"'  ^^-  -  regards 
vag^ue,  indistinct.  withT" coher:^'";  'k'  ''  '  "^^^^  '^'4 
occurrence  together.    I  MtZ  °  '""'^  *'^  3"^  'ha 

COM  and  clammy  like  a  d  1*  HTnf  T""^*'"^  ^^-'-^  - 
overed  branches  buried  inle  mud  '  h'""""^''  ""^  '""'«- 
f«'.-  I  staggered  like  a  drunker^  "  ""^  P''"'^"^  hare 
hummocks,  and  plunged  f™"  do  "  T'  ''^"-^"bn'erged 
smelhng  pools.  I  marked  CassadrhT'."'°  ^'^^ant,1,l. 
dehnously  at  the  odd  way  n "wtich  h^'  "''  '"'  '^"^"^d 
forth  m  endeavor  to  keen  f  Jf  ,  ^  ''*'^>'e°  hack  and 

-hite  and  ghastly  his  flee  SedTnd  h  "T'^  "'^^■-  "o- 
»""^n  he  tried  to  smile  ba  k  at  1     =  °"  u'  *^^*  ^'«"ed 
a'  'ne-    Somehow  there  was  a 
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constant  mist  over  my  eyes,  a  strange,  undulating  mist  which 
made  the  green  water  look  blood-red,  the  dull  sky  a  sickly 
yellow.     I  ran  into  great  trunks  of  trees  without  seeing 
them,  and  sank  down,  crying  like  a  lost  child,  before  a  mass 
of  matted  reeds  which  mocked  my  progress.     I  heard  the 
caw  of  crows  just  overhead,  even  felt  the  flap  of  great 
bustards'  wings  at  my   very   ear,   yet   without   sufficient 
strength  to  lift  so  much  as  a  hand  to  frighten  them;    a 
snake  uplifted  his  ugly  flat  head  to  strike,  and  I  grimly  set 
foot  upon  it,  scarce  knowing  what  I  did,  crushing  the  thing 
down  into  the  mud  beneath  me.    I  retain  no  memory  of  a 
word  passing  between  my  comrade  and  myself  in  all  those 
hours  — just  the  splash,   splash  of  the  water,  the  heavy 
sucking  of  the  mud  as  it  loosened  grasp  upon  our  feet.    It 
is  only  one  loner,  long  horror,  so  intense,  so  masterful,  that 
I  walked  it  largely  unconscious,  my  brain  dulled  and  dead, 
my  limbs  moving  mechanically  to  the  dictates  of  a  will 
which  would  not  die.    I  retain  no  memory  of  when  we  first 
saw  that  distant  bank  of  dry  earth  rise  before  us,  nor  how 
I  ever  succeeded  in  reaching  it.     I  knew  not  whether  I 
struggled  on  alone  in  that  final  effort,  —  whether  it  vvas 
merely  another  island  on  which  we  were  doomed  to  die; 
I  only  realized  that  at  last  I  could  lie  down  again,  lie  down, 
free   from  that  haunting,   stagnant  watei,  that  poisonous 
cesspool  of  slime  and  foul  vapor  —  lie  down,  and  sleep. 
I  must  have  plunged  forward  face  downward,  my  hands 
outspread,   for   it   was   so   I   rested   when   the   morning 
found  me. 


CHAPTER   XII 

IBE  CABIN  ON   THE  RAls," 

I  ""^S^uVrhlsihrbL""!;  ^'"'r  -"'-^ «'%-  -d 

th.  clear  blue  sky  bjor.;     Fort'  °'  '  '"^'^  "^"^  '^"^-^  « 
fo  think,  failing  LnZtJlUo!;\'"°"''"[  '  -«  ""able 
lassitude  holding  me  pronnlH      .,    """"  ^*"'"'-  ="  deathly 
occurred  came  to  m!nS te  a  Lrh  of""    ^!"^"  ="'  "''"  "^^ 
«"d  I  struggled  to  sit  erect  and  t°    T''"'  '"  *^  "'^ht, 
^cene.    I  ^,,  ^^^  ^,^  very  ed„e^^  Vh  "^  '', '"'  ''^''"^<= 
'n  the  midst  of  a  grove  of  tree,  h.      .   u"^  °^  ^'^"^  *"^f. 
stretched  an  open^each  of  p  lirir.and  t/"^  °' "'''^'^ 
wavmg  in  the  wind,  and  gleamTn" l      '^^  '""=  '°"^  K^^^es 
opposite  direction  ^as  thf  'wTrnf  ^T'^-  '"^  =""•    ^"  '•«= 
eyes  could  see,  a  dread  pictureTi        l^'"^  ""  ^"  =»»  '"y 
its  black  water  pool,   and  Zt,      'T"'''  ''^^°'='"°"  ^"h 
shuddered  as  I  kt^d  tcHt'?;  d  'tr'°"'  ^"'^     ' 
Cassady.    He  was  nowhere  within '      u       '"  "-emembered 
'o  my  feet,  so  stiff  and  weak  Tw«  ';?''/'"'  ^  '"'^^"^'^ 
tree  to  steady  myself  ardL^h    f   ^^'^  '°  <='""='>  ="  'he 
bank,  up  which  I  had  in  somj  l;?    °7  ''^  '"^^  °'  *e 
ing:  previous.     He  lay  theTe  T^     r**  ^'"'^^  "''^  ^^^n- 

-rginofthemorasiL   knLLmund'^H''  ='  '"^  ^^'^ 
position  i,  which  he  had  fallen  „n"V^'^  """  ^'^^'^^ 

the  slimy  water.    I  slid  down  "i,.         ,  ^^"^'"^  °^''  '«° 
Ws_  .ide.  and  shook  Wm  into  sem  icon      "'  """  '  ^"^''^'^ 

"Come,  Corporal,"  I  sl"d   .nH  '°"'""'- 

the  better  to  al^use  him   b't  1.     °""^  '°  "^'"^  »"=^"'y 
^«n.  30  With   weaknesTa^s^^t-^ry^rreS 
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"  Wake  up,  my  man ;  we  have  attained  the  dry  countiy, 
and  our  lives  are  saved." 

He  started  perceptibly  at  the  sound  of  my  voice,  and  the 
touch  of  my  hand,  and  would  have  rolled  over  into  the 
slime  had  I  not  gripped  his  collar  firmly.  His  eyes  opened, 
and  he  gazed  up  into  my  face,  but  without  recognition,  his 
look  vacant  and  dull. 

"  It 's  moighty  noice  to  be  ded,"  he  muttered  brokenly. 
"  Moighty  noice  an'  still."  His  heavy  eyes  closed  again 
wearily,  and  I  could  mark  how  white  the  lids  were,  outlined 
against  the  tan  of  his  cheeks. 

I  glanced  around  at  that  steep  bank  rising  abruptly  above 
us ;  it  was  perfectly  useless  to  dream  of  dragging  his  heavy 
body  to  the  top  —  I  barely  retained  sufficient  strength  to 
creep  there  alone.  Then  suddenly  my  roving  eyes  fell  upon 
the  edge  of  a  shell  protruding  from  out  the  mud  close  beside 
his  foot.  It  was  that  of  a  soft-water  clam,  and  I  flung  it 
forth  upon  the  shore,  seeking  eagerly  here  and  there  after 
others,  until  I  had  gathered  a  dozen.  This  exercise,  to- 
gether with  the  knowledge  that  here  was  food  supply, 
brought  me  back  renewed  ambition.  I  flung  my  treasures, 
one  by  one,  higher  up  on  that  green  turf  above,  and  paused, 
looking  down  in  baffled  perplexity  on  the  stupefied  Irishman 
at  my  feet.  Pardieul  by  long  training  he  was  a  soldier; 
if  aught  might  ever  arouse  him  to  action  it  would  be  a  sharp 
military  command. 

"  Corporal,  wake  up ! "  I  ordered  tersely,  striking  him 
heavily  in  the  side  with  my  foot.  "  We  are  attacked ;  get 
your  platoon  into  line  I  " 

He  sat  up  with  a  moan,  his  eyes  widely  open  enough  now, 
but  his  head  reeling  upon  his  shoulders  as  though  in  drink. 
I  thrust  my  arm  about  him,  determined  to  prevent  any 
sinking  back  into  coma. 

"  Come,  Cassady,  man,"  I  cried,  shaking  him  roughly. 
"  Rouse  up,  and  climb  this  bank  with  me ;   there  is  that 
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a  ^orrTprots7Xut  for'"rhe"n!''"'""^  ''''"  ^"''°'"  ""Tine 
.'''«<ne«  seemed  ,o  pJZL.J'l'     ^"'  ">'»  «"«  of 

"  raly  „  the  dhry  land   sn  r  ^l^       f""^^  '^'■'"^«'f- 
tonpue  was  thick.     ■'  PraTseVoH  ',  '"'^^^'''P^fed.  as  if  hi, 

-"     -yer  look  „po„  .he'^  ke?t  •"'  °'  ?.""  "'°"^'«  ol 
He  turned  his  heaH  c     <  "  ^^'"- 

'ea.ucs  of  b,.ood;X:stretT'  '^  '^"^  ""'-  ''--y 
eyes  Carkenin,  with  s.:iZT^^^fJ^^^y ^^outh.^r^  hi^ 

^  Had  cess   to  yer  black    "'T""'"^^""  of  sufferinfr- 
-fdcn  flaring  «P  of  ang"'^  ^  """^ ' "  "e  cried!   the 
•^'f  ye;   be  all  the  saintfin  T  *" ,    '?  "'"  ^'"■<^'^-     "  We 
-akes,  an-  ivery  o.ho:  dom  LT^'r^  '"  ''"  ^'^P^  ^er 
''ate  ye,  ye  durty,  ^rinni,^  I  "  ''^""'^  ye.  fer  we 

"ched  the  dhry  ^d^"  """-^'^  ^'^'^  ye,  an'  hev' 

«n.e:sXptr;t^:i- ;^-.d  -^-^  "■•".  -d  du.  his 

-./llfugh  in  frenzied  worship'  """'"^  ""  "P'  ^^-fst  i! 
•-ome,  come,  CassaHv  "  r   •      , 

at  his  strange  actions,  a'nd  relth''  ''"""''  '"^'''-ed 
^""'der.  -Let  us  be  me":  and  fiL  fv'  u'""  "P°"  "is 
We  are  not  dead  yet.  As  you  J  V*""^  °"'  '^'^'y- 
''"'amp  of  its  victims;  now  let "s  7'  7"  ^^^  ''«''="  '"at 
■nay  need  us.  i-a.r.,  lad  Tt  fs  the  •  °'  ^^^  °"'^"  ^^o 
yo"'-'  ''""■"  ^°'«  of  Rene  that  calls 

«^^a  XufdrTuTht'lf'lr""^'''  -^  '^  readied  him 

He  expiai^d";:-:;?;  '^z  of™"  -  "^^^  - '• 

-^hureOiwus  the.  nigh  gone  wid 
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faver,  an'  the  ipiriti  hauntin'  me,  it  made  me  fair  crazy; 
but  now  Oi  'm  ready  enough  fer  whatever  i>  to  be  doin'." 

The  clams,  tasteless  as  they  were  without  salt,  yet  sufficed 
to  put  fresh  vigor  into  both  of  us.  I  roasted  them  within 
their  shells  over  a  fire  of  dry  brushwood,  started  by  flint 
and  steel,  and  never  do  I  recall  a  meal  more  thoroughly 
enjoyed.  We  lingered  long  over  it,  the  grateful  warmth  of 
the  flames  seeming  to  take  the  stiffness  out  of  our  limbs, 
while  the  food  and  talk  together  brought  color  back  into 
our  checks,  and  a  measure  of  strength  to  our  bodies. 

"  Annyhow  it  is  an  improvement  over  thet  commalc,  sorr," 
commented  my  companion,  eyeing  his  last  clam  with  evi- 
dent regret.  "  Maybe  not  whut  ye  call  an  ipecac  wud  be 
a-payin'  out  his  fortune  for,  but  noice  an'  soothin'  to  the 
itomick  after  the  snakes  an'  the  loikes  uv  thet.  Do  ye 
know  where  it  is  we  be  now,  sorr?" 

"  Only  that  we  are  north,  and  possibly  a  trifle  east  of 
where  we  left  the  Kankakee.  I  had  ti  i  -i  :d  yo*  in'ght 
possess  some  knowledge  of  this  country  ?  " 

He  shook  his  head  gravely. 

"  Oi  've  bin  twice  over  the  trail  betwixt  Chartres  an' 
Datroit,  but  thet  must  uv  bin  a  long  way  east  uv  here, 
lorr.  Yet  shure  there  's  a  river  they  do  call  the  Saint  Joseph 
whut  runs  west  into  the  big  lake,  thet  can't  be  so  very  fur 
off  out  yonder,"  and  he  pointed  away  into  the  north. 
"  There 's  a  Frinch  fort,  wid  a  bit  uv  a  sittlemint  fer  fur- 
traders,  near  its  mouth  I  'm  told.  We  moight  float  down 
thet  strame  a-straddle  uv  a  log,  sorr,  and  not  hav'  so  very 
much  trouble." 

"  And  leave  those  two  women  for  Black  Petefr  to  dispose 
of  just  as  he  pleases?  " 

"  Be  Hivins,  no  I  Oi  wud  n't  lave  them  gyurls  to  thet  divil 
uv  a  half-brade  aven  if  Oi  hed  to  crawl  from  here  to 
Datroit  on  me  knees.  How  far  wud  thet  be  loike  to  be, 
»orr?" 
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•n,l  anxiously  acros,  the  d«n^^     ?    "?''  ""'  P«^«=''  '""S 
half  closed  a,  if  he  would  it, ,       "."'  °'  P"'"<''  hi'  eytf 

"  Oi  'm  a  bit  wake  S  O Uotd™  ■''"  T'"  «""-»^'--- 
presently.     "An'  fmm  .I  '  '^""  ^e  acknowledged 

While  ba'ck  ot  thinTye  VeTnt  ''  ?*'*''  "^  '"*  ^  ^ 
foine  ,wan,p  air  weV  bin  inhTr'  '"'  '^"''"  '°^  'he 
•luantitiesuvlate.  But  nivmhd«,  Oi "  T"  ""'^'««"' 
on.  sorr,  even  if  we  don't  mX'        ""  '"  8^°'"'  'faight 

arousevi  by  the  rine  of  buHdo;  !•  ^'  ^.""'"'e™'',  instantly 
bound  to  be  a  hard  iLn^^^J^T"^'  '"  ^''  ^o'"-  "  It '. 
God,  we  „,ust  make  .  Sot  '    "  ■"'"  °'  "''  ^«-  ""d- 

With  no  little  pain  we  '  ther'J .""  T  ""  °"'"  *='y" 
cot-Id  find  near  the  mar^in^   Z     '^'"'t'  *•""  ^'"""^  we 
number,  and  not  of  the  C  ht  ""'7-    ^^'^  ^"'  ^-^w  in 
blanket,  which  I  swune  Irr       ""  '^'""""^  'hem  into  the 
started  on  our  toZlf         ''  "^  '''°"''"".     Then   we 

'eaving  the  narrow  XVoT^t/'T.'  "■'  '"^''  ^'•- 
at  once  into  the  bare  ooe„  L^    ''*"  behind,  and  plunging 

tough  grass-bladerLld  Sr'o^'l?^  *<=  -"•  'hf 
P'ng  us,  even  lacerating  the  flL  /  '  '""^tantly  trip- 
yawned  in  our  foot-gea"  ' '  we  1.7  ^'  ''^  """"y  ^o'- 
I  had  at  first  deemed  possfble     W  ^"''  P"""^^"^  'han 

stumbled  painfully  over  he  le  J  "'"',^''''  ^"°"^'''  and 
we  had  covered  more  than  thi  '"'^^^"'y  ol  path,  yet 
the  hard  struggl^aL  s.nt  ^   "^^''  ^^""^  we  gave  up 

^tT-^^^^^-'^^"' '"'  '^''-''' 

next  rZSl:^%:[Z  "'"^V"^'  "'•^'''-  "^  '^^ 
not  bear  even  to  watch  Catldv   ^T  '"''"''  '"^^    '  <^°"'d 

--  toil.  i„  .ashin/dS  L'ortraitTts 
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creatures,  but  instead  started  off  slowly  on  the  day's  travel 
through  a  grove  of  giant  forest  trees.  The  incidents  of  the 
days  that  followed  can  never  be  fully  told ;  they  do  not 
abide  ".:th  me  in  detail,  merely  in  glimpses  here  and  there, 
as  some  strange  happening  made  permanent  impress  on  my 
dulled,  bewildered  brain.  I  retain  no  memory  of  suffering 
from  hunger,  although  I  realized  clearly  enough  that  we 
were  slowly  starving  —  I  could  read  this  in  Cassady's  plead- 
ing eyes  and  pinched  cheeks ;  even  in  my  own  strangely 
altered  face  as  it  stared  back  at  me,  unkempt  and  haggard, 
from  out  some  sunlit  pool  where  I  had  stooped  to  drink. 

I  remember  we  would  walk  each  day,  refreshed  somewhat 
by  our  night's  rest,  until  we  staggered  so  from  increasing 
weakness  as  to  make  another  forward  step  impossible.  Even 
then  there  were  times  when  we  crawled  yet  farther  on  our 
hands  and  knees,  unable  to  remain  where  we  had,  fallen,  or 
seeking  water  beyond.  The  course  we  followed  led  through 
deep  valleys  of  high  waving  grass,  along  the  margin  of 
little  lakes  framed  about  by  heavy  timber,  and  through 
gloomy  woods,  where  all  sound  vanished  except  the  melan- 
choly rustling  of  leaves  high  overhead.  For  a  while  we  trav- 
elled along  the  southern  bank  of  a  fairly  broad  stream, 
having  a  sturdy  westerly  flow.  The  corporal  thought  this 
must  be  the  upper  waters  of  the  Saint  Joseph,  but  I  know 
not.  Its  current  was  often  choked  by  driftwood,  and  finally 
made  so  sharp  a  bend  toward  the  north  that  we  left  its 
guidance  entirely,  pushing  our  way  forth  once  more  into 
the  eye  of  the  rising  sun.  During  all  this  time  we  ate 
but  little  —  a  snail  or  two,  hideous  creatures  enough,  yet 
palatable  had  we  only  possessed  salt  with  which  to  flavor 
them ;  some  berries  sweet  to  the  taste  and  nutritious,  and 
quite  a  store  of  nuts,  discovered  by  chance  where  an  enter- 
prising squirrel  had  hidden  them  the  year  previous.  Back 
from  the  river  we  dug  with  our  knives  some  honey  from 
out  the  decayed  heart  of  a  bee-tree,  and  by  wading  forth 
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«'i'd  f       t  setting.:  .,;„ ',  ..Trn  T^'fi""'  Wei  in  its 
rush  fo,  a  !:ne,  we  succeld^rf      k      ^°'  ^  ^°°^  '^d  a  bit  of 

«^  allotted  task  unknowingV  as  h  ^^  ^°"  °"  ^"'^  ^oes 
"?arch,„g  asieep  upon  thei;^;et  ;„  IT  T"'''"^  ^°''''^" 
'lid  not  talk;  there  wa.  n-H  ^'■''  campaign.     We 

;vMe  plains,  the  iroZlT^lVsV:^  ""'T    ^^^  '^^ 
hey  were  no  more  than  a  patin^  h'"""''*"''^  '^'^«'  •»" 
forward,  our  dull  eyes  searchfn?  ^^      T""'    ^"'  ^'^"^Y 
on  hour  after  hour.'tep  t^nleo  h'd  '  "^  ^™P'^  '°"^^ 
conscous  indeed  that  we  hved  ^V/  ^  ^"^  "°*'''^'  ''"^ly 
possibility  of  death,  yet  I'thair^^^  ""^'^'''"'  '°  'he 
";8;ing  us  to  press  forward     No  H     k™      '''P""'°"  ^^^' 
of  .nsanity  that  gripped  us   whth  held  ''  T  ""  ^  ^P^'^ 
the  gnm  relentlessness  of  frta  t     '    "'."■"  P**  ^'^h 
h«n  easier,  and  sweeter  far   1 0  ,ml.  ^  ^  "  ^°"'''  ''^-« 
grass  and  die.    There  were  tLe,     T     t°7"  ""'°  "'^  deep 
^o,  when  I  could  drag  my  h«vv  feT     ''"  "'^^  ^  """«  ''o 
but  dropped  like  a  log  in  the   raH-         "°'  ""  '"'^  farther, 
behind  me,  faihng  so^silent^   hT/ 'l  fa^-r.?"^'''  ^^-"^  *us 
I  also  gave  up  the  strugMeT„  u' j  j  ^=^"^V°  "^'^  ^im  until 
next  day  we  were  together  a  "in  '"'  "'''""'°"-    ^et  the 
the  goal  we  had  set,  two  mo^?  ™.f  r^'I'"^  '"■'"'^'y  'oward 
of  that  vast,  deserted  wUdXss  '^""^  '"  "'^  "^art 

-h;r::;;ro'nr,o^^^^^^^^^  r-'^-^^  -ms 
='Sus^^;l^X??^s^^ 
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retain  life,  even  while  every  breath  was  a  torture,  every 
step  a  defeat.  No  doubt  the  presence  of  each  "ielded  (he 
other  courage  to  persevere  —  had  either  been  alone  death 
surely  would  have  been  his  portion;  the  tension  of  such 
loneliness  would  have  snapped  the  brain  and  ended  the 
unequal  struggle.  As  it  was,  ofttimes  unconsciously,  we 
battled  for  mastery,  neither  of  us  willing  to  confess  weak- 
ness, but  forcing  our  battered,  aching  bodies  to  become  ser- 
vants to  unconquerable  wills.  Yet  there  is  an  inevitable 
end  to  such  awful  struggle,  an  end  where  body  and  brain 
alike  fail,  and  go  down  into  hopeless  midnight.  God  knows 
we  were  near  enough  to  it  —  I  felt  its  coming  in  that 
delirium  which  now  and  then  swept  over  me,  finding  relief 
in  snatches  of  comic  song  and  uncontrollable  shrieks  of 
laughter;  I  saw  it  pictured  in  Cassady's  glowing,  hungry 
eyes,  and  in  the  tigerish  gleam  of  his  white  teeth  when  he 
grinned  in  savage  mockery  into  my  face,  muttering  to  him- 
self incoherent  words  and  phrases. 

He  was  talking  thus,  in  a  way  that  caused  me  to  turn  and 
look  at  him  lest  he  be  meditating  some  evil  in  his  madness, 
when  suddenly  the  black,  mocking  woods  opened  in  front 
of  us,  and  we  came  forth  upon  a  fair  stream,  near  a  hundred 
feet  in  width,  with  a  sturdy  flow  to  the  eastward.  It  was  a 
river  ftf  considerable  depth,  having  a  somewhat  swift  cur- 
rent. I  doubt  if  we  had  spoken  to  each  other  all  that  day, 
but  as  I  flung  myself  wearily  upon  the  ground  I  caught  one 
glimpse  of  his  face,  and  it  had  a  new  expression  upon  it. 
The  dull  vacancy  was  gone,  and  he  stood  gazing  eagerly 
about  him,  his  feet  spread  wide  apart  to  brace  him  upright. 

"  What  is  it.  Corporal  ? "  I  questioned,  wonderingly. 
"You  look  as  if  you  had  suddenly  met  with  an  old 
friend." 

"  In  Hivin's  name  it 's  the  Raisin,"  he  whispered  solemnly, 
I'fting  his  hands  as  if  in  prayer.  "  My  God,  it  is  the 
Raisin !  "  and  then,  like  a  great  child,  he  burst  into  tears. 


Mr- 
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"Th     R  •  •      "  ""'  '*7 

«;itlnn  my  owftLl.tThaiThoked'""'^  '''  '°"*  °'  »  =ob 
that,  man?"  '"at  choked  me.    "  Are  you  sure  of 

from  out  his  dimmed  e^es'  '  '""^  '^^'""^  '^e  tears 

no  do^bt  uv^:°?hl:eThl?  '"■•,  ^"^''^  '"^  «-".  an- 
>»  Oi  remimber  it  Id  tV  ^^,'°°''  "^  ">*'  ^'^ame  j'st 

watherroightherewe^i  ';e'::d  m"^  t  "■■*"  ^  '^^ 
ferry."  '  t  oe  so  dom  far  from  ould  Anse's 

=tanJi„jtngr  "'''^"'^'  ^^^'^-'^  »-  weak  to  remain 

"'Z\^r-    ^''°  ■■»  °M  Anse.v. 
^-?^:5£,^t:^:-.^weda.on,  this  fron- 
t's voice,  which  Lever  S  e    r"   S^"  """"'"''^  '" 
Shure  an'  Oi  don't  roightlv  knZ     u  I    ^  '"^"'^  "'''i^Per. 
won,  Frinch  or  English   th'n    I  ''  ^'  ^  *^"  or 

throat.  Sometimes  t'tJlolhTr'  'u  '  '^°'"  '^'"'  <="'- 
tWn  agin  Oi  didn't  kno"  which  he"  t°'^  "^  '''  ^"' 
'he  fer^mon  across  the  rS  „  .^^  7^'  ^""yhow  he's 
''avage  or  white,  ever  passed  ^n.."""  *  °"^'  ^'  'hey 

"ally  one  who  probablvfrnm  v  '  "«ghborhood,  espe- 

his  veins."        ^    "'^  ^'"^  '"'  "^-"e  has  English  blood  in 

"i'?Se'';hXtii?rr'"-i^^^^  -y  —^n.. 

P'ays  in  wid  all  ther  b  uL    ^"'''  ""^  *"«^'^  ='  him.    He 


138 


A  Sword  of  the  Old  Frontier 


wid  the  rid  haythen.    He 's  thar  fast  enough,  or  else  out  wid 
the  rist  uv  the  gang,  up  to  sum  divilment." 

The  Irishman's  head  sank  down  upon  his  breast  as  though 
the  effort  at  talk  wearied  him.  For  a  moment  I  gazed  long- 
ingly down  the  river,  even  crept  closer  to  its  bank,  won- 
dering if  some  detached  log  might  not  float  necr,  which  we 
could  utilize  for  a  boat.  The  momentary  exhilaration  of 
discovery  seemed  to  die  away  within,  leaving  me  weak  and 
nerveless,  until  finally  I  lay  back  trembling  upon  the  grass. 

"  There  is  no  use  trying  to  push  on  now.  Corporal,"  I 
acknowledged  faintly.  "  Perhaps  a  night's  rest  will  bring 
back  sufficient  strength,  and  enable  us  to  make  it  to- 
morrow." 

He  returned  no  answer,  scarcely  moving  his  head  to 
signify  that  he  heard  me.  We  had  a  handful  of  nuts  left, 
and  a  root  of  some  wild  growth,  which  tasted  not  unlike  a 
turnip.  These  we  divided  silently,  and  ate  slowly,  forcing 
down  each  unpalatable  portion  as  men  perform  an  unpleas- 
ant task.  I  was  a  long  while  getting  to  sleep,  lying  there 
with  head  pillowed  on  my  arm,  listening  to  the  music  of  the 
running  water,  my  brain  aflame  with  strange  fancies,  half 
real,  half  the  spectres  of  delirium.  Occasionally  Cassady 
would  toss  wildly,  flinging  out  his  arms,  and  moaning  as 
if  in  agony. 

We  started  with  the  first  gray  streak  of  dawn,  having 
nothing  remaining  upon  which  to  break  our  fast.  I  re- 
member the  skv  was  overcast,  the  day  gloomy  and  damp, 
but  I  cannot  recall  whether  or  not  it  rained.  It  was  the 
hardest  of  all  the  days,  for  by  this  time  we  were  greatly 
reduced  from  lack  of  food  and  rest.  Hope,  engendered  by 
the  disc  very  of  our  possible  nearness  to  assistance,  alone 
yielded  sufficient  power  to  enable  us  to  press  on.  But  for 
that  I  should  surely,  and  v.ithin  the  first  hour,  have  given 
up  the  hard  struggle  in  despair,  and  dropped  into  the  lonir 
grass  never  to  rise  again.    We  followed  the  course  of  the 
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!»•.  lair  !Z  ""  *  '"«■'  i<«4     ,     I.?"""""" 

creot  M  fi,  ""ndiy  on.    Twicp  r,     \,  "^^Srain  our 

•-'cpt  to  the  river  »f»  ^wice  Cassadv  faitit„^ 

he  not  ul  M   '''''^'  ^"'i  should  have  ^       '"^ '"«  ^°^n- 

-  o^ttrth^nr  Zt""'  ^  ?-"«c- ^ 

l'^  stopped  suddenly  _  J;  T'  "^'^^'^  ^^°vvi„g  S^'l  '° 

Si;'--''  -'^e  o^h-^;::'  2'"^  ^"^  -"  Ln- 

"■■m  w  h  <,:,/°"^™^  '^ee.     For  th"  Jor'^^-k  and 
'•Therer"t"X°r"''^"^'"^^y-  "^'*^'' 

'•'y- around  thirS^^"^"->-    "O-'^-wit,    An- 
"'s  extended  arm.    u  / 

star::;\:r  "^  ^- '- '^ut;;s  '^^'^  ^^  "'-^''  ^- 

J       -or  an  mstantathis  blprtfi     ^      "P°"  '"s  face      T 
CweaM;  r-'  ■■"  '"^  '-STeTaT"?^'^  "''-'"e 

rj-'v;;tt,:::.i-H:X':^i:i^- 

--bled^X^ftrarr"''"^  ^"-e  Ve"  i"  th'  '1 
b'-k  cabin  door'    Mlt^J  ^^^  -"'ng  nothi";  bj,"  " 

Tairt^-  -  -  ^"Cd!''  ?  3  '"^  ^  - 

•"""-''.  and  laughed  crazily  .-,„  ,, 
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face.    "We  are  starving,  master  —  he  is  dead  out  yonder; 
it 's  my  turn  now  I  " 

The  revolving  cloud  of  mist  turned  suddenly  black;  I 
reeled,  striving  vainly  to  retain  my  grasp  on  the  frame  of 
the  door,  and  went  down  heavily,  my  body  half-way  across 
the  threshold. 


CHAPTER  xrri 

J  .re?a°  "vt;S  :iXio:'%'°"  -"-°-ness.  yet  I 
'°w.ng  „,y  fe„,  ,„,  „;„'f '^^^°"  °/  events  im„,ed,atel/fo,' 

.^mistering  unto  me.  lomeonlT  ''^"''""^  "'°^<=  Persons 
";»  ^asp  more  savage  tZTj,  ''^."''  ^'"""  'he  house 
h.m  s  i„  f^      haWsotf  {  "'^"""'^  --^' 

ihen  another,  a  thinner   r.     ^       ""welcome  a  visitant 
^'-nge  tongue.    Ther^'asTelfnT--^'  -'«'  ^Po-^e       a 
these  two,  not  altogetheT  nle^r  .  ^^'"  "«^"'^«  between 
"^ed,  which  culminated  in^Th?      '   /"^  ^^""^  "'^  '""es 
across  the  floor,  followed  by  the  IZ     °'  ''^''^^  ^-"^'" 
■n  anger.    Then  a  woman  as  r  I  ''^"""'"^  of  a  door  as  if 
aWiough  the  hand  waTc;iIou Ld"'";"'''""^  "^^  ''^  '-"ch 
=>de  me  where  I  lay  upon   he  fl    '""^  '■°"?''ened,  knelt  be 
-naterial  beneath  my  hZ  "'a  °°^^"'^  P-^essed  some  so  ft 
n^-;gently  forced  between  m^'l?''  °^  "'^"''1  *^d  was 
^  either  slept  or  fainted  '  '"'''  '"'  '"""ediately  after 

s'e"eme?,  'T    ^°-    dttan       a^   "tT  '"^^'''"^  '" 
seemed  largely  conducted  in  that  ^HH  '    conversation 

known  to  me -no  douhf       "'^';  "-^d-  guttural  tongue  un 
-naily,  as  if  i„  fo^g  S  ^of  m ''^"  '^-lect -  buToc^. 

-o"'-?  ='-p  unconscLsly  "to  e7hrr"'''°''''P-'^<=" 
Phrasmg,  thus  affording  m.  ^""^ch   or  English 

^  "Them  fellers  hevfu^^^;  ^'^'''/'"e  to  their  thought 
'-ed  the  gruffer  tones  hLy  ''■  i  Si"  ^'  "'"^ '"  ""'- 
«y-      -l  tellye,  Lize,  thar'sa 
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pot  o'  money  jist  now  et  stake,  pervidin'  we  kin  pull  this  yere 
thing  off  the  way  it 's  bin  planned.  Sicli  birdies  as  we  've 
got  in  the  cage  now  don't  fly  'long  this  trail  ivery  day." 

"  I  kno'  thet  jist  as  well  as  you  do,  Anse,  but  whut  them 
fellers  hes  got  ter  dew  with  it,  I  don't  see.  Them  two  hes 
jist  drapped  in  yere  cos  they  wus  starvin'  an'  helpless;  they 
ain't  goin'  ter  dew  no  great  harm  ter  us,  'specially  as  they 
don't  know  nuthin'  'bout  whut 's  goin'  on.  We  kin  drive 
'em  out  ter  hit  the  trail  agin,  long  afore  enything  happens 
yere.  Lord,  they  '11  be  all  right  ter  travel  as  soon  as  they  eat 
a  bit.  So  whut 's  the  great  matter  enyhow  ?  Dew  ye  chance 
ter  know  either  of  'em?  Whut  makes  ye  so  blame  scary 
all  of  a  sudden  ?  " 

"  I  never  seed  thet  big  feller  afore,  an'  sumhow  his  look 
don't  seem  ter  tell  much  about  whut  he  is,  only  he  ain't 
no  courcur  de  bois,  er  I  miss  my  guess.  But  I  've  seed 
thet  other  chap  all  right,  an'  more  ner  oncet."  He  chuckled 
as  if  at  the  recurrence  of  a  pleasant  memory.  "  An'  I  reckon 
es  how  he  hain't  altogether  fergot  neither,  leastwise  not 
them  fifty  francs  whut  he  drapped  inter  my  pocket,  las'  time 
he  wus  yere.  It 's  his  bein'  long  whut  makes  me  sorter  sus- 
picious of  the  other.  He  wus  a  sojer  et  Fort  Chartres  last 
I  knew  of  him,  an'  wus  thrue  yere  two  year  ago  with  thet 
big  Frinch  raidin'  party.  I  tell  ye  sum  sort  o'  trouble  might 
be  a-brewin'  if  them  fellers  are  from  down  thet  way.  Eny- 
how it  don't  look  none  too  gud,  their  happenin'  long  jist  et 
this  time." 

"  Wus  them  other  folks  from  thet  place?" 

"  Thet 's  whut ;  an'  sunhow  I  don't  jist  like  havin'  this 
outfit  a  followin'  of  *em  up  so  dam  close.  Maybe  it 's 
luck,  an'  then  agin  maybe  it  hain't.  I  reckon  I  '11  send 
Buck  over  ter  the  island  'bout  sun-up,  so  thar  won't  be  no 
mistake  made  by  them  boys  drappin'  in  yere  too  soon.  Like 
as  not  we  won't  git  rid  of  them  fellers  ter-morrow,  an'  it 
won't  dew  ter  drive  'em  out  till  they  git  a  gud  ready  ter  go." 


'  i^oro,  Acquaintance  with  Old  Ansc    n, 

Why  not  ask  thet  feller  v      ,  "^^ 

from  an-  whar  they  >!  SV  rf  r.  ''""^  ^^ar  they  cum 

i>net  up  yer  cackh'n'   r  • 

r^--^-shetu:'ti-~-w.te; 

Jeep  stm.     Tackle  thTX'  S/  f  °'«""  -ice  l^" 
have  a  way  with  ye  whut  ginnerlv  fll      °'™'''    ^^  ^"^« 
I  reckon  I  'H  worm  .v      "    V^  '*''^''"  em." 

hour  before  I  was  able  to  fori  I  ^^  *"""  "''"^ing  fully  an 
f-^  f-ut  slight  attention  XsT  'T"  '"  ='"-"-  " 
they  conveyed  nothing  to  mv  m  ^  "^^rheard  remarks,  as 
susp,cion  regarding  stfangeTs^vr  7  ''^"  "^^'  "-'-' 

'■er.     Doubtless  old  Anse- i'n  ■'^''''f "'  ^'°"&  'he  fron- 
fr.ptionof  him-„,,\^h  ~l"'^i^"'S^  ^^-^   ^^^sady's  de 
oot   w,h  which  he  connec^tV"'"^  '^"'"^  -"^e  ^n 
^«  that  did  not  greatly  inte  est  2  "".T"^"^"  -PPearance, 
^■"ental  conception  ofU  nTgenT.  h      """^^  ^  ^'^  f°™ed 
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his  good  or  ill  opinion,  yet  rejoiced  that  the  Corporal  had 
kept  a  quiet  tongue;  this  fellow  could  do  us  little  good, 
while  on  the  other  hand  he  might  do  a  deal  of  harm,  and 
it  was  far  safer  to  leave  him  in  the  dark  regarding  our 
purposes.  The  one  thing  \'  Mich  worried  me  most  was, 
whether  or  not  the  half-brcul  and  his  party  had  already 
passed  that  way ;  whether  it  would  be  wise  for  me  to  ask 
such  a  question  of  the  ferryman,  and  thus,  to  some  extent, 
reveal  our  mission,  to  be  peddled  out  to  Indian  or  English, 
wherever  old  Anse  might  find  market  for  his  intelligence. 
I  must  assure  myself  as  to  this  fact  if  possible,  in  order  to 
plan  intelligently,  yet  I  naturally  hesitated  to  place  even 
so  sn'-l'  a  weapon  in  the  possession  of  one  who  might  easily 
prcve  I  foe.  An  Indian  runner  would  bear  w  rning  far 
faster  than  we  could  travel,  and  it  was  an  extremely  simple 
matter  to  hide  a  trail  in  that  wilderness.  I  preferred  to 
fail  through  over-cautiousness,  rather  than  reckless  speech. 
I  would  wait  until  Anse  sought  to  interview  me  in  the 
morning  —  perchance  I  might  gain  the  very  information 
desired,  even  while  filling  him  up  with  some  wildly  con- 
cocted yam. 

I  was  already  dressed,  and  busily  engaged  upon  a  rasher 
of  bacon  and  eggs,  brought  me  by  the  I-dian  squaw,  who 
assumed  ignorance  of  both  French  and  English  on  my 
attempting  to  address  her  in  those  languages,  when  old  Anse 
himself  entered,  and  took  seat  on  the  rough  bench  opposite. 
He  was  so  vastly  different-appearing  a  personage  from 
what  I  had  anticipated  seeing,  that  I  stopped  my  eating  in 
surprise,  and  stared  across  at  him,  imagining  for  the  moment 
some  new  traveller  must  have  arrived.  I  know  nothing  he 
so  greatly  resembled  as  those  odd  Puritan  preachers  I  had 
once  met  in  England  — a  tall  cadaverous  frame,  clad  in 
an  ill-fitting  suit  of  rusty  black,  a  high  white  stock  about 
the  throat  holding  his  cb'n  primly  upright ;  an  odd-shaped 
head,  running  nearly  to  a  .narp  ridge  along  the  top,  the  hair 
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«tremely  scant  upon  it   and     ,  '^^ 

«  he  comers  of  the  large  mouTh  ^  '°"^'  ''^''*"  down 
^nnle.  while  the  eyes,  which^  ta"ed  It  T  "  -"^"'"oniou, 
of  a  pale,  watery  blue  an,l  J    ,,  '  ""winkingly,  were 

"  those  of  a  fish'  VVh,  e  ,e  a^^  f^"'"  °^  -p'-^^n 
>■'  fingers,  white  and  long  ike  thoU  f "''  "''''^''''^  '°"es, 
cnts  so  large  as  to  seen,  almos^^  .I  "  '""""'"■  ''•«  with 
«antly  .nterlaced.  and  his  un^  „,!  ^''^"^a'ion,  were  con- 
>". ■nstant.  Altogether  he  pu«  "L^"''  "'"'  ""'  '""  for 
>ns,nuat.ng  sn,i,e  and  uncttCs  1  t' ,-'''  '"  'P'"'  of  hi, 
a  shmy  touch,  as  if  some  ere  hTh^^  ''™''  '°  '"'''= 
imy\Tr'^"'  "-blance  o/p fV""'  "^  ^  -ake 

•it^i;Lrr7s^r:har  t"-     °' ""'" 

'"h  last  evening."'he  ^Tf^'^'^'^^^^dmeinEne- 
vo.ce  which  gave  it  an  enle";  diffe'^'^.  "^'^'  '^^^"^  -  ' 
I  overheard  in  the  dark,  and  us^^  '"""^  ''""'  ''^'^  -« 
tha  astonished  me.  "  UndoZpd/  ?  ^  P""'^  "^  '^"l?"affe 
»°  I  shall  venture  to  d^^ct  ^  .?  "  '^  ""^^  "^"ve  tof^t 
language,  as  it  is  perfect  faLZ.  '""'"^'  '°  y°"  'n  Aa 
hesuate  to  correct  me,  for  you  are  !  T    '!  '  "''  ^^^^  ^^  "o 

j-o„  to^::rmy?den;itne:tr^^^'^  --^^  '- 

*an  ever  to  spar  with  his  ta've  adr"f  "'"'  '''^™'"^'' 
I  speak  that  lar,™  .         adroitness. 

.'adiy  h'oid  'z:::f::%z%r  ^^'"^  -  --  "ut  wi„ 

Po'-tely.  "  May  I  inquire  !o„l''°l '''''"•''  '  ^"P°"ded 
-debted  for  all  this  Wndne  riA:  I  :  °"'  *°  "''°'"  '  -■" 
to  make  an  early  return  "  '  ^  '"""  '°  ^e  permitted ' 

^^'p'^'^rS^^-^ll'^tT '''•=  ""--^•''e.  and 
'a.y  hesitation  .hich  co  id  ^^t  ffS  T  "'"""^  '  -o"-- 
---.  evidencing  no  smirdy^--::-H;s^ 
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wa»  about  the  touch  of  his  palm  an  unpleasant,  clammy 
feeling. 

"  I  was  merely  a  most  humble  instrument  in  the  hands  of 
Proviilence,"  he  returned  with  an  unbecoming  sniffle,  cross- 
ing and  recrossing  his  long  leps  uneasily,  yet  eyeing  me 
meanwhile  with  a  co<j1  calculation  which  belied  the  angelic 
sweetness  of  his  si>eech.  "  I  have  ever  held  my  neighbor 
to  be  that  one  who  may  be  in  need,  good  sir,  an<I  hence  tiiere 
remaineth  small  occasion  for  any  further  conversation  be- 
tween us  relative  to  reward.  I  possess,  it  is  true,  but  very 
little  of  this  world's  goods,  yet  I  trust  ample  store  laid  up 
'where  neither  moth  nor  rust  doth  corrupt,  nor  thieves 
break  through  and  steal.'  Let  this  last  act  of  mine  be  like- 
wise accredited  to  mc  over  yonder,  friend,  and  we  need 
discuss  it  no  further.    You  are,  indeed,  English  then  ? " 

"  I  do  not  recall  ever  having  said  so,  but  you  surely  seem 
to  be  of  that  race,  although  it  puzzles  me  greatly  how  you 
continue  to  live  here  in  such  apparent  security,  with  the 
savages  upon  the  v/ar  trail." 

He  chuckled,  rubbing  his  white  hands  together  as  if  he 
washed  them. 

"  I  am  no  partisan  because  of  the  mere  accident  of  birth, 
friend,"  he  responded  softly,  "  but  rather  a  man  of  peace, 
neither  addicted  to  vain  quarrelling  nor  display.  To  me 
all  men  are  brethren,  to  be  met  in  love.  Verily,  they  who 
take  the  sword  shall  perish  by  the  sword,  as  the  good  book 
says ;  but  I  keep  upon  terms  of  closest  friendship  with  all 
parties  concerned  in  this  unhappy  struggle,  for  I  have  buildcd 
my  house  upon  a  rock,  against  which  the  forces  of  hell  must 
break  in  vain.  I  pray  thee,  friend,  to  have  confidence  in  my 
desire  to  be  of  service  to  one  in  extremity,  and  imagine  not 
that  I  am  the  kind  ever  to  betray  the  secrets  of  a  stranger. 
You  travel  these  regions  of  iniquity  upon  the  King's 
business  ?  " 

"  I  am  serving  tmder  orders,  yes,"  I  returned  evasively, 
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t"  rcla.e  .L^rrHi/p^^^  '"'  '-""'^  '-  - 

.own  upon  ^ony  J^ound."  "  "'  "'°^''  *"'  "  "^-l 

I  pushed  back  the  now  empty  nlatt^r    =n^      »  1     ,  ■ 

p.acet:S  conSn  e" thrrSL?^^  "^'"^^  '° 
table  .0  speak  with  greater  .hoio(TJcTZ>^'"'l  "' 

camal  weaZ   y  t      fs"!  TT'°"  '"  '"  ""f-^  -'"■ 

assistance  "  '""  '  ""y  '"^^'y  --^ly  "Pon  your 

<«nt  race,  as  I  pronounced  thp«p  u,^,^,      tr  '^^F'^' 

-ile  of  rare  .o^d-fellowshirw  ich  wr  nklf/hrrnr^'  ' 
■nto  mere  gimlet  holes,  and    crewed TnTh  '/•" 

mouth  as  though  in  pain  "^  ""  '°"''"  "'  ''" 

His  bidding. "  ''  '  """''  ^°™  °f  'he  earth  to  do 

™  andlSeu"  T  ^^Sate'^^^  ^eT t^  ."J 
Officer  from  Fort  Miami  bearing  verba.  Stche;  Tthe 
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Commandant  at  Detroit,  if  it  be  found  possible  to  reach  there. 
If  not,  I  am  instructed  to  proceed  farther  eastward  until  I 
meet  with  the  first  considerable  body  of  English  troops. 
What  know  you  of  the  conditions  at  present  surrounding 
the  Detroit  garrison?" 

"  An  English  officer?  "  he  questioned,  as  if  in  much  doubt 
as  to  the  truth  of  my  statement.  "  How  comes  it,  then,  that 
you  are  travelling  in  comradeship  with  that  French  soldier?  " 

"  Bah !  he  is  not  French  any  more  than  I,  except  by  the 
misfortune  of  enlistment.  You  should  be  able  to  tell  that 
in  a  moment  by  talking  with  him.  He  is  Irish,  and  has 
deserted  from  Monsieur  de  Villiers.  We  met  together  by 
chance  in  the  wilderness." 

I  doubt  if  he  was  fully  convinced  even  then,  yet  he  dis- 
sembled well,  his  face  a  picture  of  complacent  sympathy. 
As  to  myself  I  felt  no  fear  regarding  the  result  of  my  false- 
hood, for  the  papers  at  my  belt  would  prove  ample  protec- 
tion if  he  sought  to  deliver  me  up  into  Indian  hands. 

"  You  will  discover  no  unguarded  trail  leading  to  Detroit," 
he  said  at  last,  forgetful  of  his  twang  in  growing  interest. 
"  Pontiac  has  a  well-organized  army  of  warriors  completely 
investing  the  garrison;  no  Englishman  could  possibly  pass 
through." 

"  Then  you  would  advise  that  we  make  no  attempt  to 
communicate  directly  with  Major  Gladwyn  ?  " 

"  I  advise  that  you  strike  southeast  the  earliest  moment 
you  are  able  to  travel,  to-day  if  possible,  for  parties  of 
Indians  may  visit  here  at  any  time.  You  will  need  to  keep 
clear  of  all  the  beaten  trails.  You  may  find  a  garrison  still 
stationed  at  Sandusky ;  I  do  not  know ;  if  not,  keep  straight 
on  until  you  touch  the  red-coats  somewhere  south  of  the 
lake.  They  are  there  somewhere,  and  in  force,  but  I  have 
never  heard  the  name  of  their  rendezvous.  Think  you,  you 
will  be  sufficiently  recovered  for  such  a  journey  by  dark?" 

His  eager  desire  to  be  early  rid  of  us  was  plainly  apparent, 
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and  I  felt  small  d    ' 

with  a  proper  outfi«LV°  '"^'"'  '"°'''''"'  ''"  "=°"'''  ^^^P^^ 

watched  me,  apparently  TlZu,  '"""'"^  "^P-"^"'""  «»  he 

-^'^ndKf-'srrr"™'°-"- 

"  we  run  short,  in  some  wayTe  ^^d'^.l  ''^"  ^°  '^-'" 
He  fed  another  prophet  in  tL  m  '^'"  P''°^''^='  even  as 
feel  justified  in  Vng  tWst^'""""'-  ^^'  ^  -"""^  "°' 
own  nation,  and  am  fruly  astn,e7to  "  ''^"  °"^  °^  "^ 
Pnce  these  commodities  a're  r^  to„h '• "  "'  °'  ^°"  "'^ 
tress  y"u."  ^°""""^'  "-^^'X.  -  the'cost  need  not  dis- 

--^on,thatxve==r^-^siti;:; 

JHave  you  had  other  white  travellers  to  entertain  of 

PiS  ^f~^:::^^JJ~'y  into  the  o^  su,. 
was  beginnig  to  afs^Le  w"l  '"^  '"  *"'  ""^^'  """"d  I    ' 
-on.    He  was  like  a  cun  e  fi  h  L"  '"'T  ^'  ^"""'"^  -- 
cloud  at  .he  least  intimTtL'tf  dre^'""  ''""^^'^  ^^^'  ^ 

wm  be  weeks  ^t  a  st'jrwnT^tlV"^""^^^^^  "  ^'■- 
nver,  save  now  and  then  a  party  of  Pnn.  ■"'''' '"  "°^^  '''« 
north  with  English  captives  1h°  I  "''  """°"  "^""^ 
-.s  way  has  been  of  fhe  .indl';^;;^  ^ mTin^T 
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il 


before  the  throne  of  grace.  Verily,  I  hunger  and  thirst 
after  spiritual  companionship.  Are  you,  good  sir,  of  the 
true  faith,  the  faith  once  delivered  to  the  saints  ?  " 

"  I  am  a  Christian,  if  that  be  your  meaning,"  I  answered, 
scarcely  able  to  respond  civilly  to  such  open  cant,  yet  deter- 
mined to  humor  him  for  the  important  end  in  view.  "  Yet 
you  do  not  answer,  whether  other  whites  have  been  over 
this  trail  of  late  ?  " 

A  moment  the  fellow  sat  unwinking,  then  he  decided  upon 
the  bolder  course,  thinking  possibly  that  I  already  suspected 
the  truth. 

"  There  was  a  queer  mixed  party  here  yesterday  about 
dawn  bound  for  Detroit." 

"  But  you  said  it  was  impossible  for  any  whites  to  reach 
Detroit?" 

"  Oh,  this  was  diflferent  —  the  leader  bore  letters  from 
Monsieur  de  Villiers,  at  Fort  Chartres,  bidding  Pontiac  pass 
him  and  his  party  safely.  They  departed  at  once,  after 
taking  but  a  single  meal  here." 

Although  trembling  from  excitement,  I  forced  my  teeth 
cruelly  into  the  flesh  of  my  lip,  and  thus  repressed  all  out- 
ward signs,  fully  cognizant  of  his  keen  eyes  upon  me,  while 
I  strove  vainly  to  decide  just  how  much  of  truth  lay  in  his 
words.  Beyond  doubt  Black  Peter  had  visited  there,  or  else 
old  Anse  would  never  have  known  of  such  a  party  being 
along  the  trail  —  but  had  he  really  proceeded  onward  to 
Detroit?  Who  composed  his  company?  How  had  they 
succeeded  in  reaching  this  point  so  soon? 

"  They  must  have  possessed  greater  knowledge  of  the 
Kankakee  than  I,  to  safely  keep  the  channel  through  such 
a  swamp  of  mystery,"  I  ventured  carelessly.  "  Certes,  the 
rains  have  swollen  it  out  of  all  natural  bounds,  and  left  that 
entire  region  a  perfect  labyrinth  of  uncharted  water." 

"  Their  leader  said  word  of  such  a  condition  reached  him 
while  yet  below  on  the  Illinois,  so  he  travelled  the  northern 
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reached  here  by  boat,  for  he  h^d^     "^^  '°  *^  ^^'^'"-    He 
.       And  they  passed  directly  o„         "^"^  °^  ^°'"^"-" 
I'  would  have  been  a  fi^e   hin. '/°m '?^ '     ^=""'  George! 
■".fme  to  join  them,  thus  IS  "!  TV  T  ""'^  ''"'ved 

---oseehi.3ha.;2e^-^a.^^Iw.^d 

-°^eS^?SL'T!t^^'--er,^.,, 
assured  regarding  the  safetv  TZ  I  "^'°"=^'^  ="  "-us  being 
Panion,  yet  my  feJoLng  If  l^'' ^T'""^  '""  "^  =°'» 
yague  regret.    How  could  irt^  oZ"'"""^'^  ''"^ed  with 
journey  I  had  been  dream  L/""'^'  ^°'"  *"  along  that 
•"ore,  of  creating  a  bet^  stf nd— "^  °'  ""=^""^  "er^nce 
could  ever  be  accorded  to  a  Tam,""^  '"  ""''  ^''""'="'°"  *a„ 
fair  face  arose  before  t°s  ^        '  """'"  "'  *""•    Her 
■'  '■"  the  flesh,  and  I  si^hedt  1 1^  V  °"«  '^'^  -- 
opportunity  gone  it  wa,  hf^f  '"''  ""at  now,  my  last 

I  had  ever  before  expfrienced  over         c™"''  °'  P'''"  'haa 
woman.    Suddenly  as!  Vh  ""^  '"^'  Parting  with  a 

"tterly  lost  to  all'^'i:  Lve^ra^r  "'"  "^^  -""-« 
to  h,s  feet  so  hastily  as  ins  aX  to  1^""'  ^""^  '^'^^ 
His  eyes  were  fastened  upon  he  °  ^^  "^  °"'  °^  r<=^erie. 
hot  anger  i„  them.  "^       '  °P*"  "^oor,  and  there  was 

"Why  come  you  in  heri.?"  u  ■  , 
tanical  twang  entire^  g^e  irlV^  '''•^'T'^'  'he  Puri- 
rough  and  coarse  i„'t<^:"^  ^I'^^^^  ^o.ce,  now  grown 
shebang,  and  lodge  his  guests  wh  f ""  """  '"'«  own 
you.  is  this  your  house  or  m"ne  that  '  ^'  "^"^'^  ^  ^am 
wherever  you  like .?  "  ''  "'^'  y°"  g°  sneaking  around 

"  Shure  now.  Mister  At,=« 

"terAnse,ye„,vermintfortokapeme 
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out  thar  wid  the  pigs  an'  cows  all  the  toime.  I  thought  ye 
wus  a-foolin'  about  it  —  I  did,  be  hivins."  It  was  Cassady's 
insinuating  voice,  and  I  welcomed  him  with  a  quick  glance. 
"  Bedad,  I  wus  thet  fearful  thet  me  frind  here  hed  cat-  ,ht 
the  measles,  er  sum  other  aqually  deadly  disease,  an'  ye  wus 
a-tryin'  to  hide  it  from  me,  thet  I  jist  cud  n't  kape  away 
from  him  any  longer."  He  sniffed  the  air  like  a  pointer 
dog.  "  Brakefast,  as  I  live,  an'  fat  bacon  et  thet,  an'  I 
ha''  -''t  hed  so  much  es  a  sop  all  this  mamin'.  Be  the 
powers,  ye  slab-sided  ould  thafe,  I  wud  ate,  an'  a  gud  lot 
et  oncet." 

"  If  you  v,fill  go  back  to  the  place  assigned  you,  and  not 
bother  this  gentleman  any  longer,  I  '11  see  that  you  have 
food  without  delay,"  said  Anse,  glancing  uneasily  toward 
me,  and  apparently  undecided  as  to  what  had  best  be  done. 
Cassady  stood  staring  at  him,  his  face  still  bearing  plainly 
the  marks  of  recent  hardship,  yet  with  a  bit  of  the  old  dare- 
devil roguery  in  his  eyes. 

"  Thin  orther  it,  ye  psalm-singin'  ould  baste,"  he  ex- 
claimed abruptly.  "  Fer  niver  will  I  dasart  this  foine  stra- 
tegic position  till  I  know  ivery  thing  is  riddy  fer  to  fill 
me  up." 

For  an  instant  Anse  hesitated,  seemingly  unwilling  for 
some  reason  to  leave  us  oi^ne  together,  even  for  the  brief 
space  required  for  such  an  errand.  Then  he  stepped  across 
to  the  door,  and  with  head  thrust  forward,  called  out  the 
order  to  someone  just  beyond  our  view.  Brief  as  was  this 
respite  it  proved  amply  sufficient  to  serve  the  Corporal's 
purpose.    Leaning  toward  me,  he  muttered  quickly: 

"  There 's  sumbody  hild  prisoner  in  thet  west  wing,  sorr, 
9n'  I  belave  it's  a  woman." 
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CHAPTER   XIV 

THE  SHADOW  OF  A   MYSTERY 

me  across  his  SS',  it, '''"''"■^  '^'^'^"'y  ^^^  « 

me  w'th  thTe  di  suspcio^Vj/"''  'VH"^  ^^""^'"""^ 
founded,  was  it  at  anTu,  .  k  '  "  '^  ""'^  P™^^''  *^" 
crawling  movlent    each  i      .'  '"^  °^  ""'  ^^'''-    ^^* 

to  feel  morTand  more  That  heT'  ""  r"''^""='=  '"  •'™- 
lead  me  by  eyenr^Dlcio^f  1  .  T/"^  '''"^'"^  '°  "-i^- 
I  could  hL  specious  he  he  could  manufacture     Yet 

by  chance  penetfa^^  '-^1'^  f""  '"^'"'  '"'  ^^ 
doubt,  a  crime     I  recaileTtt  '•  .  "^  """"''  "^™'  "° 

oaken  slabs  Tcure /S  ? .fr":  tlmT  T'I'"^  ^'°"' 
I  staggered  weakl/toward  the  do,^!  tl  "^  °^''""^  ''' 
That  must  have  been  the  west  wine  folth"^  ''''"°"^- 
slabs  here     If  th^v  .^J    .  j        ^'  ''^'■^  ^^""^  "O  such 

was  indeed  a"  oman  did  t^t'  '  ""T"'  ^"'^  *^'  P"-"- 
any  direct  dutyTo  f^ret  ou  ZT  °^'f^'  '™^  '°  '"^ 
the  reason  io/sJZtriZrZ>    Wo°  M  ^'e^rf^:  ^^^ 

SJT;St-rrs;^S-? 

pleasure  of  it.  ^        "-''''  "^^  =°  ^O""  the  mere 
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I  stole  upon  tiptoe  toward  the  partially  open  door,  and 
peered  cautiously  forth.  The  log  house  was  a  large  one, 
and  had  been  built  in  two  distinct  sections,  although  under 
one  roof,  having  a  wide,  covered  passageway  extending 
between.  This  latter  room,  for  such  it  virtually  was,  ap- 
peared to  be  utilized  for  domestic  purposes,  and  an  Indian 
squaw,  old  Anse's  aboriginal  partner  no  doubt,  was  busily 
engaged  upon  some  household  task  just  inside  the  rear  exit. 
There  could  be  no  passing  by  her  without  observation,  and 
the  door,  which  evidently  opened  into  the  west  wing,  was 
securely  closed,  a  stout  oaken  bar  clamped  across  it.  The 
very  sight  of  so  unusual  a  precaution  developed  into  an 
absolute  certainty  that  suspicion  which  Cassady  had  im- 
planted in  my  mind  —  there  was  some  mystery  hidden  here, 
possibly  a  black  and  damnable  one,  and  the  knowledge 
clinched  my  purpose  instantly.  Nothing  now  urged  our 
early  departure ;  I  would  stay  and  probe  to  the  very  bottom 
the  dark  secret  of  that  barred  west  wing. 

Yet  this  resolve  was  far  easier  to  make  than  to  execute. 
Old  Anse  was  in  and  out  of  the  room  I  occupied,  all  day, 
evidencing  a  degree  of  anxiety  which  merely  served  to  con- 
vince me  that  something  of  the  utmost  importance  must  be 
on  foot.  Glancing  out  of  the  narrow  window  I  twice  beheld 
him  standing  alone  on  the  river  bank,  gazing  steadfastly 
northward,  as  though  in  eager  expectation  of  some  early 
arrival.  His  spasmodic  conversations  with  me  were  oddly 
mixed  —  one  moment  he  was  the  whining,  hypocritical, 
canting  exhorter,  his  language  a  medley  of  perverted  scrip- 
ture; the  next  he  was  a  growling  ruflian,  brutal  and  blas- 
phemous. Somehow  I  liked  him  far  better  in  this  latter 
role;  it  seemed  more  like  an  honest  revelation  of  what  I 
deemed  to  be  the  real  man.  Through  all  of  it  I  felt  he  was 
extremely  anxious  for  us  to  depart,  but  I  successfully  put 
this  oflE  on  plea  of  continued  weakness,  humoring  him  as 
best  I  might,  while  ever  seeking  for  some  opportunity  to 
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«Iip  through  his  lines  of  guard     Onr.  .,     ^■ 
prowling  about  in  the  passageway  and  stilt  h"'"'*''''  "^ 
I  »«ood,  his  hands  cCh^r^s' t^^  t^"  \'°  ^""^ 
passion.  '     "  '*"  o'lck  with  sudden 

strike  me.    "  Hain't  thrtL   '''P'  """'*'"S  he  intended  to 

-n  ter  movetuVi  f  iTTrTvX'T  '^T^"^  ^"  '  -" 
all  outdoors  a-waitin'  ier  ye!"'  '°  '"""'^  ^"y'  ">"  '" 

'  I    was    seekine   water "    T    -_ 
i^oring  his  threalning^wori^dTaler'^T""!^ 
fever  .„  „y  ^lood  which  makes  me  "avedrink^    "  " 

his'LV- for°"  °'  ""'^  '"''"^--  °"  -Mace  calmed 

KtJvJdivtrgi'irateT^'"" 

the  spring  is  jist  under  Vh.  K    ,  ^''^  '">'  "'^y-  "an' 

yeVe  stro'ng  ^h  tt"hjp%tself°"  ^°'"^"-     '  -<=*^°" 

his  feeling  the  nlcesshv  If  ^  '  '^'"^"  °^  "'^  """==■  and 
hut  I  pafd  sma  1  he  d  to  UiJT"^  ''","°"  ^"•'  ^'""^-^. 

thoughts  busy  witjf  h::ti  ;corivrs  Td^^^''-.' 

water  s  owlv  standino-  «,;»!,  k  i  "^™  P'an-  I  drank  the 
..ance  ^J^;::^;^  S:J:^  ^^  ^^y  rapid 
west  wine-  — the  rJ„«/  u-     i  "etaii  ot  that  exposed 

roof.  the'unb*okereUt?:rhe'^  T'  ^^""^  ^'"^""^ 
mud.  which  formed  the  nTh  1  I^^  '°^''  ^'"'^'^  ^'th 
facing  the  wesrso  th-  M  ""f '  *'  ""^''  """-"^  *'"dow 
as  to  utterly  prohibtT^''  ^"'"^  '^  ='"P^  "^  hardwood 
side  chimnj  Z^tl  T       "u  •l'^'*''  ^■"'  '''^  ^''e  out- 

tog.her  in^ugh  t  x:^";^r  ^,- r^r;^^^^ 

an  impenetrable  fnrtr«co  t  """cr  lasnion.    It  looked 

s"ence^f.t\^^t7:Lut^^;f?e:^;:  ~  '  T. 

perceive  but  one  possibility  of  entranran/thlrthl  m^t 
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slender.  Both  wings  rested  upon  slight  piling,  round  tree- 
trunks  having  been  used  to  build  upon,  thus  lifting  the 
body  of  the  house  above  reach  of  overflowing  water  in  time 
of  Spring  freshets.  This  slight  space,  thus  left  between  the 
ground  and  floor,  had  been  solidly  banked  up  with  earth, 
yet  there  were  spots  here  and  there  where  the  loosened  dirt 
had  fallen  away,  revealing  sufficient  room  between  for  the 
entr-'nce  of  a  man's  body. 

I  walked  back,  to  what  was  proving  little  better  than  my 
own  prison,  with  this  memory  in  mind  —  revolving  it  over 
and  over  again,  hopeful  that  some  suggestion  might  result. 
Anse  did  not  follow  me  into  the  room,  but  I  heard  his  voice 
without  in  the  passageway  talking  earnestly  to  the  squaw.  It 
was  scarcely  more  than  a  low  growl  that  reached  me  where 
I  had  flung  myself  down  upon  the  bench,  but  a  chance 
word  or  two,  which  I  happened  to  distinguish,  brought  me 
instantly  to  my  feet,  and  I  stole  noiselessly  to  the  door. 

"  I  reckon  we  '11  hev  ter  put  up  with  the  critters  till 
momin',"  he  grumbled,  and  I  knew  from  the  direction  of 
his  voice  he  must  be  standing  close  beside  the  outer  door- 
way. "  Thar 's  no  gittin'  rid  of  the  dam  fools,  short  o' 
drivin'  'em  out  with  a  gun.  An'  if  thet  Injun  boy  don't  git 
back  yere  afore  dark,  I  reckon  I  '11  hav'  ter  trapes  out  es  fer 
as  the  crick  crossin'  ter  head  oflF  the  gang  if  they  should 
happen  along  temight,  as  I  sorter  'spect  they  will.  Be  jist 
my  blame  luck.  Confound  these  fellers,  drappin'  in  yere 
jis'  now ;  I  cud  git  'long  with  thet  little  red-headed  sojer 
chap  all  right,  fer  I  reckon  thet  nobody 'd  miss  him  eny 
great  shakes  if  he  did  disappear  sudden-like;  but  I  don't 
know  jist  whut  ter  make  of  thet  thar  other  feller  — he's 
got  a  sorter  way  with  him  as  keeps  me  guessin'.  Enyhow, 
he 's  a  blame  good  liar,  I  'm  plumb  sure  o'  thet." 

"Ye  must  be  gittin'  old,  an'  mighty  easy  skeered  these 
days,"  snapped  his  companion  tartly,  and  I  heard  the  bang 
of  a  dish  on  the  floor  as  if  she  sought  thus  to  better  express 
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her  disgust    "Tr^i,„  -v'^/  147 

What  if  he  shouIdX  an  e2'1"''J°  ''^'"'"'''^  ^  bit  ago 
fer  much  round  yerVifs"  fow  '  f*^"''  ^''^^  ''°">  ^oTn 
et  then,  Injuns  LC22  bUd  'f  ''""  "'•  ^"^  "° 
'em,  when  they  cum  fer  thl  ?^  ^  1°'  '""  '"'^  back  with 
*ay  out  o'  the'^mer-        """"  °"'"="-'    ^het -s  the  easiest 

'e.°wit;:"h-   tr  ^'""^'  -'  '  -"<  Hear  him  pat  his 

*■  don't  reckon  I  Mi  r^  * 
it,  old  woman,"  he  re  urned""^^^'  °^'"='''°"  '"  '^^  way  o' 
with  the  humor  of  the  rught"'^^^;"'' ^ ^^^      '•^''^"'ted 
to  g.t  sight  o-  the  boys  tilHhe  ^.^  ". '  ^'''  ^''  "^em 

out  fer  fair.  I  reckon  om  hf  l^V  ""t'  '"'  ^  P'^'^^^ 
yonder,  thar  'H  be  one  hell  7a  th'  °  "'''  ^'«  ^^""  '" 
«"'  thet  hain't  whut  I  want  .  ^^'  f  "P  "'"■"^  he  'd  let  go 
'nough  ter  do  my  shaTf  bit  Thar  ^  •^'J''''"^-  ^'^  ^^<iy 
%htin-  if  I  ki„  help  i, ..  '  "'  '''""'  S°'"'  ter  be  no 

There  was  a  movement  as  if  th 
t;ons  and  I  hastily  drew  teck  m.?^  ""7  '^'"^^"S  P°»i- 
he  bench  once  more.  As  11?"!'"^  ^  -"^  ^^at  upon 
the  puncheon  slabs  under  foot  .^J'?^''  "^"''^^y^  °"«  "f 
as  though  loosened  from  it,  '"^  ^"'^'^  "^y  weight, 
•"ent  later  the  b^oadred  so'uaw"'"  'T"'"^''  ^  «- 
r-m.  glancing  i„  suspSsS":Vrer  sn";  '°°'  °^  ""= 
*d  so,  and  then  I  heard  her  »n    I  ^''y  ^^^  ^s  she 

the  house.    With  heart  thi>bb.wf  '°  °'''  ^"'^  °"'»ide 
covery,  I   bent  over,   Sed"^  '  V°^'  °'  ''"P""'""  '1'- 
erevice,  and  pried  at  Z  t      "'y,^"^*"   '"to  the  slight 
wholly  in  silence   ye    so  thoTo?M    'I''-     ''  ^'^'^^d.  no 
to  insert  my  head  fnto  the  na° o^*^  ^  ■«''  ^  ^^'  ^°°"  able 
vew  beneath.    There  was  a    "cT  h^'''  f "  ^=""  P^^'^I 
■n  height,  while  a  faint  bar  of  Heh   st!    "^  °'  '""^  *^°  ^«' 
d'stant  opening,  proved  there  mu,   k         '"^  '"  f™""  =ome 
°"t.    I  dropped  the  heavy  punThlK  \'  '"  ^^^  '^^ing 
and  sat  down  upon  the  bLch "„  fbL        '"'°  '*^  P°^'*'°"' 
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If  there  were  loose  puncheons  in  this  floor,  why  should 
there  not  be  in  the  other  also?  The  house  was  old,  the  rough 
slabs,  originally  ill  matched,  had  been  cleaved  out  by  the  axe 
and  poorly  dried,  while  wooden  pegs  had  been  utilized  in 
place  of  nails  to  hold  them  ',n  position.  Besides,  lifting 
from  beneath  would  afford  me  sufficient  purchase  to  tear 
away  any  ordinary  fastenings,  only  I  must  avoid  making 
noise  which  would  arouse  alarm.  By  Saint  Denis  I  I  woi  Id 
try  it.  The  more  I  overheard  of  old  Ansc's  plans  the  stronger 
grew  the  conviction  within  me  that  some  rare  deviltry  was 
being  hatched  for  early  consummation,  and  it  assuredly  cen- 
tred about  this  mystery  of  the  barred  west  wing.  Curiosity, 
if  no  higher  motive,  drove  me  resistlessly  forward,  and 
then  I  felt  it  would  be  a  fine  pleasure  to  circumvent  that 
whining  hypocrite  in  his  villany. 

Ccrtes,  he  was  restless  enough  all  the  day  long,  his  agita- 
tion perceptibly  increasing  as  the  hours  drew  on  toward  even- 
ing, and  no  messenger  darkened  the  sky-line  to  the  north- 
ward. He  must  have  been  out  upon  the  river  bank  fully 
twenty  times  that  afternoon,  peering  an  ously  over  the 
water;  twice  he  made  the  trip  across  in  b'  .umbersome  old 
scow,  and  climbed  the  opposite  bank,  an  I  jven  the,  ridge  of 
higher  land  beyond.  Once  I  saw  him  talking  with  Cassady, 
but  I  was  unable  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  latter,  or 
get  him  close  enough  for  the  exchange  of  a  hurried  word. 
In  truth  I  clurtg  to  my  bench  pretty  tightly,  trusting  thus 
to  better  bear  out  my  story  of  continued  weakness.  Anse 
dropped  in  every  few  minutes,  son\etimes  merely  to  walk 
acros  the  floor,  and  then  again  to  sit  down,  making  an 
endea.or  to  converse.  But  I  encouraged  him  little,  for  I 
hated  to  hear  his  blaspheming  mouth  give  utterance  to 
sacred  words,  and  he  waxed  more  and  more  into  the  habit 
as  the  day  waned,  his  shifty  eyes  ever  on  the  window  and 
those  low  hills  beyond.  There  were  times,  as  I  listened 
helplessly  to  his  nasal  droning,  when  I  felt  it  a  struggle 
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and  have  done^whL  i,  all  ""  '"°"  ""»'  '^'"^  "P'' 

doubt  i   conuredTood  f '"  "T^  ''*  ''""^''«'"  "^^    ^o 
heavV  a     fSh'Z'  ""t,"'r  '"^  °"'"  ^oor  closed 

the  hunving-knife  at  my  beU  '  ^  ""'^  """P°° 

near,  I  was  gu.ded  somewhat  by  the  soft  sighing  ofTl 
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night  wind  through  the  (light  opening.  !.  required  consid- 
erable exertion  to  squeeze  my  body  through,  yet  I  finally 
accomplished  it,  by  much  wriggling,  anil  rested  at  full  length 
in  the  weeds  outside,  breathing  heavily  from  labor  and  ex- 
citement. A  moment  I  hesitated,  wondering  if  I  could  dis- 
cover the  whereabouts  of  O  ..ady  amid  all  that  darkness; 
then,  dismissing  the  thought  as  far  too  venturesome  an  ex- 
periment, crept  si!  ntly  forward  upon  my  stomach,  aragging 
my  body  inch  b_v  i'.cli  toward  those  darker  shadows  of  the 
west  wing.  As  I  thus  passed  the  slightly  opened  door  lead- 
ing into  the  covered  paisageway  from  the  rear,  I  lifted  my 
head  until  I  could  peer  with  one  eye  across  the  threshold. 
There  was  a  bit  of  candle  sputtering  in  its  tin  socket  against 
the  wall,  throwing  fitful  gleams  of  yellow  light  amid  the 
black  shades  shrouding  everything  beyond  its  dim  radius. 
I  could  distinguish  nothing  moving,  yet  I  heard  the  creak- 
ing of  a  rope  bed,  and  felt  no  doubt  the  tired  squaw  was 
doing  her  trick  at  guard  comfortably  lying  down,  serenely 
confident  no  person  could  creep  unobserved  past  her  point 
of  vantage.  Thus  far  the  venture  had  proven  sufficiently 
easy;  if  God  speeded  it,  I  should  very  soon  uncover  old 
Anse's  trick,  and,  mayhap,  set  free  some  hapless  victim  of 
frontier  brutality. 

I  crept  half-way  around  that  west  wing,  keeping  well 
under  cover  of  those  thick  weeds,  before  I  discovered  an 
opening  sufficiently  large  through  which  I  might  force  my 
body  into  that  narrow  black  vacancy  extending  beneath 
the  floor.  Then  I  advanced  with  caution  on  hands  and 
knees,  feeling  my  path  along  the  uii.ven  and  slightly  damp 
ground,  fearful  lest  I  strike  some  unknown  obstacle  in  the 
darkness.  As  I  thus  progressed  I  tested,  as  silently  as 
possible,  the  puncheon  slabs  overhead,  pressing  them  up- 
ward with  my  hand,  even  striving  to  loosen  them  by  prying 
into  their  intricacies  with  the  stout  point  of  my  knife.  I 
tnet   with   small   success,   however,   until   I   had  traversed 
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finger,  encoun.ere.l  a  slab  whTr  vllH   I  «™P'"f 

pressure  tha.  I  was  enabled!  n    i  '"  '™''">'  '°  'h' 

inch,  sliding.  ,t  acros! "he  1    r/    "  '"'""^  "'•■'■  '"'^h  ^y 

;Ha.  even  I  VerfZ?;  sS/^d^:;  tT^'  '"  '^'-"' 
"«  passajfe.  '      ■"^'  '"«  faint  sound  of 

Accoinplishinir  this  {eat  r  «.      j    ■• 
-me  ,i,n  of  ..fove^enror  pS;  Ttff  '"'""^  '"' 
No  sound  reached  me  excent  ,h  ,  u     ^'  '■°°'"  "^^^e- 

heart,  and  I  ventured  u^l  "'""  """"P'"^  °f  "-v  own 
"rough  the  aper^u  e  M^  .T'"^,  ""  """  ^-"--'X 
»ilence  and  darknes  vet  ^T^  .^'"P*  '"  P^"'"""^ 
distant  rising  moon  1.  ■  u  '^'"'"^  ""=  'iRht  of  the 
row  ribbon  ^rrerrsHhlr'^''  "j^  "'"<'°*  '"  ="  "-■ 
render  the  surrounding  "Urn  m^r'e      '  ?"'''  '"''='  '» 

quietness  more  sombre  I  drTmrTf  "™  u"""'  "'^  """ 
now  between  mv  telfh  ^    "  "P'  ""^  ''nife  gripped 

fronting  mel^nd  rredtlh!  'T  '"'  ^"■ 
L.ttle  by  little  I  mastered  the  dt,  anee  "m'  "  '"",  ""^''"y- 
upon  one  knee.     Then  sudden  •' '"'^<^ ''^'^"'•e'y 

into  the  faint  n^ool^m  l^'ugT Ih  '"'  """'  ''^^P' 
of  a  pistol  barrel  within  an  Ll    7^  °"""°"'  ^""^^ 

tively  shrank  down  Sm  before  it     ""  *='"•  ^"''  '"'"- 

back^^rTtkryouT^^'"  "^'"'^  ^°-  "'='^>^     "Go 
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CHAPTER  XV 

'  WHAT  I  FOUND  IN  THE  WEST  WING 

■'  I  ^HRILLED  as  it  was  with  excitement,  it  was  undoubt- 

*■  ediy  the  voice  of  a  woman.  Yet  such  knowledge 
brought  small  comfort  in  the  circumstances,  and  I  spoke 
quickly,  fearful  lest  her  very  terror  might  result  in  an 
inadvertent  pressure  upon  the  trigger. 

"  I  am  here  as  your  friend ;  I  beg  you,  do  not  fire  until  you 
hear  me." 

The  menacing  pistol  barrel  was  not  lowered,  but  a  slight 
quaver  of  doubt  sounded  in  the  softened  voice. 

"  A  friend  ?     Then  name  yourself ;   are  you  English  ?  " 

"  No,"  I  answered  frankly,  yet  now  using  that  tongue  in 
hope  it  might  help  to  calm  and  reassure  her,  "  yet  willing 
enough  to  sacrifice  in  your  cause,  if  by  any  chance  you  are 
surrounded  by  danger " 

Before  I  had  completed  the  sentence  a  second  figure  — 
slight  and  misty  in  that  dim  light  — swept  ghostlike  across 
the  pale  moonbeam,  while  a  hand  grasped  the  arm  extending 
the  pistol. 

"  Do  not  fire !  "  exclaimed  a  second  voice,  sounding  clear 
as  a  bell.  "  As  I  live,  it  must  be  that  very  coureur  de  bois 
with  whom  you  danced  back  at  Chartres."  She  peered  down 
eagerly,  seekirg  clearer  glimpse  at  my  shrouded  face.  "  Am 
I  not  right,  Monsieur?    You  are  that  Raoul  de  Coubert?" 

"  I  am,  indeed,  Mademoiselle,"  and  I  cannot  tell  how 
my  heart  leaped  at  this  sudden  revelation  of  their  identity. 
"  Yet  I  dreamed  not  who  you  might  prove  to  be  until  you 
spoke." 
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'o__assure  herself  as  to  my  rr;resenc:     °"''  '""^  '"""'^ 

exciS  her  Z::"SL^^I  '"  '^"^  ^^»  "^ ■"  ^he 
"Why,wehavetraven.H  •'"*   ""=°'«:«''ed  pleasure, 

night  I;  oldSrt  :r  How  !"'""  "^  P^"^''  'hat  far-away 
here  once  again  up^n  tt^e  JX  of  th''  "^,;''°""  ""=^' 
■t  not  most  peculiar,  MonJeZ"  ^'  ""'''''"^^^-    ^^ 

-hiS7i^Ltirz:r "'.°  """""^''  ^'-^'-^  "■'e  a 

and  perplexit;?  asteneTul""'  V''  '^"^''  "'*%oubt 
tho.,h  she  w  Jd  sp'ak  Tt  ""L  ''  '"  "P^  "^"^'^  " 
expression  of  .'-^certabtv  J.^.^  ?  ""  """^''=^-  Her 
ness  the  in^potenroTLrpS.'-Je^e^  "^"^^"^  °'  ^-''- 
>eft;o=J:S::^S:"'^^-->e.hada,,hee„ 
now.  and  marking  as  I  did  so  h'  Ar  '  ^'"'"«^  ""^  ^^=' 
instantly  back,  as  if  fearf^  of  .  T  ^  "-l^'  ^'™^  -^^-^^ 
daintily  aside  her  skir^      i       f"*act  with  me,  drawing 

'»rreljetgli;meredfa?ntrv  rt''"'  '"  "'^'='"  *^  P-'o' 
arch  face  of  Z  Questfonl^ .  ."  ""^  ''''  ^^"'^'^  "P°"  *e 
"  Yet  the  honTst  t^hTstha  iTav'^s"'  '"  *^  '"°°""^'"- 
ing  for  you,  and  the  e  ar^  not  I  ^"'''""^'^  ''^^^'=''- 

between  here  and  thTlll^orc  r^Tsr^ke^  ''''"''^"' 
-_ very  wonderful  under  those  dr^um"  iTs  !^^  °"^  "'^''^ 

even  k„orwe"iTnThis%r'"""-  ^^°  *^'  ^^  <^"^  -* 
Alene  coldly.    ^'  Monsie  '  ■,  T'    'T""'""  Mademoiselle 

MancetotruVifXTe-alirthroL^f^  ^-'  - 
returlSrielTeS  "^'^  "  ''''  '''"'"''  '  ^^^  -  ^ 
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journey  began.  Even  a  coureur  de  bois  may  feel  hurt  at 
having  his  word  doubted,  Mademoiselle,  and  I  repeat  that  I 
have  been  seeking  you." 

"  Seeking  us  ? "  broke  in  Rene,  ignoring  all  else  in  her 
quick  surprise.    "  And  for  what  purpose,  Monsieur  ?  " 

I  looked  into  the  dark  wonder  of  her  questioning  eyes, 
and  the  piquant  beauty  of  her  face,  as  thus  revealed  by  that 
dim  lighting,  appealed  to  me  with  sudden  newness. 

"Because  I  gravely  feared  the  occurrence  of  this  very 
thing  which  has  apparently  already  come  to  pass  —  the  foul 
treachery  of  that  half-breed  whom  you  trusted." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  us,  Monsieur,  that  you  have  travelled 
all  these  leagues  because  of  this  ?  " 

"  No ;  I  had  other  work  to  accomplish  in  this  same  quar- 
ter; yet  that  possibility  has  never  been  long  absent  from 
my  mind,  and  I  have  consequently  been  watchful  for  you." 
She  drew  yet  closer  toward  me,  and  I  knew  she  was 
intently  studying,  as  well  as  the  dim  light  would  admit, 
the  expression  upon  my  face. 

"  It  is  most  strange  you  should  feel  such  deep  interest, 
for  we  have  met  only  once,  and  may  scarcely  claim  that 
as  an  acquaintance,"  she  said  at  length,  her  voice  low  and 
tremulous.  "Yet  if  this  is  all  true,  as  you  tell  it,  why 
chanced  it.  Monsieur  Coubert,  that  we  were  not  warned  of 
our  danger  while  yet  at  Chartres,  and  before  we  had  made 
so  grievous  a  venture  ?  " 

"  You  forget.  Mademoiselle,  that  I  merely  met  you  for  a 
moment  in  the  dance.  That  gave  me  no  authority  to  inter- 
fere with  plans  already  largely  matured,  nor  could  I  fiaiter 
myself  that  the  mere  suspicions  of  a  wandering  coureur 
de  bois  would  have  great  weight  with  either  you  or  your 
mistress." 

She  laughed  softly,  her  teeth  a  dazzling  row  of  whiteness. 

"  My  mistress  ?    I  should  say  not.     Hear  you  Monsieur 

Coubert's  wise  words,  you  silent  English  lily?     Pif!    but 
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strangely  stilted  for  the Hni=  Jf  ^"^^*  ""P'"^^''  ^^'"''i"s 
such  as  you  make  ;  fenc^L  beL"'?  J""'""  ""^<'^^-' 
confession,  now  that  you "rt  Snc/f  •  ,  '^  ^°"  ^'^'''  f"" 
knowledge  frankly  thafyou  a  °"M"  ''  "'"'"'  ""''  ""=- 
man  in  disguise  perchance". T'        .'  ^"'^  ''^^''  ^  ""ble- 

"I  would  I  were  ft  ""     ''°^°'"/"«'d  °f  'he  King." 
i^  true,  MademSe   L?  ?"  "''''•   •>"'  "^vertheless  it 
these  backwool  td  ev  7a  /IT  "."".^  '"^^  •"-  -'° 
both  birth  and  breeding  "  '"'  ''*  *""  "'='y  P°»»ess 

toward  her,  f^r  w  tho„t  a  1  """"""^'^  -"^  ^'''^  i-c 
with  quiet  deli  e"  tenes3  inTaT';''  '''"■""''  ""^  "°- 
f"l  raillery  of  her  comp  'ion  TdiiT'7'  '°  *^  P'^y- 
acterized  her  manner  while  h^r  ^  ^  °^  '■<^'"'^*  =har- 
the  slightest  familSty      '      '  ^'"^  '°"^  '"''"'<'  '<>  ^rbid 

f|r;ad;Xo?nd:d  ?M:d:Iie''R"^^^  ''"^^"°" 

knew  ill  of  the  Ene-Ii^h  „  "  Rene  — ,f  you  really 

why  were  we  left  unwaJd  "7,"  "'"^  ''  ^°"  ^hartres^ 
It  would  seem  to  me  vrr  .  .  "^"^  '"'°  =^«ain  danger? 
j^^^  „  m  to  me  your  fme  for  interference  is  somewhat 

it  ZZ.TL1XZZ  ™^  °'  ^  '^'"^ '"  -<>- 

--whatr^St?^-— -s-^^. 
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Villiers  and  Madame  Lecomte  against  the  half-breed,  and 
they  pledged  me  to  use  their  utmost  endeavors  to  prevent 
your  departure  in  his  company  on  such  a  journey.  I  left 
Chartres  feeling  hopeful  of  their  success." 

"  And  yet  presumed  to  follow  us  ?  I  ask  you  again,  for 
what  purpose,  Monsieur  ?  " 

The  question  sounded  so  frigidly  stately,  so  full  of  a  con- 
temptuous disdain,  I  began  to  deem  this  young  English- 
woman to  be  a  mere  !;!cck  of  ice,  who  would  remain 
unmelted  even  by  gratitude. 

"  I  did  "ot  presume  to  follow  you.  Mademoiselle  Mait- 
land,"  I  returned,  feeling  something  of  her  own  sarcastic 
coldness  creeping  into  my  voice.  "  I  left  the  Illinois  country 
some  three  days  in  advance  of  you." 

"  And  waited  here  to  intercept  us,  it  seems,"  she  inter- 
jected haughtily,  and  turned  to  her  companion.  "  Come, 
Rene,  whatever  may  be  this  man's  true  purpose  in  thus  in- 
terfering in  our  affairs,  it  is  perfectly  clear  he  has  no  inten- 
tion of  confiding  it  to  us.  What  use  then  for  any  longer 
converse  ? " 

The  younger  woman  glanced  from  her  face  to  mine 
undecided. 

"  Bien,  Mademoiselle,  but  I  do  not  quite  see  it  in  that 
way,"  she  exclaimed,  with  a  degree  of  freedom  somewhat 
surprising.  "  To  me  this  grows  most  interesting,  ay,  and 
romantic!  It  is  not  often  distressed  damsels  find  so  per- 
sistent a  cavalier.  Pish!  such  unselfish  devotion  deserves 
reward  rather  than  a  cool  dismissal.  And  do  you  know. 
Monsieur,  I  sought  after  you  all  those  three  days  at  the  fort, 
and  no  one  would  tell  me  whither  you  had  disappeared  so 
suddenly.  I  greatly  desired  another  of  those  mad  French 
dances  ere  we  became  lost  in  this  wilderness.  Ay,  and, 
though  she  is  chilly  enough  now,  Madenioiselle  Alene  here 
did  even  express  a  faint  —  a  very  faint  —  wish  to  venture 
again  upon  an  English  measure  with  so  proper  a  partner! " 
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da?n:si:tX'tf°Ssi:^7  rr  --^ '- ««' 

shoulder.  ^""''   ^^<^«   backward   over   her 

"Do  I  truly,  fair  Mistress  Alene?    Pn^fi   v  • 
than  my  way.     You  shonlH  1/        '•  '   "  '=  "°  """-e 

"•"e;  and  ilonsieur  is  F,"!  "  "-.7'"  '"""^^  "^  '"'^ 
Besides,  if  he  reallv  i,,  ^  '  f"''  '^'"  "°'  misunderstand 
on  my  faith,  I  do  not  ^u     ?.'  '"  "^"'^  °"  °"^  behalf -and 

him  realize  we  arelwCrr^'n"':  ""^  -""^  "-« 
speech  would  freeze  1  Jll^  ^'^°'^°'  '''"''•  Your  icy 
happened  it,  my  Zt"cZt"'"'T^  '  J"""-  ^et  how 
first  at  this  horribe  pteT"''  .^''^'^''='"'=^''»°='-rive 
days  in  advance  of  us '-  ^°"  '''P^"'''  '^''^"^^^  *ree 

.osL'/m'yCrt Ta^^r  ''^'7  f'°"^  *e  Kanka.ee. 
warned  in  adva-ice  and  ~ed  Wthe  h''  '°"^  '"'"^  -- 
-He-meX^-;-^^^^^^ 

and  I  saw  h-m  gnve  them  mone  sT  ''"l^'"'  "'^  ''^'^-''■■-ed. 
theyhadgoneh^a;SredTn;rret°'^f^'^^P^«^''-  ^fte; 
day  we  turned  norfhlard  towTrd  11^7^^^''  '""  ^'^ 

"SndTi"",'^  '°ward  both  of  youi-  '■ 

-reinr  ..t^',  l^Z^^^^  '°  ''^^  "^^  P'-s- 
and  worship  Mademoiselle  StaM  ?"^  '"°"^'^  ^^"  <l°wn 

You  should  see  hr  y  f^^v^'her  M  '''  '^  °"'^  ''^-• 
^'sily  she  holds  him  off  with  he '  1  ^"^'^"^''"d  how 
eood  as  a  play.    But  noor  m.   at  harrier -it  was  as 

deadly  weapon' of  def^e  in  lutv""" '    '  '"'  "°  -•=" 
»~         u«ence  m  all  my  armory,  and  because  I 
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chanced  to  smile  up  into  his  black  face  one  morning,  naturally 
dreaming  it  might  pleasure  him  to  make  such  a  show  of 
friendship,  he  did  venture  to  hold  me  somewhat  lightly  in 
his  thought.  My  faith  I  when  he  presumed  too  far  he  re- 
ceived a  lesson  that  quickly  sobered  him.  Ay,  he  was  kind, 
Monsieur;  but  it  was  the  kindness  of  a  chained  bear." 

"  Where  is  the  fellow  now,  and  how  happens  it  I  discover 
you  locked  in  this  room  ?  Is  this  a  part  of  his  scheme,  or  is 
there  other  reason  for  so  strange  a  procedure  ? " 

It  was  Mistress  Alene  who  answered  me,  her  voice,  low 
and  musical  as  it  was,  contrasting  unpleasantly  with  the  gay, 
careless  tones  of  the  other. 

"  Not  at  all.  Monsieur ;  at  least  we  have  no  true  reason 
to  anticipate  any  wrong.  The  courier  has  merely  gone  north- 
ward to  the  principal  Indian  camp,  hoping  to  obtain  for  us 
safe  convoy  within  the  English  lines  at  Detroit.  We  expect 
his  return  at  any  moment.  He  explained  to  me  before  he 
departed  that  this  would  be  the  safest  resort  for  us,  and 
that  he  would  trust  us  for  a  few  hours  to  the  care  of  the 
ferryman,  who  was  his  friend.  After  he  left,  that  man  whom 
he  called  Anse  locked  us  in  here,  as  though  we  were  pris- 
oners. It  is  not  altogether  pleasant,  and  has  even  made  us 
wonder  if  some  evil  might  not  be  contemplated,  yet  beyond 
this  there  has  nothing  occurred  of  which  we  can  complain." 

"  Was  no  reason  given  for  thus  confining  you  ?  " 

"  Only  that  it  would  prevent  our  being  observed  by  others 
who  chanced  this  way.  It  is  a  time  of  grave  danger  along 
the  frontier,  and  unprotected  English  girls  might  be  in  much 
peril  were  we  discovered  by  any  band  of  roving  savages 
before  he  had  obtained  protection  from  Pontiac." 

"The  half-breed  told  you  this?"  I  glanced  at  the  two 
faces  revealed  in  the  moonlight,  the  one  almost  ethereal  in 
its  fairness,  made  visionary  by  the  gold  gleam  of  the  framing 
hair;  the  other  darker,  with  sparkling  eyes,  the  fresh  color 
pulsing  through  the  rounded  cheeks.    What  contrast  could 
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be  greater  than  these  two  presenter)      f^    c    ■ 
Summer  of  maidenhood.  ""^  ^^""8  ""<»  "^e 

"  Did  he,  Monsieur?"  burst  in  Ri.,.  •        ,  ■ 
clasped  together  as  she  fc!",  '        ,     J'"''"'"^''^' ''"  ^ands 
I  could  r^d  the  faIsehooJ?n  h^  '  '"""'•     "  ^^'   ""^ 
know  not  what  mav  h.T  ^"  '''*"  "  ^e  said  it.    I 

a..ou,h  M^erA  ttK  h;  s;/ret:r:r' '°^ -'■• 

And  that  old  Anse  •'  ste  n?  r''  1°"""^  '"^^^-^  "^em. 
™.ht  to  expresr  Lp,fi  'Z^^  "^  ^^  JP'  as.a  chiid 
twice,  snivelling  and  anoHn,,       •  ^  ''*'"*  '"  "^^re 

to  have  prayers  S  him  H  m'T'  ""''  °"«  ''^'^^'l  "'' 
rid  of  him  I  shJked  M^H  ?  ,  "'"  "™y  ''^a^"  To  be 
not  of  that  ejTon  ifwr°'""'  ""  '^"'"^  "'■"  ^^  w^- 
faces  when  llfZJlZ\T  T'  '""  '"  ''^^  ''°"'  *eir 
gan  as  though  I  wfuW  tn  my'Lt  "Tu  r""^  ^"'^  "*■ 
his  business  quick  enough  "  "  """'  •"■"  ^l^"' 

he^Tlp^nionCo'verslt^^^^^  fr"''  ^='<'-°-"e," 
glanceofhereyeslsslS;^  '  "'°"^'"  ""= 

"Every  suspicL  ^di^g"  :4te„\\Ttr  "''^ ''^^  "P^- 
not  worthy  to  be  thus  reLV  H  ^  "   °"''  '"'"''^   '^ 

ance.    While  I  hke  i^  no^  .  *  """^  <=''^"«  acquaint- 

necessary  for  olr  safey'  'Th"el  ^^  '"  ""  ''"'^^'"'°"  ''' 
better  than  we  the  eSjme  n  eTo  Itrrnd"'""  ^^ 
saw  that  upon  thp  i^„r«      ,.■!       <=aution,  and  surely  we 

reaH.eourS.tLilTer;'::""'''^''  ^""""^  -''^  - 

prehS'Ssfrd:  °"  '°  '"'^  °"'^^'  --^  =""«  'o  com- 

on'ytm^^T-'  "-"  *-'  ^°«  -ffered  attack  while 

-  passed  unmolested,  yet  MistLTAlene VShUnt; 
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rebuke  of  my  thoughtlesi  speech.  It  was  the  fort  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Saint  Joseph,  where  we  left  the  great  lake  and 
turned  eastward.  That  was  in  ruins,  and  still  smoking  when 
we  passed  the  site.  The  half-breed  would  not  permit  us  to 
stop  and  land,  for  fear  some  savages  might  yet  lurk  in  the 
neighborhood,  yet  even  from  the  boat,  as  we  passed  swiftly, 
we  saw  three  dead  bodies  lying  close  beside  the  bank ;  Eng- 
lish soldiers  they  must  have  been,  from  their  red  coats. 
They  had  been  mutilated  most  horribly."  She  lifted  her 
hands  to  her  face  as  if  to  shut  out  that  gruesome  sight. 

I  stood  in  silence,  my  eyes  upon  them,  thinking  rapidly. 
What  was  to  be  done?  How  best  could  I  bring  these  two 
forth  from  this  labyrinth  of  peril?  I  no  longer  had  any  doubt 
as  to  the  fell  purpose  of  the  half-breed  —  why  he  had  left 
them  here  and  gone  alone  to  the  camp  of  the  Ottawas ;  and 
I  understood  fairly  well  who  it  was  old  Anse  was  expecting 
to  appear  along  that  northern  trail.  With  both  ends  of 
the  foul  plot  in  my  hands  I  could  comprehend  its  meaning 
clearly  enough,  but  how  was  I  to  circumvent  the  plotters,  and 
guide  those  helpless  flies,  already  caught  in  the  web,  to  some 
place  of  comparative  safety?  I  knew  very  little  as  to  hovi 
Pontiac's  hordes  of  savages  were  distributed,  yet  beyond  all 
question  every  possible  route  leading  into  Detroit  would  be 
securely  guarded.  To  my  mind  the  sole  means  of  attaining 
the  shelter  of  those  English  palisades  would  be  the  river, 
and  under  cover  of  darkness  —  but  we  possessed  no  boat, 
no  knowledge,  even,  of  where  one  might  be  obtained.  The 
longer  I  reflected  the  more  hopeless  appeared  the  situation, 
the  more  completely  was  I  driven  back  to  .  '  nee  on  the 
exercise  of  my  undoubted  authority  over  Pen  c.  Of  this 
there  could  be  no  question.  As  a  French  officer,  accredited 
to  represent  Monsieur  de  Villiers,  and  bearing  his  special 
message  pledging  assistance,  that  haughty  war -chief  of  the 
Ottawas  would  never  dare  permit  his  vengeful  warriors  to 
lay  harmful  hands  on  any  under  my  protection.    A  handful 
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was  no  fool.  I  reTted  mv  «!'  ^''"'-  '"''  ""'  P°""''«= 
skin  covered  package   Tecurefv  7  ?'".'''^'^  "P*'"  ">=  °"- 

confidenceretu'rnijto'eastddso  T.''  ""  "*"'  '^"^ 
ure  at  such  a  moment  totalize  I  hi  .  ,  *"  "  '""^  P'^^^^' 
that  which  would  so  easil™  f'^^  '"  ""^  P°"«=«ion 

half-breed,  the  sne^kinl  /  >,  °'"'  "''  machinations  of  the 
it  would  b;  fine  s^rt Id'^H^^^  °'  ""^  ^nse.  Saint  Denis  I 
the  denouements^'     '''''  ""'' '°  *'"^''  '"eir  faces  when 

RaL'^ltl^rc^hirLTT^r"  P--"."  Po-ed 
been  found  grievous  lu,twith°'h:' '  "''  '  '""^  *>"'  i^' 
this  I  smiled."  "■  '^"'"«  "'  »"^h  a  time  as 

d^;l'7ht^a!^,teter:•gSo*'^^"^^  ^  ''--'<'  ^ 
lany,"  I  answered  quickTv      "  If^  '.'T'  ""  ""'  ^''■ 

will  only  consent  to  res^^  „„  T"  ''"'*  ^"'^"^  ^lene 
guidance,  we  ha  1  las  wfrnf. "'':''  ""™=*^«dly  to  my 
those  wh;  now  hlTou'prnt"''^  ""'  °^  '"^  P'"'  °^ 
esclp?:;??';::,'"^"  '"^^^'^-^  -^^  ^°"  wouM  have  us 

ransom.  He  can  dot[;,  tVy'^  ro:';^' tfha'"^  '"  ^°"^ 
in  your  caoturc     Tt  Jo  n,       l  appear  to  have  any  part 

such  as  he'  and  old  A  ^e'  "'uTd^"'  '  ~""<^'  ""'  "  ''  i-' 
I  would  have  both  of  o«  .  """'  '"'"'^  '°  '=°"^°='- 
There  I  will  demand  of  th  w  ,  "''  ^'"'  "«=  '°  P°'«iac. 
the  ve.T  ea  es  of  ^h  °f  the  ch.ef  an  escort  of  his  warriors  to 

to  the  ^es^of  Ih  aTn  ut  a.^°"  "-'  '^^^  "°  ''^  " 
to  compel  him  to  accede  to  m"' request  '"  "*"""'  P""^-" 
They  both  stared  at  me  with  incredulous  eyes. 
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formed  you  that  the  English  messenger  has  departed  to  the 
Ottawa  camp  upon  that  same  mission.  We  have  less  reason 
to  mistrust  him  than  we  have  to  mistrust  you.  If  he  fail, 
armed  as  he  is  with  passports  from  Monsieur  de  Villiers, 
pray,  Monsieur,  why  should  we  place  any  confidence  in  a 
mere  coureur  de  bois,  a  wandering  hunter,  without  either 
position  or  prestige?  For  one,  I  greatly  prefer  to  remain 
here,  awaiting  the  summons  of  a  man  who,  at  least,  bears 
with  him  the  authority  of  my  own  people." 

I  bowed  quietly  before  her  harsh  words,  stiffening  myself 
to  what  I  already  realized  must  prove  a  struggle  for  mastery. 

"  And  what  about  you.  Mademoiselle  ?  "  I  asked,  turning 
slightly  toward  the  other.  "  Do  you  also  retain  such  implicit 
faith  in  the  honor  of  this  half-breed  messenger  that  you 
prefer  his  protection  to  mine  before  Pontiac  ?  " 

She  stood  in  silence,  gazing  intently  into  my  face,  as  if  she 
would  search  out  each  hidden  secret. 

"  I  thoroughly  hate  and  despise  that  half-breed,"  she  ad- 
mitted at  last,  speaking  with  such  utter  frankness  that  slie 
seemed  to  have  forgotten  any  other  presence  in  the  room; 
"  he  is  cruel,  deceitful,  base ;  and,  Monsieur,  I  like  you ;  you 
have  a  good  face,  the  look  somehow  of  a  gentleman.  I  know 
a  man  when  I  meet  one,  whether  it  be  at  court  or  in  the  back- 
woods ;  yet  why  should  I  not  ask,  even  as  did  Alene,  how  a 
mere  coureur  de  bois  —  a  vagrant  trader  in  furs  at  the  best 
—  can  possess  greater  influence  in  the  camp  of  these  hostile 
savages  than  an  English  messenger  armed  with  French  pass- 
ports ?  Surely,  Monsieur,  we,  who  perchance  peril  our  very 
lives  in  this  decision,  have  the  best  of  reasons  for  asking  the 
question." 

"  And  to  you  I  will  answer  it  frankly,"  I  replied  as  she 
paused  to  catch  breath.  "  Honesty  begets  honesty,  and  you 
have  taught  me  a  lesson  of  confidence  to-night  that  I  shall 
not  soon  forget.  I  am  not  a  coureur  de  bois,  Mademoiselle, 
but  an  officer  of  France,  bearing  official  message  direct  from 
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I  hold  a  captain's  commission,"  I  answers)   m„  k    ^ 

warming  instantly  to  her  words-  "LJ,u^7       '  ^  '"*'^ 

your  trust.  I  willLdThrve  wi'th  ZV         ™^  ''''"^''"' 
from  Fnrt  rt,,-        \.  "* "  companion  a  soldier 

irom  i-ort  Chartres  whom  you  very  well  V„r.^  7 

SrsT  '-'■  ^"-"  ^-»-'  oTthTf oStKe^rntt 

quS'iZstr ^'  '"•"^'"^  ""  ""■'  "--^^  '°^'«''-  with 
"  The  last  doubt  vanishes  into  thin  air,  Monsieur  le  r,nf 

Lt  nnT     r*^-^  \"^  ^'^'^P'y  '"  '°^'-  Monslur,    yet  you 

thinJ  S^vou"  ''a'-  ""'"';,•  '^="  "°"'^  *^  E"sHsh  officers 
HimK  ol  you?  A  mere  illiterate,  uncouth  private-  in  tr,„u 
but  an  i,uh  renegade  in  arms  against  his  Khg'  '    "  '""'' 

Jacques,   he,  at  least,  is  interesting,  and  so  droll.  Monsieur 
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le  Capitaine,  with  an  eye  that  makes  you  lauRh  just  to  look 
into  it,  and  ever  a  gay  quip  on  his  tongue.  Ah,  but  1  know 
you  now,  for  they  told  me  back  at  the  fort  Jacques  ha<l  ac- 
companied an  officer  eastward  with  despatches.  Monsieur, 
of  course  we  will  go  with  you." 

The  two  girls  looked  at  each  other,  and  I  waited  anxiously 
for  Mistress  Alene  to  utter  some  word  in  endorsement  of 
her  companion's  independent  decision.  But  she  remained 
strangely  silent,  standing  like  a  fair  white  statue  in  the  moon- 
beam. In  that  intense  stillness  my  heart  gave  a  great  throb 
—  there  was  borne  to  us  a  sudden  noise  from  the  outer  pas- 
sageway, a  gruff  shout  of  command,  the  hurling  down  of 
a.  wooden  bar  clattering  upon  the  floor.  I  had  barely  time 
to  take  one  quick  step  forward,  thus  interposing  my  body 
before  those  shrinking  women,  when  the  door  was  flung 
wide  open,  permitting  a  stream  of  light  to  burst  into  our 
faces,  and  flooding  the  interior  with  a  glow  of  color. 


C/IAPTER   XVI 

it  now -that  1,„„.  lo,v  r,  ,  '  /  ,  "",''  ''™-  ^  ""  »«^ 
rough  puncheon  .Vk,  ,  '  ;,^Z  '^"'"1  °^^-""-e.  «"« 
the  black  shadows  half  . ,  ,  H  .'  ,!^;,  '"""'"*f /^e  walls, 
head,  now  dimly  illuming  b  ,  e,  fTT  ""t"  "'"- 
merou,  pine  knots  upheld  in    he    I    "  °'"  ""'"  """ 

sweeping  in  through  the  open  door  """/'^^""'y'  "^"^  ^'eam 
ins:  dizzily  to  the^airo'Tr  ;h^'"°'=°'°'•''^''<■•- 
together  with  what  ,n,an  p^  e  we  cImT"  'T'  ■'■ 
appeared  packed  with  men    th.i   7  ""'"^  "^   ""'' 

torch   shadows    their^n  ""'  ^''"'^y  ^'^'^c  ,i,  ,„ 

".enace.  I  I;  oW  An?*""""  ""''''^'  """  «"=''  -''" 
coat,  and  numerou  ^:^d tns  TatfedT V"  •"■'  '°"«  ''' '^ 
skins  shining  with  oi  the^r' ,^"^1  I  "'""  *'"^''  "'"^  ^ed 
while  among  these  pressed  o?'^'  ^'"^"^  ^'^  '^^t. 
helplessly  bftwe  'thTmassetfif  ^'"'"'  "  '^  *^''^«« 
blanket-coats  and  red  ca^s  of  ,   *^  ^^'P'^^'^''  "^*  ^"^ 

Fronting  them  we  :aited1n  Ird^  itlf ""  T^""' 
spring,  the  lonir  knif.  „i       •    °7'"^'  ^  f"*''  crouched  for  a 

me  cowered  the  two  eS^T?  "'^.'"^  '"  "'^  ''^"''=  "^Wnd 
fitful  glimmer  of  tTe/'  J'""  ^"""^  '''«'  '""^h^d  by  the 
terror  "'^  """"'  *"'  ^y^"  fi"ed  with  unspeakable 

»nS/t'::rirSt::!T:oSr  -r ""  '- 

of  my  own  heart,  the  sobbing  breathiltf''.,!'''  """'  '"'" 

"^-d  -  Then  Old  Anse^a's::;"i:^s,*^;i:s 
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laugh,  so  filled  with  cruel  exultation  that  I  involuntarily 
straightened  as  though  he  had  struck  me  with  the  long  rifle 
in  his  hand. 

"  Well,  you  English  villain,"  he  cried  in  his  sneaking,  nasal 
voice,  "  so  we  have  caught  you  at  your  little  game!  " 

His  chance  words  proved  the  very  inspiration  I  required, 
the  unintended  clue  necessary  to  guide  my  action.  To  fight 
alone  against  such  overwhelming  numbers,  with  no  weapon 
except  a  knife,  would  be  sheer  madness  —  audacity,  the  cool 
assumption  of  authority,  alone  offered  the  slightest  hope  of 
escape  — of  even  decent  treatment  at  the  hands  of  such  a 
gang  of  mongrel  ruffians.  It  all  came  to  me  in  one  sudden 
flash  with  his  chance  use  of  that  hated  term,  "  Englishman." 
"  The  fellow  who  calls  me  English,  lies,"  I  said  sternly, 
using  the  French  tongue.  "  And  here,  or  elsewhere,  I  will 
brand  it  on  him." 

With  one  qukk  stride  forward  I  faced  my  man,  too 
astounded  by  such  unexpected  *ion  to  realize  its  true 
meaning,  and,  before  he  might  <.ven  fling  up  his  arm  to 
ward  the  blow,  I  struck  him  a  stinging  slap  across  the  lips 
with  my  open  hand. 

"  There  is  the  answer  of  an  officer  of  France  to  the  insult 
of  a  blaspheming  cur."  I  exclaimed,  fronting  that  dark  ring 
of  angry  faces  as  if  they  were  slaves,  yet  never  once  per- 
mitting my  eyes  to  wander  from  the  eyes  of  the  man  I 
had  struck.  "  Is  there  another  among  you  who  will  care 
to  brand  me  Englishman  ?  " 

I  heard  a  low  grunt  of  approval  from  those  stolid  war- 
riors nearest,  and  knew  my  bold  front  had  produced  the 
effect  desired.  One  of  these,  a  huge  fellow,  overtopping 
the  others  by  some  inches,  and  an  Ojibway  by  evidence  of 
his  headdress,  laid  heavy  restraining  hand  on  old  Anse's 
uplifted  arm.  The  action  yielded  me  fresh  mcentive  to 
press  home  my  advantage. 
"Escort  us  to  Pontiac,"  I  commanded  shortly;   "I  will 
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mke^explanation  of  my  actions  to  no  other  than  that 

I  could  clearly  distinguish  their  faces  now,  as  my  eves 
became  accustomed  to  the  radiations  of  light    a^d  7^1 
therein    doubt,    wonderment,    perplexity.      Who    was   tWs 
strange  man  daring  to  front  them  in  such  utter  disrrardo 
their  power?    Who  but  a  chief  would  thus  ventureTo  com 

contempt  mto  their  very  teeth?  Surely  he  could  be  no 
w^dering  fugitive  of  the  woods,  in  spite  of  rough  do.hes 
and  disordered  apparel.     Such  reckless  daring  ft  such  a 

uUes^  sot"'  r^  "r  •""'^^'  =""°"^  *-  '.iute,"  L- 
ftil  est  some  mistake  be  made,  some  affront  be  giv^en  to 
Pontiac.  Instantly  I  realized  to  the  full  my  advantage  and 
began  to  press  it  home,  before  the  slightest  reacUon'should 

couifput"::;;  mVvtt  '!?"'r "'',;"  "^  ^'''™"^"  ^ 

t-ui  iiiio  my  voice,  and  especially  you  chief  of  the 
Ojibways  you.  no  doubt,  have  been  brought  here  bv  that 
sneaking  hound  yonder,  who  told  you  I  was^n  Englishman 

brand  hT'  'T  '"*'"^-  ^  *^"  y°"  ''^  "ed,  fnd  have 
branded  h.m  with  it  in  your  very  presence.  While  eve^ 
drop  of  black  blood  running  i  i  his  veins  is  Engl  h,  TZ 
French;  ay  more,  an  officer  from  Fort  Chartres,  beari^ 
a  message  of  the  utmost  importance  direct  from  MoS 

yourS'- °  "•    ''°"  ""'  '^^  ^°"^  ""-'^  -  ™-' 

i:^™  t^Mtm?  i:^::^  '■ "  ^-  -  -  — d 

"Did  I,  indeed?"    I  laughed,  with  a  tone  of  the  utmost 

I  thought  It  would  be  best.    Nevertheless  I  am  French  and 
perfectly  able  to  prove  it.     No  doubt  you  already  hoidaf 
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prisoner  the  soldier  who  accompanied  me  here  —  bring 
him  hither,  and  hear  his  testimony." 

There  was  a  touch  of  cool  dignity  in  my  voice  which  had 
its  instant  effect  on  that  motley  crowd.  I  distinguished  a 
sound  of  scuffling  back  in  the  passageway ;  then  the  black 
ring  at  the  door  parted  slightly,  and  the  figure  of  a  man  was 
thrust  violently  through. 

"  There  he  is,  master,"  cried  a  shrill  voice,  "  an'  ye  're 
mighty  welcome  to  the  little  devil." 

Cassady  fairly  stumbled  forward,  his  hands  bound 
tight  at  his  back,  and  would  surely  have  fallen,  had  not  the 
big  Ojibway  caught  him  by  the  collar,  and  held  him  up- 
right. He  formed  a  pitiful  object  as  the  light  revealed 
clearly  his  plight,  and  bore  many  evidences  of  having 
made  a  most  valiant  struggle  before  yielding  to  over- 
whelming numbers.  His  face  was  discolored  Irom  blows 
and  stained  with  blood,  while  his  coat  clung  to  liis  back 
in  mere  strips  of  rags.  And  he  had  been  captured,  not  con- 
quered, for  his  eyes  gleamed  viciously,  and  he  twisted  about 
in  that  iron  grip  holding  him,  seeking  vainly  for  some  oppor- 
tunity to  retaliate  against  his  captors. 

"  Lit  go  o'  me,  ye  big,  naked  rid  haythcn,"  he  howled, 
snapping  with  his  tetch  at  the  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 
"  Bedad,  an'  Oi  '11  foight  wid  anny  two  uv  ye  if  ye  '11  give 
me  half  a  chance — Holy  Mother!  there's  Rene!"  And 
he  stopped,  staring,  his  face  instantly  as  white  as  a  corpse. 

"  Yes,  my  man,"  I  said  stepping  forward  where  I  could 
Mtch  his  eye  fairly.  "  It  is  Rene  and  Mademoiselle,  and  the 
time  has  come  for  us  to  serve  them  in  other  ways  than 
dreaming.  The  fighting  is  over ;  now  I  want  you  to  answer 
a  question  or  two.  Speak  the  truth,  and  you  will  preserve 
your  own  life,  as  well  as  these  others.    Who  am  I  ? " 

He  looked  at  me,  evidently  in  some  doubt  as  to  my 
exact  meaning,  his  mind  perhaps  a  trifle  dulled  by  what  he 
had  passed  through. 
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muttered,  h  s  eyes  rovinl  u     "'""  "<*  varments,"  he 

now,  is  i't  the?a!     ruthyTanf  ef  o '^  °'  ?'^'='-    "  ^'^^"- 
imagination'"  ^  '  ^'  ""'^  ^  ''"  °  me  foine 

rank  at  Fort  Chartres  "  ^°"''  "^"^  ^"'^ 

h™  wet  his  dry  lips  with  his  Tongue  '°""  "' 

He  i:r:CS^^:-S'"^^'-"^^"-d  the  start 
Captain  de  Coubert  bids  you  °  "'^'  '"*'"  ''°  J""  ^' 

Pointiers,  belongin'  to  ZT  ^°°'  ^^Sment  of 

"And  who  r/v-        ^  """"  "  ^°"  ^''''«^--" 

fort  b:aSa'':p°edaf.^°"'n  ''''''''''•'  ''"'"  '"='  '-e 

uniforrn  o.  the  ,L  Tgirnt'oTp  L trT-r  Srb'''^ 
seen  often  enough  in  y„ur  villages"    A     T    ~t    t  ? 

s.ght  of  old  Anses  f/ce,  and  rf.e.nb  r  d     "^'S.   Te^'f'" 
v:^'m^nrfS^^-',--Here.SeS- 

»nen  ne  hrsl  told  you  I  was  an  Englishman  " 
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up  his  gun  for  a  murderous  stroke  at  my  head.  I  sprang 
back,  ready  in  an  instant  to  meet  his  onset,  but,  with  a  wild 
yell  of  intense  delight,  Cassady  wriggled  free  from  the 
clutches  of  the  giant  who  held  him,  and,  doubling  up  like 
a  ball,  projected  his  head  into  Anse's  unprotected  stomach. 
The  blow  sounded  like  a  maul  on  wood,  and  the  two  went 
down,  the  Irishman  on  top,  kicking  and  butting  like  a  wild 
man. 

"Ye  will,  will  ye,  ye  ould  chate?"  he  yelled.  "  Thet 's 
fer  the  fifty  francs  ye  got  out  o'  me ;  an'  thet  one  "s  f er  them 
decayin'  eggs  ye  made  me  ate ;  this  is  fer  thet  bluddy  He  ye 
told ;  an'  here  's  one  fer  kapin'  uv  them  gurls  locked  up, 
while  Oi  '11  give  ye  this  fer  gud  measure,  feelin'  shure  ye  're 
desarvin'  uv  it.  Holy  Saint  Patrick !  but  Oi  wish  Oi  hed  the 
fray  use  uv  me  hands,  Oi  'd  lather  the  face  off  ye." 

Shrieking  with  laughter  at  this  ridiculous  outcome,  the 
gray-coated  Canadians  dragged  the  pugnacious  little  chap 
off,  and  promptly  sat  down  upon  him  to  restore  quiet,  while 
old  Anse  propped  himself  up  against  the  wall,  panting  pain- 
fully for  breath,  the  Indians  looking  on  in  stolid  wonderment. 
It  was  plainly  time  for  the  stem  driving  of  my  demands 
home.  I  swung  my  knife  overhead,  and  stuck  it  quivering 
in  the  floor  at  the  very  feet  of  the  big  Ojibway. 

"  You  have  my  answer,"  I  announced  menacingly.  "  It 
is  the  answer  of  France.  In  that  name  I  demand  escort  to 
Pontiac.    Who  is  in  command  of  this  party?" 

For  an  instant  there  was  sullen  silence,  but  my  unshrink- 
ing boldness  awed  them.  Then,  in  spite  of  some  spirited 
resistance,  a  man  was  shoved  through  that  nondescript  ring 
into  the  full  glare  of  the  Ught. 

"  It  is  mine,  that  unmerited  honor,  Monsieur  le  Capi- 
taine,"  he  said,  humbly  bowing  before  me  like  a  jumping- 
jack. 

Saint  Denis!  but  he  was  a  strange  figure  to  thus  meet 
with  in  that  wilderness,  and  I  stood  there  staring  at  him, 
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scarcely  able  to  refrain  from  laughing  outright  at  the  odd 
appearance  he  made.  He  was  a  comical  Uttle  fellow,  yet 
standing  stiflF  as  a  grenadier,  his  chest  out,  his  chin  thrown 
back  as  though  for  a  picture,  baldheaded,  save  for  an  insig- 
nificant tuft  over  each  ear,  and  having  a  long  solemn  face, 
"noothly  shaven.  He  was  clothed  in  the  long  gray  coat  of  a 
Canadian  voyageur,  liberally  decorated  with  strips  of  red 
flannel,  and  held  a  high  cocked  hat  clutched  tightly  in  one 
hand,  while  in  the  other  shone  a  cavalry  sabre  as  long  as 
his  body.  And  he  was  a  woodland  dandy,  fairly  a-flutter 
with  nbbons,  his  fringed  moccasins  of  the  most  elaborate 
pattern,  his  broad  sash  plentifully  garnished  with  beads 
and  wampum. 

"You?"   I  echoed,   feeling  half  suspicious  that   some 

trick  was  being  played  upon  me  by  the  thrusting  forward  of 

this  jackanapes.    "  You,  Monsieur,  and  who  may  you  be'  " 

He  bowed  again  until  his  hat  swept  the  floor,  his  bald  head 

shining  oddly  in  the  light. 

"  I  am  Monsieur  Quilleriez,  Mcmsieur  le  Capitaine  "  he 
mswered  in  a  shrill  boyish  voice.  "  No  doubt  I  am  already 
known  to  you  by  repute,  as  I  have  the  honor  to  be  in  charge 
of  the  commissariat  in  the  camp  of  Pontiac." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  imply  that  the  French  Canadians  are 
already  up  in  arms?"  I  questioned,  greatlv  surprised  by 
this  statement.  "Sacrc!  it  was  not  known  to  Monsieur  de 
Vilhers  when  I  left  the  Illinois." 

He  smirked,  his  prominent  solemn  eyes  giving  a  peculiar 
grim  sombreness  to  the  efforts  of  his  lips  to  smile. 

"Not  yet  as  a  body,  Monsieur  le  Capitaine,"  he  responded 
puffing  out  his  cheeks  as  though  in  pride  of  such  brave 
words.  "  Merely  a  choice  few  of  us,  bolder  and  more  ad- 
venturous spirits,  have  hastened  to  strike  another  blow  at  the 
hated  red-coats."  He  stepped  closer,  as  if  he  would  speak  in 
the  strictest  confidence.  "  But  nil  are  ripe  for  it.  Sacrcl 
but  there  will  be  a  most  noble  army  of  gallant  Canadians  in 
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the  field  whenever  Monsieur  de  Villiers  shall  despatch  his 
regulars  to  our  aid.  No  doubt  you  bear  with  you  even  now 
the  details  of  their  coming  ?  " 

I  looked  at  the  fellow  as  he  pecked  impudently  up  into 
my  face,  constantly  dancing  about  on  his  short  legs,  and 
strove  hard  to  conceal  the  disgust  I  felt  at  his  affectation  and 
vanity. 

"  My  r-.i  ■:  ,age  was  intended  for  Pontiac,"  I  said  a  bit 
stiffly.  "  A  id  not  given  me  to  be  Iciktd  out  upon  the  road. 
You  are  a  soldier,  Monsieur  Quilleriez,  and  will  doubtless 
understand  the  military  necessity  for  my  silence.  Have  we 
pledge  of  save  convoy  by  your  party  to  the  camp  of  the 
Ottawas  ?  " 

"  You  shall  be  taken  there  at  once,  Monsieur  le  Capitaine." 

I  struck  my  foot  heavily  upon  the  floor,  my  face  darkening 
to  the  concealment  in  his  answer. 

"  Not  one  step  will  I  travel  without  these  others,"  I 
proclaimed  sternly.  "  Understand  that ;  not  one  step,  do 
you  hear  me,  Monsieur  Quilleriez  ?  And  horses  must  be  pro- 
vided for  the  women." 

"  It  is  impossible,"  he  protested,  shrinking  backward  a 
step  as  I  advanced  toward  him.  "Impossible,  Monsieur; 
we  have  our  orders." 

"  Have  you,  indeed  ?  "  I  queried  sarcastically,  for  I  had 
no  doubt  now  as  to  the  kind  of  man  with  whom  I  had 
to  deal.  "  Very  well,  so  have  I,  and,  moreover,  the  power 
of  Monsieur  de  Villiers  to  enforce  them.  Saint  Denis! 
Monsieur  Quilleriez,"  and  I  let  my  voice  roar  out  angrily 
at  him,  "  do  you,  a  Frenchman,  dare  to  stand  in  the  way  of 
a  French  officer  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty?  Do  you 
venture  to  give  me,  a  Captain  of  Hussars,  your  orders,  and 
tell  me  what  I  shall,  or  shall  not  do  ?  Do  you  dare  to  place 
your  motley  crew  of  savages,  and  half-breed  vagabonds, 
across  my  path  when  I  bear  a  King's  message?  Sacrc!  if 
you  try  it  I  will  make  it  cost  you  dear  enough,  when  once 
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I  get  the  ear  of  Pontiac     \Uri. 

■•intendant  Militaire  you  S  coZ:?  ""f  7'''  ''°"^'^"' 

■nto  the  presence  of  the  d  ef   oTve  sh^.M '' "". '°^^"'"' 
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It  was  plain  elugh  now  ^L?  ,?""'  '''^  ^««-'--''  wits, 
deserted  these  others.  *""  '"'"  ^■°"'"  •«=  »  I 

I  add'e'd"  "retlvt  °"'  '"  !.''  """°'^  ^°""'^>''  Monsieur." 
P;ent.ofSSr:a£^;o?r,S'™t'"^^ 

sieur^S    eHe  ';^7  Terrs'^  "  ''^'  -^°-"'  ^^i"„. 

H-n;.  Hands' ,Ls^'::^:r^--^. 
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ch.ef  of  his  commissariat,  did  he  also  bi,    vou  Tt  '"" 
a.<?ainst  France.  Monsieur'    Bie„    bm   I    h-^,  '  '''" 

much  to  you  as  it  does  ,"me  "  """'  "  '"^^^  ^"^ 
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"  Come,  «top  gasping  I    Do  you  dare  to  halt  itie  here?" 

"Mon  Dieul"  he  burst  forth  at  last,  his  words  tripping 
over  each  other  as  if  they  sought  utterance  all  at  once. 
"T'is  as  you  say.  Monsieur  le  Capitaine;  we  give  you 
convoy.  Holy  Mother  I  what  a  man  I  an  angry  bear  would 
be  more  gentle." 

"Very  well,  Monsieur  Quilleriez,"  I  retorted,  catching 
instantly  at  his  assent,  and  determining  never  to  let  go  of  it. 
"  It  proves  you  to  be  a  man  of  good  judgment  as  well  as  a 
true  soldier.  I  shall  take  great  pleasure  in  informing  Pon- 
tiac  of  your  courtesy.  Bid  your  party  disperse,  that  we  may 
discuss  our  plans  privately  together,  and  with  greater 
freedom." 

I  turned  away  from  him,  as  if  the  affair  had  been  defi- 
nitely settled,  stepping  back  beyond  the  Irishman  toward 
where  the  two  ladies  held  each  other's  hands,  even  yet  in 
doubt  as  to  the  outcome.  But  Cassady  caused  me  to  pause 
by  salaaming  before  me  as  though  I  were  a  Chinese  joss. 

"  May  all  the  saints  bless  ye,  sorr!  "  he  muttered  in  Eng- 
lish, his  blue  eyes  dancing  in  unsuppressed  amusement. 
"  But  it 's  you  thet  hes  got  the  foine  voice,  fit  to  crack  the 
ceilin'.  And  it 's  a  beautiful  spaker  ye  are,  loike  Fayther 
Doyle.  Faith,  if  thet  Pontiac  iver  hears  ye  et  yer  best,  it 's 
a  gineral  he  '11  make  out  uv  ye,  no  less.  Shure,  an'  thet  little 
divil  over  yander  doesn't  know  yit  whither  he's  livin'  or 
ded.  Be  me  sowl  but  his  eyes  rowl  up  roight  now,  loike 
he  wus  havin'  a  fit." 
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in  rare  good-humor,  and  found  much  to  tickle  my  fancy 
In;  th!  route     Why  should  I  not  be  happy?    Surely  all 

Sii*:  s:i;d  drcW  swi^iy  ir/*rSf  W 

haVevery  reason  to  feel  ^^l^^^J^l'lT^Zi       ■ 

-''lf:tlZlZ:l^sl^^y  better,  y^  in  no 
savages  to  be  sure^  a  ^^^^^^  ^^  ^^^  ^^.j. 

Tg'wrt^a     h-fSVeUerienced  not  the  ^aint.t  ^^->^^ 
his  pohcy.  and,  from  -"  J  '^l^^'^^^^  f„,  cooperation  with 

°TreSdu;- all  these  things  as  we  plodded  sturdUy 
onwaS  the  trail  we  followed,  worn  deep  mto  the  turf  by 
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to  combat,  indeed,  than  the  other,  yet  fully  as  defensive. 
He  would  have  been  a  rash  man  who  ventured  to  presume 
because  of  her  outs[>oken,  girlish  frankness. 

As  I  observed  these  two  making  merry  together,  I  became 
almost  envious  of  the  Corporal,  for  she  who  was  my  own 
charge  barely  deigned  to  notice  that  I  walked  by  her  side, 
and  only  that  was  evidenced  by  the  few  monosyllabic  re- 
sponses I  fairly  drew  from  her  by  persistent  effort.  Yet 
as  I  ventured,  now  and  then,  to  glance  aside  at  her,  I  could 
not  but  be  conscious  it  was  a  most  fair  face  biding  there, 
although  seemingly  carven  from  ivory,  so  perfect  were  the 
clear-cut  outlines,  so  emotionless  the  expression.  Discour- 
aged, I  tramped  on  silently,  never  indifferent  to  her  near 
presence,  yet  becoming  more  and  more  deeply  immersed  in 
my  own  thoughts.  Finally  she  addressed  me  of  her  own 
volition,  asking  a  question,  her  gray  eyes  turned  upon  me 
much  as  she  might  have  surveyed  a  stage  picture. 

"  Believe  you.  Monsieur,  we  shall  be  conveyed  directly 
to  Detroit  to-night?" 

"  That  would  seem  to  be  scarcely  probable,"  I  answered, 
determined  to  push  3ven  this  slight  conversational  opening 
to  the  farthest  extent  possible.  "  We  shall  undoubtedly  be 
compelled  to  circuit  Detroit  in  reaching  the  camp  of  the 
Ottawas,  which,  I  ai.-i  informed  by  Monsieur  Quilleriez, 
lies  somewhat  to  the  northward  of  the  English  stockade. 
We  may  not  even  succeed  in  obtaining  conference  to-night 
with  Pontiac,  for  I  fear  we  shall  arrive  somewhat  late." 

She  surveyed  me  quietly,  her  expression  a  bit  vexed  at 
my  answer,  and  I  thought  she  hesitated  whether  or  not  to 
speak  those  words  which  trembled  upon  her  lips. 

"  Your  vast  influence  over  these  Indians  "  —  and  her  low 
voice  was  vibrant  with  bitter  sarcasm  —  "  should,  from  your 
own  statement,  prove  sufficient  to  accomplish  so  small  an 
end.  I  am  somewhat  surprised  at  your  suddenly  acquired 
modesty.    Or  have  you  also  some  private  scheme  to  carry 
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more  than  I  am  of  Black  Peter,  as  a  representative  of  the 
English.  The  frontier  breeds  rudeness  and  eccentricity, 
irrespective  of  a  man's  birthplace.  Yet  I  had  hoped  that 
now,  my  rank  having  been  revealed  and  established,  we 
might  meet  upon  a  certain  social  equality,  if  not  that  of 
personal  friendship." 

She  looked  away  from  me,  her  eyes  wandering  indiffer- 
ently across  the  landscape,  thus  permitting  me  to  mark  anew 
the  fairness  of  her  profile  as  outUned  against  the  blue  sky 
beyond. 

"  It  is  n'/  very  much  to  be  a  Captain  in  this  wilderness," 
she  commented  finally.  "  I  met  upon  the  lower  rive:  many  in 
laced  coats  in  your  service  who  could  scarcely  write  their 
names.  It  requires  but  little  brain,  I  should  imagine,  to 
exercise  command  over  savages,  or  such  other  riil-raff  as 
wear  French  uniforms  in  these  backwoods.  I  have  heard 
it  said  that  the  offscourings  of  the  service  are  banished 
here,  to  purge  them  of  their  sins." 

"  I  won  my  rank  in  the  Hussars  of  Languedcic,  and  upon 
European  battlefields." 

"  Indeed  ?  How  extremely  interesting !  It  would  seem 
rather  a  strange  choice  which  exiled  you  from  so  pleasant 
a  service.  One  rather  suspects  there  may  have  been  a 
cause.  Monsieur." 

"  There  is  usually  a  cause  for  most  of  the  changes  in  life. 
Yet  my  being  here  is  scarcely  more  to  be  wondered  at,  than 
that  Alene  Maitland  should  choose  such  a  wilderness  road 
as  this  upon  which  to  travel  unattended." 

She  swept  her  eyes  across  me  in  one  quick,  impetuous 
glance  of  indignant  scorn,  before  which  my  eyes  did  not  sink 
and  quail  as  she  had  perhaps  anticipated. 

"  You  are  becoming  most  impertinent.  Monsieur,"  she 
exclaimed  haughtily.  "  While  it  is  not  my  choice,  and  has 
never  been,  that  we  travel  thus,  the  necessity  for  our  doing 
so  does  not  concern  you,  nor  does  it  mean  that  I  am  there- 
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every  ragged  mendicant  met  upon  the  road,  though  he 
boast  of  bearing  a  French  commission." 

If  her  purpose  in  using  such  language  was  to  anger 
me,  she  failed  utterly,  for  I  was  unable  to  believe  she  was 
engaged  otherwise  than  in  the  acting  of  a  part.  Someway 
her  eyes  belied  her  lips,  and  to  their  gentler  story  my  heart 
made  its  response.  .»      /     "■ 

"The  world-wide  claims  oi  what  is  known  as  ordinary 
courtesy.  I  replied  calmly,  my  glance  meeting  her  own 
fairly  should  appeal  to  the  true  lady  in  this  wilderness, 
as  well  as  anywhere  else.  Mademoiselle.  Waiving  utterly 
tor  the  time,  all  my  claim  to  being  an  officer  and  gentleman, 
to  please  your  humor,  I  am  at  least  a  man  who  has  ever 
shown  you  both  respect  and  kindness.  Surely  you  do  not 
deem  all  the  manhood  in  this  world  to  be  enveloped  beneath 
red  coats  r 

"I  confess  I  can  perceive  little  enough  of  it  in  anyone 
who  w.  consent  to  act  as  messenger  to  such  a  fiend  as 
fontiac. 

Ah,  I  had  unmasked  her  battery.  So  this  then  was  the 
secret  of  that  distrust  and  dislike  which  added  so  greatly 
to  her  disdain  of  me.  ' 

"  That  must  depend  somewhat  as  to  the  nature  of  his  mes- 
sage-even Englishmen,  no  doubt,  have  had  occasion 
to  visit  that  chief  in  his  camp." 

"Ay!  to  demand  justice,  to  threaten  retaliation  to 
redeem  captives,  but  never  to  encourage  him  in  his  raids  of 
murder.  You  perceive.  Monsieur,  I  am  not  altogether 
Ignorant  of  your  purpose,  and  only  absolute  necessity  com- 
pels me  to  accept  your  protection." 

These  sharp  words  really  stung  me;  they  were  not 
altogether  untrue,  and  I  must  have  exhibited  momentary 
embarrassment,  for  she  laughed  a  bit  scornfully. 

"You  have  been  endeavoring  to  learn  exactly  what  I 
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thought,  Monsieur,"  she  continued  coolly.  "  Very  well,  I 
have  told  you  at  last,  and  with  sufficient  plainness,  I  trust,  I 
have  ever  been  somewhat  choice  as  to  my  company;  it  is 
a  peculiarity  I  cannot  in  the  least  overcome;  and,  while  I 
am  not  entiiely  ungrateful  that  you  have  chosen  to  aid  us 
in  our  seeming  extremity,  yet  I  cannot  extend  to  you  as 
reward  a  friendship  I  do  not  in  the  least  feel.  It  is  to  be 
regretted  perhaps,  but  it  is  ever  in  my  thought,  that  you  are 
one  with  Pontiac  and  his  band  of  murderers ;  one  in  league 
with  that  choice  collection  of  cut-throats  yonder,"  and  she 
flung  her  hand  toward  the  Indians  in  front,  the  Canadians 
behind,  in  a  way  clearly  indicative  of  her  supreme  con- 
tempt, "  pawns  in  this  great  game  of  blood  being  played 
along  the  border.  Think  of  me  as  you  please.  Monsieur; 
I  am  an  English  girl,  a  soldier's  daughter,  with  no  sympa- 
thy in  my  heart  for  any  French  deceit,  nor  will  I  pretend 
to  have.  If  you  seek  after  the  hollow  flattery  of  a  welcom- 
ing smile,  and  the  flash  of  bright  eyes,  Rene  has  no  such 
scruples.  It  is  not  at  all  necessary  that  you  linger  here 
longer  by  my  side." 

The  indignation  she  thus  expressed  had  brought  a  rare 
color  to  her  cheeks,  and  I  could  not  crush  back  the  admira- 
tion from  my  eyes.  Saint  Denis!  but  I  only  loved  her  the 
more  for  the  rare  courage  of  her  words,  the  intense  loyalty 
of  her  actions.  I  think  she  read  it  written  plainly  there,  for 
she  turned  hastily  away,  her  hands  toying  nervously  with 
her  horse's  mane. 

"  You  sadly  misunderstand  both  myself  and  my  motives. 
Mademoiselle,"  I  said,  my  voice  firm  now  with  growing 
purpose.  "  I  also  possess  ideals  with  which  I  seek  to  guide 
my  life.  I  beg  that  you  listen  to  m.  for  a  moment.  I  am 
indeed  an  officer  of  France,  and,  as  such,  should  be  un- 
worthy my  uniform  should  I  neglectfully  fail  in  carrying  out 
that  duty  entrusted  me,  however  disagreeable  it  may  prove. 
I  bear,  as  you  suspect,  words  of  encouragement  from  Mon- 
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.leur  de  Villiers  to  Pontiac,  but  I  accepted  this  special  ser- 
vice knowing  full  well  it  would  produce  absolutely  no  differ- 
ence m  the  result.  Every  Indian  whom  the  wily  Ottawa 
can  hope  to  inlluence  is  already  in  the  field;  no  French 
power  could  stem  those  fierce  warriors  who  have  already 
taken  up  the  hatchet;  no  vague  promises  from  Fort 
Chartres,  such  as  I  bring,  will  add  a  single  victim  to  the 
atrocities  of  the  frontier." 

She  had  turned  her  face  partially  back  toward  me.  and 
I  read  a  slight  awakening  interest  in  her  gray  eyes.  The 
earnestness  apparent  in  my  words  and  manner  was  having 
some  httle  effect  upon  her. 

"  Doubtless  you  wonder,  then,  why  I  came,"  I  continued 
greatly  encouraged  by  even  this  sign  of  aroused  animation 
It  was  to  retrieve  my  personal  fortunes  Mademoiselle, 
and,  under  God,  to  save  human  life.    Yoi  may  know  very 
httle  regarding  the  struggles  of  men   who  are  poverty- 
stricken,  and  smitten  by  the  sword  of  misfortune.    You  have 
read  of  such,  r.o  doubt,  but  they  are  always  afar  off,  and 
shadowy,  when  viewed  from  the  windows  of  fashionable 
London  drawing-rooms.     Yet  such  has  chanced  to  be  my 
fate,  a  fate  no  less  hard  to  combat  amid  this  lone  wilderness 
than  in  the  thronged  courts  of  Europe.    To  such  as  I  service 
IS  service,  and  one  becomes  not  over  nice  in  cl.oosing.    Mon- 
sieur de  Villiers  required  a  messenger,  a  man  acquainted 
with  the  secrets  of  the  woods,  the  ways  of  savages;  a  man 
whom  he  could  trust  in  a  situation  somewhat  delicate  to 
uphold  the  diplomacy  of  France.    He  offered  that  post  to 
me.    Should  I  have  said  no,  Mademoiselle,  and  gone  forth 
into  the  forests  to  starve?    Those  were  the  only  two  alter- 
natives.    Had  I  chosen  the  latter  course,  would  there  not 
have  been  others,  less  conscientious  perhaps,  who  would  have 
performed  his  will?" 

Her  eyes  were  becoming  softer  in  expression    her  lips 
were  slightly  parted,  but  she  merely  shook  her  head  in 
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response  to  my  questioning,  as  though  the  cho«r  not  to 
answer  it. 

"  I  accepted  that  service  proffered,  Mademoiselle,  this 
post  wliich  promised  danger  in  plenty,  with  a  possibility  of 
reward  and  honor  for  him  who  performed  well  the  work 
assigned.  It  was  the  deliberate  choice  of  a  man  and  a 
soldier,  and  therefore  may  not  appeal  to  a  woman  governed 
by  her  prejudices,  yet  it  was  not  altogether  selfishness  that 
swayed  my  decision.  I  had  this  thought,  Mademoiselle,  that 
once  established  in  Pontiac's  camp,  I  mig'.it  be  of  some  aid 
to  English  captives,  might  even  influence  the  savges  to 
greater  mercy  in  their  onslaughts  and  forest  tortures.  I 
tell  you  this  not  merely  in  hop  of  thus  winning  your  better 
opinion;  it  has  been  m  my  mind  from  the  first,  and  was 
freely  discussed  with  Madame  1-e  Comte  the  night  of 
my  departure  from  Fort  Chartres.  So  deeply  did  she  sym 
pathize  in  this  purpose,  she  intrusted  to  me  an  amulet  having 
Pontiac's  totem  burnt  upon  it  —  evidence  surely  that  my 
mission  possessed  virtue  in  her  eyes.  You  have  faith  in 
Madame  Le  Comte,  Mademoiselle?" 

"  Most  assuredly ;  she  is  a  woman  of  character.  Would 
that  we  had  been  influ>..iced  by  her  advice." 

"  I  certainly  hoped  you  might  yield  to  her  better  judg- 
ment. Yet,  now  that  you  are  here,  with  grave  peril  lurking 
upon  every  side  of  you,  and  no  English  arm  able  to  defend, 
what  real  necessity  exists  for  your  longer  treating  me  as 
though  I  were  a  mere  forest  vagabond,  a  companion  of  red 
banditti  ?  Mademoiselle,  I  have  been  privileged  to  see  some- 
thing of  courts  in  other  and  happier  days;  I  know  the<r 
ceremony  and  their  pride,  and  hence  can  comprehend  fully 
the  vast  barrier  of  caste  existing  between  us.  I  have  no 
desire  to  presume,  nor  to  intrude,  but  fate,  for  the  time 
being,  has  made  us  companions  in  this  wilderness;  it  is 
only  for  a  day,  perchance,  and  then  a  wider  gulf  than  the 
great  sea  will  roll  between.     Yet  for  that  single  day,  I 
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jJone  nuncl  between  you  and  .  mort  senou.  ranRer;  I  ,tand 

couiS."  ""'•  '*'"   '"  y*^"-    ~"«''»«  •"<>  you; 

ey«  Aat  1?"    "f.'*."';'^  glimmering  in  her  lowered 
111  T    .  ""  """''  °^  •«"•»•     As  if  inpelled  by  a 

£ha"nd         °'  ""''"  ''''"'■  ''"=  ™P"'-eirheld  Lt 

..J^TJ"  ."*  9°"'^'^'  y°"  have  put  me  to  shame"  she 
.cknowedped  with  a  frankness  that  startled  me     "  I  1 

never  been.  It  seems  my  nature  to  appear  distrustful 
toward  a,  strangers,  especially  those  not  of  my  ol  pS 
I  have  misunderstood  your  motives,  and  in  doing  so  have 

sZhT  T'l  "."^"  =''  '°"-"  She  bowed  ^her  head 
slightly  above  her  horse's  neck,  as  though  it  was  easier 

mvS  "p':""  '"  '^"  ""•'  P^'^'^'y  hidden  7rom 
Ir  ^  \-  f  T^P'  ^°"  *'"  ''^""  comprehend  my  pecu- 
har  ,.tua  ,on  ;f  I  explain  frankly,  and  I  certainly  owe  you 
such  explanation  of  my  conduct  as  is  possible  to  offer  I 
have  never  before  b=en  absent  from  England,  and  even 

S Itv  and'^'r'""'"  '"'"  """"^  '•'°^^-hose  respect- 
ability and  social  position  were  of  the  highest.  I  imbibed 
from  earliest  childhood  a  prejudice  of  class,  of  rank,  wS 
seemingly  has  becojne  habitual.  One  cannot  fling  as  d 
the  restraint  of  such  environment  in  a  moment,  or  become 
democratic  through  a  mere  change  of  residence.    My  worid 

Is^'it^r  "7  "'"°"'  ^"^  ''^^'^'  "'■»t°"atic  and  proud. 
Is  it  altogether  strange  th..n,  that,  phmged  suddenly  into 
Js  uncouth  wilc-emess,  where  I  must  uaMy  meet ttal 
oate  w  .  rude  adventurers,  soldiers  of  fortune,  and  vaga- 
bonds c.  .very  type,  most  of  them  but  little  better  than  those 
naked  savages  they  rule,  I  felt  my  only  sa.>y  from  coa- 
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Umination  to  lie  in  a  cold  reserve,  a  marked  indifferonce  to 
their  good  opinion?  Rene  has  other  weapons  of  defence, 
including  a  tongue  ever  quick  in  repartee  and  a  disposition 
aglow  with  sunshine,  but  I  am  quiet  and  reserved,  Monsieur, 
and  it  has  always  been  my  nature  to  appear  distant  in  the 
presence  of  strangers." 

She  glanced  aside  at  me,  almost  with  shyness,  as  if  she 
would  read  my  verdict  although  my  lips  remained  closed. 

"This  strange,  drear  land  rests  as  a  weight  upon  my 
spirits,"  she  continued,  her  soft  voice  trembling  with 
aroused  feeling.  "  I  cannot  shake  oflF  the  depressing  influ- 
ence of  its  brooding  forests,  its  lonely  rivers,  its  vast  deso- 
late plains,  with  all  the  savagery  and  horror  that  haunt 
their  grim  shadows.  Every  waving  tree  oppresses  me  like 
aome  spectre  of  evil  omen,  while  each  red,  skulking  form 
seems  the  very  incarnation  of  lust  and  murder.  And,  Mon- 
sieur I  do  not,  in  the  least,  comprehend  you  French.  The 
carelessness  with  which  you  play  with  death  and  outrage, 
your  total  indifference  to  Indian  atrocity,  your  childlike 
laughter  and  abandon  in  the  midst  of  all  this  gloom,  this 
squalid  frontier  misery,  is  to  me  as  a  sealed  book.  So, 
Monsieur,  am  I  altogether  to  be  blamed  because  I  am  thus 
lonely,  reserved,  perchance  even  cold,  in  the  midst  of  such 
things,  so  alien  to  all  I  have  ever  known  in  the  past?  I 
am  an  English  girl.  Monsieur,  the  victim  of  my  birth  and 
training." 

There  was  a  pathetic  plea  in  her  low  voice,  as  though  she 
begged  me  to  yield  her  just  judgment  —  a  surrender 
apparently  so  complete  that,  never  once  thinking  of  it  as 
being  a  liberty,  I  gently  placed  my  hand  upon  her  own  where 
it  rested  ungloved  against  the  horse's  mane. 

"  I  pray  you  say  no  more,  Mademoiselle,"  1  answered, 
deeply  moved  by  her  words,  and  drawn  closer  to  her  by 
this  sudden  rending  of  pride.  "  Each  must  view  life  through 
those  eyes  given  by  God.     I  can  only  hope  that  in  me  — 
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French  a,  I  am  by  birtr.  and  ,oldierIy  discipline  _  vou  m.v 

"le  liRlU  liair  souKwhat  .lishevcllo.l  l.y  ,he  breeze  the  earnes 
Raze  w,.h  which  she  seemed  .,.  ,ea,l  my  every  purpose     Fo 

ter.r ""'" ''"'- ''-'  '-"""^'^ '  p^"-  - 

"rL^^"""  !  ""•"  '*'*  ""-rmured  with  trembline  lin, 
t-oubert.  I  I.ave  been  utterly  alone  here  so  lone  for  Ken« 
does  not  really  think,  she  merely  lives.  She  »  ifk'e  a  lc.£ 
as  playful  on  the  kitchen  hearth  as  upon  r  ,ar lor  ru/and  we 
have  so  few  things  in  common,  save  nly  our  o^l!^! 
•nemory  of  England.     I  am  very  sure  yoZm^JZZ 

>ou  before.  W-  you  were  merely  a  coureur  de  boU  n^ 
of  those  hundreds  I  have  been  compelled  to  meet  upo"  "r 
journ  ,  consequently  I  felt  no  interest  whatever  in  ,ou 

person.  It  must  have  been  the  clothes.  Monsieur- we 
women  are  ever  bimd  in  such  matters -for  I  can  perceive 
now  you  possess  the  features  and  bearing  of  a  genTmTn 
As  such  I  give  you  my  full  confidence."  »<=""""""■ 

I  cannot  fitly  convey  in  language  the  gracious  unbending 

words  7h""'  '  "'^^'  ''"'  ""^"'"^  '■^-^^  °f  hef 
words.  They  were  as  .f  she  kissed  me  with  moist  lips; 
Aere  was  a  subtle  caress  in  her  smile,  even  while  her  eyes 
plamly  warned  me  to  venture  upon  no  return.  The  lesson 
was  conveyed  by  a  glance,  and  although  my  heart  throbbed 

thrilled  me  by  either  word  or  gesture.     No  captive  ever 
stood  more  helpless  in  his  bonds. 
"I  shall  strive  to  prove  myself  worthy  of  your  trust. 
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Mademoiselle,"  was  all  I  dared  to  utter,  bowing  low  before 
her,  "  and  I  desire  only  that  some  day  I  may  be  remembered 
among  your   friends." 

A  hand  touched  me  upon  the  sleeve,  and  I  turned  hastily 
to  confront  Monsieur  Quilleriez. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

I  ADMINISTER   CHASTISEMENT   UNTO  MONSIEUR   QUILLERIEZ. 

A   ^l^^^^.  '■^P''^  ^^^"'=^  "to  'he  solemn  face  of  the 

turftnf  r'""'""  S""""'''^'^'  =""*  "'  *^  threatening  atti- 
h^de  of  the  group  of  Canadians  backing  him,  was  sufficient 
to  convmce  me  of  approaching  trouble.  I  looked  aroTnd 
apprehensively,  but  nothing  appeared  on  either  side  which 

vam  httle  fool  frontmg  me  so  bellicosely,  naked  blade  in 

res3n'hv°"''""i  2"'"^"^^'"  I  a^l^ed  somewhat  harshly, 
for  a    fh  .     """''''=°'"^'"'™»i°n.  "  what  may  be  the  cause 

?n  vour  hlnH^J  T'','"'*  ''P'"'"y  ^''^^  ""^"^  *at  tuck 
mjour  hand?    Surely  you  cannot  expect  thus  to  frighten 

ri^Z,^""^  ^''  '^"'"'/a^'^'  throwing  out  his  chest  in  most 
ndiculous  mimicry  of  military  dignity,  while  giving  to  his 
words  a  sound  of  bluster  decidedly  amusing.    Ividfntly  h 
had  worked  himself  up  to  a  supreme  effort  at  boldness 

1  have  been  counselling  with  my  brave  men,  Monsieur, 
as  we  marched  behind  you,  and  we  have  decided  between  us 

tort  Chartres.  you  will  necessarily  possess  papers  in  proof 
of  your  authority."  ^ 

"I  have  already  told  you  I  did -do  you  dare  question 
my  word.  Monsieur  QuiUeriez?" 

He  drew  back  a  step,  eyeing  me  doubtfully,  although  his 
courage  was  not  yet  wholly  evaporated. 
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"  'T  is  not  so  much  that  I  doubt,  but  I  must  perform  my 
sworn  duty,  Monsieur,  however  painful  it  may  be.  Etienne 
Quilleriez  is  not  one  to  hesitate  because  of  physical  fear." 

"Well?" 

"As  commander  of  this  party  it  becomes  my  right  to 
demand  sight  of  those  papers." 

"  Indeed,  and  for  what  special  purpose.  Monsieur 
Quilleriez  ?  " 

"  That  both  I  and  my  brave  men  may  be  fully  convinced 
you  are  what  you  represent  yourself  to  be.  Pontiac  has  par- 
ticularly instructed  me  never  to  trouble  him  with  prisoners." 

"  Ah  I  And  so  then  we  are  prisoners.  Monsieur  ? "  I 
asked,  becoming  decidedly  angry  by  this  time,  and  com- 
mencing to  glare  down  savagely  upon  the  pitiful  creature, 
who  took  another  step  backward  toward  the  protection  of 
his  followers.  "  Saint  Denis !  but  I  had  supposed  we  merely 
advanced  to  council,  escorted  by  a  guard  of  honor.  I  retain 
no  recollection  of  any  surrender,  my  friend." 

He  wet  his  lips,  already  becoming  dry  from  apprehension, 
yet  answered  me  bravely  enough,  puffing  out  his  cheeks  to 
give  added  bravado  to  his  utterance.  Beyond  doubt  the 
Canadians  had  been  taunting  him  severely  to  cause  him  to 
venture  upon  such  an  exhibition  of  authority. 

"  If  you  possess  not  the  papers,  Monsieur,  then  we  shall 
be  compelled,  by  the  exigencies  of  war,  to  hold  you  prisoner, 
as  an  enemy  to  our  noble  cause." 

"  But  I  tell  you  I  do  possess  the  papers.  Monsieur  le 
Commissaire,  although,  as  I  believe  I  already  plainly  in- 
formed you  yonder,  they  are  intended  for  the  private  peru- 
sal of  Pontiac,"  I  returned  shortly,  thinking  this  would  end 
the  matter,  "  not  for  the  amusement  of  every  shallow-pated 
jackanapes  he  sends  out  with  his  mongrel  raiding  parties." 

"  Then,  Monsieur,  it  will  become  our  painful  duty  to  take 
them  from  you  by  force.  We,  who  have  already  freely  laid 
our  lives  upon  the  altar  of  our  beloved  country,  will  hesitate 
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"  n„       •  audacity  bv  my  apparent  hesitatinn 

One  mmute;  then  I  shall  resort  to  force"         '''"""'°''- 

ft'll  of  eagerness  for  trouble.  The  big  fellow  weariLX 
eagle  w.ng  .„  his  scalp-lock,  whom  I  supposed  trbe\2r 
ch.ef  was  shghtly  in  advance  of  those  others  and  not  n^Z 
hanthree  yards  from  me.    As  I  looked  fai  J  i„to"hi    face 

p.c^?disr^;-LirTU^-- 
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Sacrel  it  was  full  time  this  Monsieur  Quilleriez  received 
his  lesson. 

"  Do  you  understand  English  ? "  I  questioned  in  that 
language,  knowing  it  to  be  unknown  to  the  Commissary,  my 
eyes  upon  the  stolid  face  of  the  chief. 

"  Me  hear  it  ver'  well,"  he  replied  clearly,  instantly  stop- 
ping upon  my  thus  directly  addressing  him. 

"  Good ;  you  are  an  Ojibway,  and  a  chief  —  what  name  ?  " 
"  Wasson." 

"  Wasson  ?  "  I  echoed  the  word,  as  if  its  familiarity  sur- 
prised and  greatly  delighted  me.  "  Wasson  1  Ay,  and 
a  great  chief  I  'T  is  a  name  known  even  to  us  far  away  in 
the  Illinois  country  as  that  of  a  mighty  warrior.  Sacre! 
I  wonder  much,  Wasson,  that  such  a  brave  as  you  should 
ever  consent  to  take  orders  from  a  little  white  squaw.  Mark 
you  now,  I  am  going  to  show  you  what  a  real  French  sol- 
dier thinks  of  such  a  grinning  mountebank  as  that  fellow 
yonder." 

"  See  here,"  burst  in  Quilleriez's  squeaking  voice  angrily. 
"  Stop  your  talking  that  gibberish,  and  let  me  know  what 
you  intend  to  do." 

"  Certainly,  with  pleasure.  Monsieur  le  Commissaire," 
I  answered,  my  plan  instantly  decided  upon,  and  wheeling 
quickly  to  face  him  as  I  spoke.  Before  he  could  obtain 
faintest  glimmering  as  to  my  purpose,  I  laid  tight  grip  upon 
the  collar  of  his  gray  coat,  and  with  one  quick  jerk  flung 
him  face  downward  across  my  knee,  holding  him  there,  in 
spite  of  his  frantic  wriggling  and  wild  yells  for  help,  while, 
shoitening  it  to  the  hand,  I  applied  with  vigor  the  flat  of  his 
own  blade  to  his  upturned  person.  Saint  Denis  I  but  it 
caused  a  fine  uproar!  I  saw  the  Canadians  start  fiercely 
forward,  their  guns  uplifted,  then  pause  and  burst  into 
peals  of  uproarious  laughter  at  the  ridiculous  plight  of  their 
discomfited  leader.  Confident  they  would  not  interfere! 
while  in  their  present  humor,  I  whirled  my  helpless  victim 
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the  scene  ^     gleaming  in  appreciation  of 

irom  impotent  passion,  his  hands  gripping  wildlv  at  mv 
legs  h.s  „p3  .„i«i„^  howls  of  pain^anTtefro"  hil  toLZ 

la.d  It  on,  until  laughter  and  fatigue  combined  weakened 
my  arm,  and  then  I  flung  him  sprfwling  out  ntHhe  S 
fow:;i/g."""^  "'^  ^  ^'''^'  '°^  -  »'^' ^"  and  C  thlri 
"  Wasson,"  I  said,  panting  yet  from  exertion,  but  realiz- 
ng  the  necessity  of  prompt  action,  "you  are  a  great  chief 
I  have  shown  you  a  white  squaw.  It  is  not  fit  that  you  Uke 
orders  from  such  as  he.  Now  I  ask  you,  with  your  warriors 
to  guard  us  to  Pontiac."  warriors, 

res3%hL°''"'""''''?'  '"''^"'•^-  ''"*  ^'*  ^  '°ne  of 
camp"  '"'°"'^^S''^  >"-•     "We  no  go  into  Ottawa 

the'rl^t'alnnf  T  ''  f"  "'  ^°"  ''"^-  ^"^  ^^  ^"1  ^«"t"'e 
the  rest  alone.    I  am  also  a  warrior,  a  chief,  and  I  will  march 

no  longer  under  the  command  of  a  squaw  " 

He  looked  down  upon  the  grovelling  Quilleriez,  yet  half 
hidden  in  the  tall  grass  where  I  had  flung  him  h^s  eves 
filed  with  silent  Indian  contempt,  then  back^once  more  n " 
my  face  where  I  stood  fronting  him. 

"  Ugh !  ••  he  grunted,  with  a  wave  of  his  hand  "  You 
great  chief;  Wasson  great  chief;  little  man  dog-oTrb" 
ways  take  you  to  Pontiac."  ^         ' 

JeZ'^r^'^l^  ''"'  ™'  "^'"^  *°  <^°-a"  in^t^"*  accept- 
ance of  this  pledge  before  Indian  vacillation  could  change 
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this  decision.  Yet  first  an  exhibition  of  further  contempt 
for  the  miserable  Commissary  might  strengthen  my  hold 
upon  the  admiration  of  the  savages.  I  strode  over  to  the 
wretch,  his  naked  sword  grasped  in  my  hand,  realizing  as 
I  did  so  that  the  Corporal  was  close  upon  my  heels,  his 
round  face  aglow  with  amusement. 

"  I  return  you  your  blade,  Monsieur  QvMleriez,"  I  said 
sternly,  flinging  it  carelessly  down  '  ;ide  him  upon  the 
grass,  "and  you  had  better  keep  it  hereafter  to  use  against 
Pontiac's  enemies,  not  his  friends.  You  may  follow  us  or 
not,  just  as  you  please,  but  if  either  you,  or  your  men,  dare 
lift  a  hand  again  to  bar  our  progress  it  will  be  done  at  your 
peril.    I  am  through  with  play.  Monsieur." 

I  permitted  him  to  read  my  purpose  a  moment  in  set  face 
and  stern  eye,  then  turned  aside  from  him  in  utter  disregard 
of  the  words  struggling  from  his  lips. 

"Lead  on  along  the  trail,  chief!"  I  commanded  briefly. 
"  We  will  follow  you  as  before." 

There  was  the  faintest  twinkle  of  a  smile  in  Mademoi- 
selle's gray  eyes  as  I  glanced  up  at  her,  my  hand  already 
upon  the  bridle,  but  I  was  still  a  bit  uncertain  as  to  the  final 
outcome,  and  in  no  mood  for  converse.  Cassady  hesitated 
for  an  instant,  glancing  back,  as  if  in  doubt  of  their  purpose, 
at  the  little  party  of  gray-coats  gathered  around  their  dis- 
comfited teder,  but  at  my  peremptory  order  he  caught  up 
the  rein  of  Mademoiselle  Rene's  horse,  and  stolidly  resumed 
the  march.  I  could  see  her  lean  over  to  talk  with  him,  her 
dark  eyes  sparkling,  while  their  outbursts  of  laughter 
mingled  pleasantly;  evidently  this  unusual  incident  of  the 
trail  had  served  to  greatly  amuse  them  both,  nor  were  they 
troubled  by  any  serious  thought  as  to  its  possible  conse- 
quences. But  I  was  not  nearly  so  certain,  now  that  the 
excitement  had  somewhat  passed  away,  and  no  doub'  my 
expression  indexed  my  perplexity,  for  as  I  glanced  aside  once 
more  into  the  fair  face  of  my  own  lady,  the  curve  of  sup- 
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^-.leness.    "  Monsieur  gSe'/ez  il'^^S"^  "!"'  !"'  "'--' 
ure,  and  it  was  al<  so  comcl?  r  "  "'''culous  creat- 

yet  it  ha,  surely  madfus  "?„J  ""'u  '°'"'^"^''  '°  "■""«. 
to  work  much  Lju^     BesW  ^Twr,     •"""  "^^'"^  P°-" 

i^i^^:£:'i::X  r.i°T.  -«"  ^  — d, 

confidence.  "andThe  fell  ""'  ^"  """'  '""y  i"'o  „; 

by  his  Wish  thr  i  enfts  7T  T  'T""^  *"""-"« 
to  thus  chastise  himT"orf his  In'' ^'\'^"  <"  '"''*^'<« 
been  easier  settled  had TorL?,I  '".  ^'"""''  ^°"'''  ''^^e 
him."  *"  ^  pnvately  submitted  my  papers  to 

''Wiy  did  you  not  do  so?" 

and  ti'^'ahhouS"''!  wl'^^'^u'"''  °^"  stubbornness 
nature  ofmyinstSn,'^"^;r^7„':^;;"«-^^^  "^  "^^ 
tains  a  measure  of  secrec v  1a  T,  ""^  °"^^as  con- 

not  be  pleased  did  i     ^—L?"":",'  "'  ""''''"'  --■" 
those  gray-coats  still  fdW  u '  v'  °'"  "'°"^  '"«  ■''^'l-    ^o 
She  glanced  back  across  her  shoulder 

respondTdM^^r-t';  a^rTtS- ^^^'''^  '"I  "^  -"''  *« 
selves  as  they  walk  >,Tm  "^  ""''''  a™ong  them- 

quiet."  "^    '"''  **"'  ^°"^'«"'-  Q"i"eriez  seems  unusuaUy 

wal'LrglhJrmaitr:;  t^  r*^^-  '"'  '^^  '"^^  ^^^ 
far  too  seriously,  ^d  I  mad    %  r'""''"^''  punishment 
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more  than  make  complaint  to  Pontiac,  and  I  shall  have  little 
difficulty  in  making  him  see  this  occurrence  from  my  stand- 
point." 

Her  glance  was  not  upon  me  as  I  spoke,  nor  could  I  per- 
ceive any  gleam  of  amusement  in  her  gray  eyes,  although 
she  watched  those  two  laughing  children  in  our  front.  Evi- 
dently she  was  in  a  mood  of  soberness,  and  not  so  well 
pleased  with  my  action  as  I  should  have  liked. 

"  You  dismiss  it  all  with  great  apparent  ease.  Monsieur," 
she  consented  to  remark  at  last,  as  if  feeling  the  necessity 
of  giving  me  some  answer,  "  but  I  gravely  doubt  if  Mon- 
sieur Quilleriez  will  prove  so  thoroughly  satisfied.  I  should 
have  supposed,  under  existing  circumstances,  you  would 
have  given  some  consideration  to  other  matters  than  merely 
your  military  instructions." 

"To  what  do  you  refer,  Mademoiselle ? " 

"To  nothing  that  seems  to  weigh  heavily  upon  your 
memory  —  merely  to  the  fact  of  your  having  assumed 
guardianship  over  two  ladies,  whose  unfortunate  position 
is  assuredly  not  rendered  any  more  safe  or  pleasant  by  such 
hasty  and  ill-considered  action,"  and  her  voice  betrayed 
an  unpleasant  coolness.  "  I  have  been  informed  by  military 
men  in  England  that  the  duties  of  a  gentleman  are  even 
paramount  to  those  of  a  soldier,  but  perchance  the  code  of 
France  may  be  different." 

This  sudden  change  of  front  upon  the  part  of  my  lady 
rather  startled  me,  nor  could  I  consider  it  as  altogether 
undeserved. 

"  I  have  sincerely  sought  to  combine  the  two,  Mademoi- 
selle, so  as  to  win  your  approbation,"  I  responded  with  a 
low  bow,  determined  not  to  encourage  her  present  temper. 
"  Nor  can  I  feel  myself  in  this  case  deserving  of  so  severe 
a  censure.  However,  let  us  discuss  the  matter  no  further, 
for  it  can  surely  do  no  good;  if  a  mistake  has  been  made 
I  shall  do  my  very  best  to  rectify  it." 
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have  lowered  ZT  ^°""'"'  2""'*""  should  thus 

verse  uoon  nth.,      k  ■'°"™*y'  ^"t"  ^hen  I  attempted  :on- 

wearied  from  the  toil  ^  "*  '^""" 

interest    and  Zf       .■  ^        ^'  ""^  P^'^  «''"'  ^^va^e 

-  tf  rr;  s\r  :;cni,.rsr 

with  quesfonmgs.    But  there  was  no  interference  whf  Z 
■ng  impudently  into  the  startled  faces  of  the  women.Tnd 
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uttering  guttural  notei  of  admiration  or  surprise  at  their 
appearance. 

It  was  no  small  strain  upon  the  nerves  to  see  those  lean, 
naked  bodies  emerge  suddenly  from  out  the  black  shadows 
in  our  front,  stealing  as  silently  forth  from  their  hidden 
coverts  as  ghosts,  gims  in  hand,  knives  gleaming  at  their 
belts,  their  cruel  eyes  shining  ominously,  their  long  scalp- 
locks  waving  in  savage  bravery.  More  than  once  I  laid 
hand  softly  on  my  lady's  arm  seeking  to  quiet  her  at  some 
iuch  sudden  apparition  from  out  the  forest  gloom,  and 
twice  I  flung  aside  tawny  arms  that  impertinently  sought 
to  touch  her,  sternly  forcing  the  venturesome  savage  back 
from  our  path  by  a  grimness  of  demeanor  that  caused 
respect  for  my  authority.  One  thing  which  greatly  aided 
us  was  that  they  made  no  attempt  to  follow.  Evidently  they 
but  held  their  posts  around  the  besieged  stockade,  and  were 
restrained  by  discipline  sufficient  to  keep  them  otherwise 
harmless.  No  doubt  the  word  had  passed  a'.ong  their  line 
that  I  came  a»  an  officer  from  Fort  Chartret.,  and  they  real- 
ized the  futility  of  any  attempt  to  bar  our  progress.  Be 
this  as  it  ii;ay,  we  passed  freely,  except  for  the  usual  annoy- 
ances of  Indian  curiosity;  and  only  once  was  I  compelled 
to  restrain  Cassady's  recklessness,  when  he  thought  his  red 
neighbors  were  becoming  far  too  free. 

"Push  back  your  knife!"  I  commanded  sternly,  strid- 
ing up  to  him  through  a  ring  of  savages.  "  We  cannot  fight 
our  way  through  here,  you  fool ;  so  let  your  Irish  wit  win 
passage  for  you." 

There  was  an  angry  glint  in  his  eyes,  as  he  swept  the 
scowling  faces,  but  his  fingers  instantly  fell  away  from  the 
hilt. 

"  Thin  lit  thim  rid  divils  kapc  back  from  a-crowdin'  uv 
us,  sorr,"  he  returned  sullenly;  "an'  take  their  durty  hands 
oflF  uv  the  lady." 

Even  as  he  spoke  a  chief  strode  forth  into  ihe  midst  of 
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these  ytnmger  warriorg  — a  «t,rn  i.    a 
war-bonnet  of  the  Wyandot,  V""';''"'',  "»"•  *«ring  the 
Karlet  blanket  -  J^'^Sr^d  th*  u"'  '"™PP«'  '"  « 

wave  of  the  hand  ""  *'"■  «"  •"thoritative 

th^^Si'^t'llSr:^!;'^  ?-  •■«•"  vane,, 
women  .hrinkine  at  «ch  Jl  Vf  "'*'"  "'•  »"''  '^e 
path.     I  M^    h!  dlr?n.  f  T^  ''""'°*  *''''''  «"*d  our 

R«e'.  as  he  «;  ed  ^Te  d""""  "l'  '""''  -'°" 
venture  upon  no  such  f.  J.     'l        ''°*"*»'-d.  but  I  could 

vening  waters  Within  if.  -f  ,  *^  ^^  °''"  "•«  '"'«■- 
ceive^a  nurn^r  ^f  back  t^eV  M  °'  'if'"  '  ^°""'  ^■ 
repassed  a  variety  of  fiSesthtfh        *,'".'^\P»"«d  and 

to..™,  r  J,.,, o^riLtrfrrnotf-'' 

;2--«ophe-^--5«-SL'r2 
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CHAPTER   XIX 

THE  BLACK   LODGES  OF  THE  OTTAWAS 

T  IKE  lo  many  dim  ihadows  our  escort  noisclesily 
*-<  flitted  away  into  the  dense  forest  gloom  behind,  and 
we  -vere  left  thc.-e  alone,  peering  across  those  flame-tinged 
waters  at  the  camp  on  the  other  shore.  For  the  moment  I 
paused  irresolute,  feeling  that  which  must  have  been  akin 
to  fear  tugging  at  my  heartstrings  —  the  sights  and  sounds 
beyond  uniting  to  bring  back  the  memory  of  sufferings 
endured  far  to  the  southward.  So  keenly  did  I  experience 
this  that  it  unmanned  me.  Without  for  one  moment  doubt- 
ing our  safety  when  once  beneath  the  protecting  power  of 
Pontiac,  I  yet  could  not  wholly  rid  myself  of  the  haunting 
sense  of  danger  involved  in  bringing  those  helpless  women 
within  the  grasp  of  such  savage  fiends.  My  thought  must 
have  found  reflection  upon  my  face,  for  she  who  sal  her 
horse  beside  me  leaned  slightly  over  and  touched  me  kindly 
upon  the  shoulder. 

"  What  is  it.  Captain  de  Coubert?"  she  questioned,  more 
gtiitly  than  had  been  her  wont  of  late.  "  Do  you  also  fear 
the  r<  ^ult  of  our  crossing?" 

I  shook  myself  into  activity,  thoroughly  ashamed  of  hav- 
ing exhibited  such  weakness,  and  smiled  back  into  her  eyes, 
which  were  filled  with  anxiety. 

"I  was  oppressed  by  a  memory.  Mademoiselle,"  I  an- 
swered, striving  to  speak  carelessly.  "Ihe  sight  of  that 
village  yonder  brought  back  to  me  the  n-  ollection  of  an 
experience  I  once  passed  through  among  the  Chickasaws, 
and  no  doubt  the  horror  of  it  found  expression  in  my  face. 
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dark  figures   so  wilrllv  „.T  "?''."'""'■  P"nctua.«l  by  those 
-Tf'c  grea    forest    re//     ■"    I""''  "  '"  ''""  •''••'"•'niacal. 

^x^7L-x;;f :r£  Hi  •=- 

waving'  above  them   «>!,.,  *"    i-ro,,ns  ot  fc    hers 

but  alf  aliJVeeSg  ^etoTtT'  '^  '''"'"""*•'  -""' 
tomto-^  i„  the  steps  o7VlT  "J"'  •~""'""«  °'  ">« 
of  evil  in  its  mad  frenzy  as  to t?"l  '^"f-'  ^°  "'^'^""- 
a"  glimmered  tl-ose  Jeao.W  fl.^  '  u"""''=  ^'"'-^  °^«^ 
"P  with  increasinevoluml  f  '  '/  ""'  ^'"''  ^''  "^'"^d 
'hadows.  It  was  ,£Ti'"'7  ^"."'*^  '^^'^'^  ""=  "'ght 
Satan,  mad  imp"  m    e  me  rfcvr;:?  ''\  '"'  ^'"'^ 
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Mademoiselle  Rene's  horse,  and  press  close  at  my  heels. 
Attempt  no  resistance,  but  do  not  permit  of  any  separation." 

"  Shure,  an'  wud  ye  be  thinkin'  there  moight  be  a  bit  uv 
throuble  ahed,  sorr?" 

"  Those  fellows  yonder  are  fast  working  themselves  tip 
into  the  war  frenzy,"  I  answered,  pointing  toward  them, 
"  and  may  prove  a  bit  rough  even  now  in  their  play,  unless 
there  be  some  powerful  chief  present  to  restrain  them.  We 
must  protect  the  women  at  all  hazards;  beyond  that  leave 
ever  'thing  to  me." 

•gasped  my  lady's  horse  firmly  by  the  bit,  glancing  up 
at  her  face  as  I  did  so.  It  was  white  in  the  firelight,  yet 
her  gray  eyes  met  mine  bravely,  and  I  read  in  them  a  wel- 
come message  of  encouragement.  The  next  moment  I  had 
stepped  down  into  the  plashing  water. 

As  we  emerged  within  the  outer  circle  of  light  the  dancers 
immediately  caught  sight  of  us.  Above  the  dismal  discord 
of  the  war-drum  there  arose  a  sudden  wild  yell  of  exultant 
surprise,  while  a  hundred  warriors  rushed  across  the  nar- 
row open  space,  crowding  and  jamming  in  our  front,  their 
naked  arms  uplifted,  their  faces  yet  distorted  by  the  fierce 
passions  of  the  dance.  I  noticed  but  few  weapons ;  here  and 
there  a  knife  gleamed  aloft,  or  the  bright  blade  of  a  toma- 
hawk reflected  back  the  flames  as  it  was  wildly  brandished 
overhead,  but  the  majority  carried  sticks,  hardened  and 
blackened  in  the  fire,  which  they  swung  recklessly  in  our 
faces,  occasionally  prodding  the  frightened  horses  with  their 
sharpened  points.  It  was  no  mob  to  temporize  with,  and, 
for  the  moment,  as  they  surged  hard  against  us,  borne  down 
by  the  impetus  of  their  first  rush,  we  were  caught  as  in  a  vise, 
a  perfect  sea  of  faces  fronting  us,  a  tangled  mass  of  bodies 
pressing  hard  against  us  upon  every  side.  I  heard  a  shrill 
cry  of  terror  from  Rene,  an  oath  from  the  Irishman,  felt 
my  own  charge  shrink  back  to  escape  those  clutching  red 
hands,  and  then  I  flung  myself  recklessly  forward,  striking 
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"B^^i^"^'  r    °"''*'"''"    I   commanded   stemly 

a^r^^i  rirr;  r:^tXd'^^^  ^^" '""-^ 

the  bridle.     Yet  I  {ouJhttZ  ^.  ™''^  """'^  "P°" 

S:i.r^«s?:,£f-7irfr^Hr°VT 
rzrsro^Xo.^:e5jr 

SKle,  as  though  split  by  a  k„ife.^whi.e,'re    fled t  the  Sr 

gravity  He  was  tall  and  commanding,  his  face  manlv  in 
outlme  but  seamed  by  age,  naked  to  the  waist,  a  neS  of 
bear  claws  showing  ghastly  across  his  dark  chest  an  el^e 
ant:;::  '■'  '"^'  ^"'  ^  "«^  ^-P^^  -  - tnd  7 

:n  Th  ^s^rs  Twafr  '""I-  '"^ '--  "-'- 

muttering.  ^  ^       '°    ^    ^''"°^'    '"^"dible 

an^  ^  "^  Wau-wau-soota,"  he  explained  at  last  with  dignity 
and  m  broken  French.  "  What  white  man  comes  thusS 
vited  into  the  village  of  the  Ottawas  ?  " 
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I  lifted  my  hat,  and  taking  a  step  forward  bowed  before 
him,  all  my  waning  confidence  restored. 

"  An  officer  from  Fort  Chartres  bearmg  message  from  the 
great  French  father  to  his  children  of  the  forest.  I  seek 
audience  with  Pontiac." 

The  expressionless  eyes  of  the  Indian  rested  upon  the 
coarse  and  ragged  garments  clothing  me,  then  wandered 
toward  the  fair  faces  of  those  girls  behind. 

"  And  these  others?  Doth  the  great  father  of  the  French 
now  make  use  of  squaws  to  bear  his  words  of  wisdom  to 
Ottawa  cliiefs  ?  " 

"  They  are  with  me  through  misadventure  upon  the  trail, 
Wau-wau-soota,"  I  answered,  unwilling  to  say  more  in  pres- 
ence of  such  a  mob,  "  and  travel  at  present  under  my  pro- 
tection. 'T  is  not  here,  among  all  these  young  warriors,  that 
we  who  are  chiefs  should  discuss  such  matters.  I  come 
bearing  authority  to  sit  with  you  about  the  council  fire." 

"  You  have  name  and  rank  ?  " 

"  Captain  de  Coubert." 

The  Indian  looked  at  me  long  and  searchingly,  his  own 
features  impenetrable  in  their  stolidity,  but  his  dark  eyes 
filled  with  doubt. 

"  Ugh !  "  he  muttered  at  last.  "  This  is  a  matter  not  for 
me  to  decide.  Pontiac  is  not  now  in  the  camp  of  the  Otta- 
was.  I  will  hold  you  safe  from  our  young  men  until  he  can 
act ;  beyond  that  I  promise  nothing." 

He  turned  and  strode  off  with  impassive  dignity,  making 
no  motion  for  us  to  follow,  but  I  gmsped  the  horse's  rein 
and  pressed  closely  at  his  heels,  the  mob  of  Indians  yielding 
scant  room  for  our  passage,  and  surging  down  so  tightly  on 
either  hand  as  greatly  to  impede  our  progress.  From 
where  I  walked,  with  watchful  eyes  on  either  s^'^e  to  ward 
off  any  stroke  of  treachery,  I  could  see  little  of  that  swaying, 
howling  mob,  other  than  those  fierce  eyes  that  scanned  me, 
or  the  dark  bodies  I  pressed  recklessly  aside  to  gain  pas- 
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maddened  surging  ba'ck^anT S  "  1  h  "^  """""'  *'"= 
gether  with  vindictive  brandlhin  .  *  ''""""  °*  '^'^  '<^ 
more  horrible  and  sugge^  tv  fhe  T"^"''  ^"  '^"''^^^^ 
the  forest,  and  tinged  bvlhn  '"""  "'«'''  g'^""  of 

one  glimpse  of  thosfwh^  ^,1^'"'^  """'"•  '  •^"^'^ 
ing  here  and  there,  Zll,1^;iT~°'  ^''"'"^y  '-'^t" 
-very  group  that  r       d  contes    hi  ""^  ""P"dently  into 

«"U"  ..Tes  dancing  ,th  theTe  Lh  T^T'  ^''  P"g"^cious 
Cosed  for  quick^  decisive  bW  '^""''f '''^  «^' ''^htly 
swayed,  as  if  from  faintn,.  '  u  "^  •"■"  ^"'''^  Rene 
laughter  gone  fro^  hlr  wh  '  HoV'  T"'"'  ^"  '-<=•=  "^ 
mane  of  her  horse,  the  other  Ih  °"'  u'"''  "«*'"?  *« 
thus  to  shut  out  tLat  terrifvinf  'u  ^''  ^""  ^=  '^'ugh 
lady  rode  Hke  a  statue  a  ^^^1  '  m"'  ^'°''  ^''-  But  my 
lips  firmly  set,  her  "es  fi^d  w"  tl  T' i""  ""T'''  P^'^'  "^^ 
watchful  for  attack  as  wlrf  ""''aunted  courage,  as 

«ft  the  stout  switch  she  TarHed  ^T'  ^"■"^  '  ^^"^  ''- 
0"  a  red,  clutching  hand  fnd  oi  she  Z  t  '°""  ^""^'^ 
warnmg,  her  clear  voice  rintrinr.  .  u  '°  *"'  "^  '"''den 
a  silver  bell.  Faith,  he  Sersef''  "'  '"""°"  '"'^ 
face  of  rebellious  subjects  ouakTnl. 'I '  ''"''"  '"'g'^'  '" 
all  the  gentle  timidity  oIVJ^  f '  '^'^^^  P^^aps  with 
to  exhibit  fear  i„  face  of  sue .  a  m^  tIT  "'"''^  °'  ^°"' 
her  was  stimulant,  and  I  nushern  J"^  ^'""P=^  °f 

those  naked  varlet    to  riit  ,  ?i1  .     '°"^^'y'  shouldering 

passageway  throu'rca"f  3  .wl^g  h^L^fo  i'-'-''  ^ 
faces,  and  twice  strikino-  i,l-       r  '"°  "'^"'  angry 

dared  thus  a  threat'o  bS me  "^  °"'  ""'''^^  ''-^s  '^at 

offfcrringToMhe'crr^plT  ^"'  ^°'  ""'  *-  -^ed 
pressed  wffl  of  therS  t'  ""'  ""f^'^  '^-^  'he  ex- 
tion.  They  could  trunTtn.i?  "^^  ''"  ^^"^^^  °^  P^otec- 
smite  in  ojen  qua4T  '  Thus  •r"°''' ^  ''"'''''  ^»'"«  '» 
quarrel.    Thus  .t  was  they  gave  way  sullenly 
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and  let  us  pass,  hurling  Indian  curses  at  us  in  plenty,  but 
without  inflicting  real  injury,  until  we  reached  the  place  of 
refuge  toward  which  Wau-wau-soota  pointed  with  a  gesture 
not  devoid  of  stolid  contempt. 

In  truth  I  Uked  not  his  manner  toward  us  in  the  least,  nor 
the  indifferent  way  in  which  he  had  deserted  us  to  the  mali- 
cious buffetings  of  the  mob.  It  was  not  Indian  custom  thus 
to  mistreat  any  messenger  of  alliance,  and  bespoke  an  inso- 
lence to  which  we  of  the  French  service  in  that  country  were 
totally  unaccustomed.  Yet  the  angry  looks  upon  every  side, 
together  with  the  presence  of  those  two  frightened  women 
in  our  care,  constrained  me  to  silence.  Let  the  insult  pass 
for  now;  when  Pontiac  returned  I  would  teach  this  con- 
temptuous savage  a  much-needed  lesson  in  forest  etiquette. 

"  Are  all  of  us  to  go  in  here?  "  I  questioned,  and  as  he 
grunted  a  discourteous  response,  I  swung  Mademoiselle 
lightly  from  her  saddle.  She  staggered  a  little  when  her 
feet  first  felt  the  ground,  and  the  staring  Indians  pressed 
about  us  so  closely  that  I  slipped  my  arm  unrebuked  about 
her  waist,  and  thus  half  led,  half  carried  her  into  the  haven 
of  black  shadows  within. 

"  There  is  no  real  danger,"  I  whispered  almost  tenderly, 
for  the  n.ere  pressure  of  her  form  against  mine  was  strangely 
intoxica'ing  even  at  such  a  time,  and  I  imagined  her  over- 
taxed nerves  had  at  last  totally  given  way.  "  They  merely 
seek  to  worry  us  with  threats  which  they  dare  not  execute 
against  the  commands  of  their  chief.  There  will  be  a  dif- 
ferent reception  offered  presently,  when  Pontiac  returns." 

"  It  was  not  fear,"  she  responded,  her  voice  as  steady  as 
my  own,  "  that  caused  me  to  stumbic,  but  I  have  been  so 
long  upon  horseback  my  feet  had  forgotten  their  duty.  And 
Captain  de  Coubert,  I  really  beUeve  I  am  faint  from  lack  of 
food,  having  touched  nothing  since  b-fore  daylight." 

I  found  comfortable  resting  place  for  them  upon  a  pile  of 
robes  at  the  farther  extremity  of  the  lodge,  so  far  back  indeed 
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Thenishouir;;^i;"uHm::H  '*""'  '^^  '■"-"«■ 

lages  with  s;ch  insult  as tr.v''  '''""^''  '"  "'"■•  v"- 
retun,  and  tell  the  story  of t  T  u'"™  °^  °"='^^^-  "  ^ 
people  will  aid  you  7vo  '  .  .  T  ""^  '"''"<="  "'  "y 
Pontiac  cares  so  Ze  J  FTenZ"^-  .''  "■'"'  ^°" 
against  the  red-coats  that  he  wm''"lf='"'=^  I"  J:'^  ^'^"^^"= 
ment  of  Monsieur  de  Vi  liers's  l*^  T^  ^"'^  '^«"- 

young  men  from  the  door  of  thU,  7"^    ^'"  °^  y°"' 
Fort  Chartres,  my  word  unmt     H       f'  "^  ^  ^°  ''^'^''  '° 


ao8  A  Sword  of  the  Old  Frontier 

and  gave  the  order  sullenly  in  his  own  tongue,  and  the  mas» 
fell  slowly  back  from  where  we  stood. 

"And  what  else,  Master  Frenchman?"  he  asked,  and  1 
saw  now  that  my  bold  front  had  impressed  him  with  fear 
lest  he  had  made  mistake. 

"  Food  for  myself  and  party,"  I  answered,  retaming  my 
sternness  of  demeanor,  "  and  let  it  be  served  at  once.  Don't 
forget  again,  Wau-wau-soota,  that  in  dealing  with  me  you 
are  dealing  with  France." 

The  dark  ring  of  warriors  were  silent  now,  appearmg 
strangely  weird  with  those  billows  of  red  light  streaming 
over  them.  Their  chief  stood  like  a  bronze  statue  facing 
me  his  face  expressionless  as  ever,  but  his  eyes  filled  with 
perplexity  oddly  tinged  by  anger.  For  one  instant  our 
glances  met,  and  I  conquered  him..  Then  I  turned,  ignoring 
all  else,  nd  strode  back  within  the  black  lodge,  assured  I 
had  won  my  will. 


CHAPTER  XX 

A  VISION  OF  SAVAGERY 

T"!  ''T^*  "'"""^  °^  "'"  under-Chief  puzzled  me 

one  clothed  so  roughly  as  I     Mn^V  ""^S-vings 

ever  marked  VrZf'    i     ,  •  °'  ceremonious  etiquette 

in  waTcouncJ  but  a  fn."     T''°""'  """  '"-«'  ''''-S- 

present  pTdiL^-^^rM^Crsre^r^^^^^^ 

The  lodge  in  which  we  were  sheltered  was  a  lar«  ™,. 
and  most  peculiarlv  cnr,otr„^^A     a  "^'  ""*' 

s  ;?th:rril°^  ^°'^^ ;:"  "-^-  "- 

in  their  .^^VZ^tS^:!  'T  ''''  'T'^ 

nr^    The  front,  facing  that  open  space  wherein  the 
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Indians  were  yet  congregated,  was  only  partially  closed,  the 
central  skin  being  absent,  and  through  this  considerable 
aperture  streamed  sufficient  light  from  the  fire  without  to 
enable  us  clearly  to  distinguish  each  other.  This  peculiarity 
of  construction,  as  well  as  the  unusual  size  of  the  lodge,  told 
me  at  once  we  tT\ust  be  within  the  great  council  tent  of  the 
village,  a  decision  confirmed  by  sight  of  those  various  totems 
dimly  discernible,  traced  in  red  or  yellow  along  the  skins  on 
every  side,  marking  this  tepee  as  being  the  common  prop- 
erty of  the  chiefs. 

I  noticed  much  of  this  later,  however,  for  as  I  returned, 
flushed  and  angered  by  my  controversy  with  the  Indian, 
Mademoiselle  Alene  stood  waiting  me  just  within  the  en- 
trance, her  face  still  pale  from  our  late  experience,  her  eyes 
anxious  and  filled  with  unusual  emotion.  She  greeted  me 
with  a  warmth  of  welcome  strangely  at  variance  with  her 
other  moods. 

"Oh,  why  did  you  venture  out  there,  and  alone?"  she 
questioned,  apparently  for  the  moment  careless  of  thus  ex- 
hibiting her  deep  agitation.  "They  were  so  anpy;  their 
eyes  gleamed  like  those  of  wild  beasts,  and  that  savage  you 
threatened  had  his  knife  half  drawn  to  strike  you." 

"  I  know,"  I  said,  and,  for  the  first  time,  ventured  to 
clasp  her  hands  reassuringly.  "Yet  it  was  not  nearly  so 
desperate  a  deed  as  you  may  suppose,  Mademoiselle.  They 
would  indeed  like  well  enough  to  wreak  their  feiocity  upon 
us,  but,  fortunately,  they  dare  not.  I  can  assure  you  I  ex- 
perienced no  fear,  nor  did  I  dream  you  cared  sufficiently 
for  my  safety  to  be  th'is  troubled." 

These  words,  more  in  my  manner  of  utterance  than  in  the 
language  itself,  served  to  recall  her  instantly  to  her  old  self. 
A  flush  swept  across  the  clear  cheeks,  and  her  eyes  fell. 

"  You  —  you  are  our  only  protection  here,"  she  explained, 
her  low  voice  trembling  slightly.  "  Yet  it  was  not  altogether 
that  —  I  am  not  so  supremely  selfish.  Captain  de  Coubert  — 
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me  to  watch  the  color  ever  deeding  upTn  her  Sk7the 
»hy  expression  within  her  lower«l  eyes 

thn'f!!??;  ^°'"'  '*'''  ^  ''°"'''  •*°  "'"'•''"  ^  '«"">«<!.  forgetful 
that  other  eyes  might  regard  us  curiously.    "  Yes  anXnJ 

now'-  t^Lr;^:  '  ^  --  ^-^'""at  my'sofd  5 
now  is  to  stand  between  you  and  possible  danger     To  realiri 

Ielr-'""V""  ""'■  '"^^  *°^-  '  -  officer  and  gin! 
tieman,  „  sufficiency  of  reward.  In  spite  of  all  I  have 
passe    through  during  these  past  few  weLs,  in  spite  of  h 

S  aTonrof  th""^f  r'-  '"^'"'^  '^  singing.  Mademoi- 
selle, a  song  of  thankfulness  that  the  good  God  has  oer- 
n^ted  me  to  be  thus  with  you  at  sufh  a  time  of  triaj 
.hink  you  then  I  would  needlessly  venture  my  life  know 
.ng  what  may  depend  upon  its  preservation  ?  If  I  wem  foi^ 
but  now.  to  front  that  savage  crew,  there  was  a  pu'^S 
It  which  fully  justified  the  measure." 

.Zi  '""vf'^'l  r"  """''  ^  "«^''*'"  '^'  answered,  her  eyes 
agam  uplifted  bravely  to  mine.  "It  seems  so  unusuaUo 
me.  Captain  de  Coubert.  yet  I  fear  these  dreadful  scenes  of 
savagery  must  l..ve  strangely  unnerved  me.  I  1  ^ZZt 
omed  to  weakness,  or  to  relying  largely  upon  others  f" 

sS  win/T  "'  ^'t""-    '  """''  '^^^  '''^  ^  ^^'  of  much 
self-will,  feeling  complete  reliance  on  my  own  power  to  over- 

aTsUnf  Si  ^'"'  T'  r'^"'  ''"  ^""^^°  *-"h° 
Perhlrf;  ^^"'^^r^'  been  proud  of  my  own  mastery. 

Perhaps  it  was  a  foolish  pride,  and  I  may  have  needed  iust 
such  a   esson  as  this  has  been,  to  convince  me  t^atl  was 

Drdehl."°  """"  *''^"  "  *°'"^"'  *°'"  '""*  °f  that  false 
pride  has  gone  now,  and  I  discover  myself  resting  upon  you 
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in  thif  'rial  as  I  never  have  rested  upon  anyone  before, 
utterly  distrustful  of  my  own  power  to  avert  evil.  You  will 
aurely  understand  my  meaning,  Monsieur;  I  have  merely 
learned  that  I  am  not  alone  sufficient  under  all  conditions; 
my  strength  of  purpose,  of  which  I  have  been  so  foolishly 
vain  in  the  past,  has  broken  down  completely  beneath  the 
strain  of  these  last  few  hours,  and  I  discover  myself  no  more 
than  a  nerveless  girl,  almost  affrighted  of  the  dark." 

There  were  tears  glistening  upon  her  long  lashes,  yet  she 
made  the  confession  bravely,  and  as  if  doing  lo  comforted 
her. 

"  I  fully  comprehend  you.  Mademoiselle,"  I  replied 
gravely,  feeling  this  to  be  no  time  for  other  than  the  speak- 
ing of  strengthening  words.  "  Moreover  I  respect  you  even 
more  in  this  gentle  softening  into  womanhood  than  was 
possible  while  you  looked  down  upon  me  as  a  mere  coureur 
de  hois.  I  thought  you  then  a  fair  white  statue,  as  hard 
and  cold  of  heart  as  the  marble ;  now  I  know  you  to  be  of 
flesh  and  blood,  and  that  service  which  has,  heretofore,  been 
merely  a  duty,  has  become  a  pleasure,  worthy  of  every 
sacrifice  and  danger.  I  pledge  you  gladly  to  be  cautious, 
and  that  no  rash  act  of  mine  shill  add  another  pang  to  your 
anxiety.  But  come.  Mademoiselle,  you  will  be  far  stronger 
and  happier  if  you  give  aid  to  others.  Your  companion  is 
sobbing  bitterly  yonder,  and  Cassady  seems  unable  to  still 
her  awakened  fears.    Permit  me  to  lead  you  to  her." 

She  swept  me  one  swift  glance  of  warmest  gratitude. 

"  It  will  be  unnecessary.  Monsieur,  for  your  words  have 
already  afforded  me  the  very  strength  I  needed.  I  will  go 
to  Rene,  and  am  sure  I  shall  not  again  so  pitifully  break 
down.  I  thank  you.  Captain  de  Coubert,  and  have  the 
utmost  faith  in  your  promise." 

I  watched  her  as  she  passed  back  through  the  shadows 
and  bent  soothingly  above  the  sobbing  girl.  It  was  a  most 
fair  picture,  dim  as  the  light  was  which  flooded  it,  and  I 
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rtmlned  my  eye.  that  I  might  see  more  clearly  the  gentle, 
womanly  manner  in  which  .he  nur.ed  back  her  companion', 
courage,  "^ 

.mIr„^IT«  ""J'  '"."  repulsively  blackened  from  the 
•moke  of  the  fire,  brought  in  our  meal,  consisting  of  dried 
meat  and  boded  maize,  leaving  it  just  within  the  entrance 
am.d  a  silence  most  oppressive.  We  ate  but  little,  only  so 
much  a,  was  compelled  of  hunger,  and  then  I  outstretched 

forth  through  the  openmg,  while  the  girl,  conversed  t^ 
gether  softly  at  the  rear  of  the  lodge,  the  sound  of  their 
voices  reaching  us  as  a  sort  of  lullaby.  Saint  Denis!  but 
that  was  a  black  scene  we  looked  out  upon  I  The  aDer- 
ture  through  which  we  gazed  yielded  but  a  contracted  vUta 
of  what  was  passing  without -a  gloom  of  forest  trees, 
huge,  motionless,  impenetrable  to  the  eye.  framing  that  cen- 

brthirV        ."l'  V  '"""^''''"''y  in  our  front  was 
brghtbr  .Hummed  by  the  red  blaze  of  tl.e  fire,  and  crowded 
with  dark  figures,   whose  nude  bodies  shone  repulsive  in 
the  glow     It  was  a  restless  mob,  its  members  gaily  bedecked 
with  barbaric  splendor,  many  having  blackened  faces,  or 
with  gaudy  coloring  streaked  upon  their  forms.    Some  were 
dancing,  a  wild,  frenzied  succession  of  leaps,  ever  circling  a 
central  pole  hung  with  scalps,  keeping  in  their  gyration  slight 
time  to  the  monotonous  pounding  of  the  tom-tom.  and  ever 
wavmg  weapons  overhead  that  sparkled  cruelly  in  the  light 
When  weaned,  these  dancers  gave  way  to  others  from  out  the 
restless  throng  of  onlookers,   who  would  spring  forward 
with  whoop  of  wild  delight,  flinging  themselves  into  the 
fierce  maelstrom  with  ferocious  freshness,  urging  the  more 
tired   to  h,e:her  leaping  and   fiercer  paroxysms.     Squaws 
circled  ab.    „  mingling  their  shrill  screams  with  the  more 
guttural  shouts  of  the  excited  warriors,  while  dogs  were 
everywhere,  yelping  in  pain  or  snapping  viciously  at  some 
persecutor.    It  was  a  demoniacal  spectacle,  grotesque  and 
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repuliive,  and  in  luch  •  time  and  place  iuggettive  of  un- 
vented  cruelty  and  lavage  barbariim  — a  Kene  rendered 
even  more  horrible  by  the  intense  gloom  of  the  woods  amid 
which  it  wai  being  enacted,  and  the  silence  of  those  watch- 
ful stars  above. 

I  gaied  upon  it,  not  in  any  personal  fear,  yet  feeling  a 
horror  I  was  unable  to  cast  off;  each  black  whirling  figure, 
hideous  in  its  war-paint,  seeming  some  devil  of  malignity, 
some  foul  fiend  of  the  upper  air,  whose  very  breath  mu  t 
poison  the  atmosphere  and  deal  death  by  torture.  Yet  it 
fascinated  me ;  so  unnatural  was  it,  so  filled  with  the  brood- 
ing spirit  of  insensate  cruelty,  that  I  could  realize  its  expres- 
sion in  every  convolution  of  those  naked  bodies,  every  wild 
glare  of  those  roving  eyes.  It  required  but  a  helpless  vic- 
tim chained  against  the  stake  beneath  those  flapping  scalp- 
locks  to  turn  that  entire  scene  into  a  saturnalia  of  fiendish 
torture,  a  hell  of  human  agony. 

Sick  at  heart,  I  glanced  aside  toward  my  silent  com- 
panion. He  was  resting  face  downward,  gazing  oui  ii.tently, 
the  intense  horror  of  the  scene  plainly  visible  within  his  eyes. 
Somewhere  in  the  melit  of  our  passage  a  sharpened  stake  had 
broken  the  skin  upon  his  forehead,  and  the  congealed  blood 
had  hardened  to  his  hair.  I  had  not  before  noticed  he  was 
injured. 

"Is  your  wound  of  any  consequence?"  I  asked,  glad 
enough  to  arouse  my  own  dormant  energies  by  speech. 
"  Was  it  blow  from  steel  or  wood  that  left  that  gash  ?  " 

He  turned  to  partly  front  me,  his  hand  feeling  his  damaged 
head  gingerly,  as  though  it  yet  pained  him. 

"  No  more  then  a  mere  scratch,  sorr,"  he  replied,  but  with 
his  eyes  straying  out  once  again  through  the  opening. 
"  Shure,  an'  mostly  it  wus  me  own  fault  fer  knockin'  up  the 
lad's  stake  wid  me  elbow.  But  faith,  Oi  got  the  little  divil 
jist  the  same,  yer  honor,"  and  his  blue  eyes  suddenly  bright- 
ened at  the  remembrance.    "  As  nate  an  upper  cut  to  the 
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then  Oi  be  .h..  toimro  'm  .  .h iL^  h '  '  T'.'  ''"°'' 
them  haythen  made  uv  it  .  it.in.  ^  .*"*  '  '"''  '"«» 
but  Oi  -d  have  Nkld":  uaf  v".h"*ould"fi:>.""-  "''•'' 
have  played  wid  .he  loike.  uv  thim  fer  ^  I  '  '°'''  '"'  *" 
wud  have  done  me  wwl  ™d  ,«  h.  .  J'*  '"'""'"•  ^« 
wid  the  pike.'  *^^  '°  '"'"  P'°"8''«'  'hrougli  thim 

.«;ie'J^•t,T;t';hToAr"''"•^'^  •«''  ""^•'  ^  - 

"  A   J  ^'        through  the  worst  of  it  now  " 

urt  wus  fules  an  crazy  mm;  they  thought  sich  loike  wus 
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touched  be  the  Great  Spirit,  an'  so  they  lit  thim  go.  His 
advice  wus,  thet  if  ever  one  uv  us  got  in  a  bad  hole  long  o' 
Injuns  we  wus  to  throw  a  fit,  an  then  kape  on  a-throwin'  uv 
thim  till  the  In;uns  took  to  their  heels." 

"And  you  really  believe  such  an  exhibition  would  save 
you  ?    Have  you  ever  tried  the  experiment  ?  " 

"  Oi  niver  did  yit,  sorr,"  earnestly,  "  but  Oi  've  got  the 
thrick  down  moighty  foine,  Oi  kin  tell  ye.  Oi  've  practised 
the  doin'  uv  them  fits  'till  Oi  ken  turn  'em  backward  er  for- 
ward, on  horse  er  on  fut,  single  er  double,  wid  or  widout  an 
aujence.  Shure,  an'  Oi  have  wid  me  the  foinest  collection 
uy  fits  iver  travellin'  in  this  wilderness.  If  it  wasn't  for 
frightin'  thim  gyurls,  sorr,  Oi  'd  be  givin'  ye  a  sample  uv  me 
wurk  roight  now.  It 's  fairly  crazy  Oi  am  to  thry  thim  on 
the  haythen,  hopeful  it  wud  be  edifyin'  to  the  loikes  uv  thim 
an'  comfortin'  to  meself." 

"  You  really  have  faith,  then,  in  thus  being  able  to  preserve 
your  life  if  the  need  arose?" 

"Is  it  faith,  yer  honor?  Shure  no  rid  haythen  cud  iver 
rasist  such  a  foine  aggragation  uv  fits,  ivery  one  uv  them 
broke  ter  harness,  es  Oi  cud  show  him  in  foive  minutes. 
He  wud  die  uv  envy,  aven,  if  the  nature  uv  the  baste  did  n't 
tell  him  Oi  wus  luny  enough  to  be  saved." 

"  But,  even  if  the  experiment  resulted  as  you  anticipate, 
I  should  suppose  you  would  have  to  keep  up  the  deceptioii 
indefinitely." 
He  winked,  his  eyes  gleaming  with  cunning  amusement. 
"An'  whut  uv  thet,  sorr?  Shure  an'  Oi 'd  rather  be 
throwin'  fits  ivery  foive  minutes,  tin  hours  a  day,  an'  no 
Sunday  oflF,  than  be  a-roastin'  et  the  stake  wid  some  durty 
rid  divil  uv  a  haythen  a-jabbin'  me  ivery  now  an'  thin  in 
the  small  ribs  to  see  if  Oi  wus  dun  clane  thru.  Faith,  an'  it 's 
not  so  terrible  toilsome  after  ye  oncet  git  the  thrick  uv  it, 
an'  Oi've  hed  jobs  since  Oi 've  bin  Frinch  sojerin'  Oi 
did  n't  loike  much  betther.    Oi  have  thet,  an'  no  lie,  aither." 


A  Vision  of  Savagery 


t.   re  might  be  ■.  -.nn !.,  nV        I         °'  '=""""''•    ^"^eed 

most  considerate  of  thos:;"".''  '^'  ""  ^"'"^"  '^  ^^^^ 
Of  .cape  I  .ad7et:n^e^:Lrr^-1er  ^  '  ^'- 

yo„d!r  So  Tou  'ntf t'h:!  '^^'"^  ^"^'^  ^"  ^^^p-™"'  °"t 

o;Made.oi.^eK^-\-— r;^-^^^^ 
an;  Oi  L,  gfvtre  ^"st  JCp         i^u^Strpetet'""^^' 

S  St  crri'croZfdTiHr  -  ^ys"*^'"  -T 

aidin-  thenlyXse  al,  thii,  l'"  ""'  "^  """^^  '°  "- 
sorr.  Whut  /ud  3  oft  H  -  ^""'  ^"'  ''™  ^'''  "' 
dyin'?"  '^^  '^°'"   ''"'•  °'  anybody  else,  be 

^e^S'^tJ:?cr:^iX"S"'^^-°^^""^ 

impressetbvr  '"  "'"'  '^°''P°^="''  ^  -"^-^^0,  somewhat 
2lv  an  ^H       ''^^'"''   ^'^•^""^'^  y°"^  -""hod  is  cer- 

a  To  t?etTe.it?r;::;.iSit"v'"  -^-^  "^ 

beaut.„,  ,.,  and  I  a^  exceed^',   U tottj  ™ 

ou  2h      I  '°  """y  '°^^*^^-    ^  '"^P-t  that  if  we  come 
^f  th.s  adventure  m  safety,  there  will  be  a  wedding  before 
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"  Oi  wud  n't  et  all  wondher,  sorr,  from  the  way  ye  wu» 
holdin'  on  to  Mademoiselle  Alene's  hands  a  while  back." 

This  retort  came  so  quickly  it  nettled  me,  bringing  a 
sudden  rush  of  blood  to  my  cheeks. 

"  Not  that,  man,"  I  replied  somewhat  roughly ;  "  I  was 
merely  assisting  that  lady  to  recover  her  courage.  My  refer- 
ence was  to  you  and  Rene.  He  is,  indeed,  a  fortunate  soldier 
of  foot  who  can  discover  so  fair  a  divinity  awaiting  him  in 
this  wilderness." 

He  stared  at  me  through  the  semi-darkness  as  if  he  sus- 
pected some  trick  of  speech. 

"  'T  is  not  a  thing  to  make  loight  of,  sorr,"  he  said  at  last, 
his  voice  grown  gruff  and  sullen.  "  Oi  do,  indade,  think 
moighty  well  uv  thet  young  lady,  an'  no  doubt  she  hes  a  bit 
uv  a  care  for  me,  while  Oi  am  feminst  her,  reddy  to  do  her 
a  sarvice  now  an'  thin,  an'  a  nuse  her  a  thrifle  wid  me  fun. 
But  she 's  not  for  the  loikes  uv  me  in  any  sich  way  es  thet, 
an'  nobody  knows  it  betther  nor  Jack  Cassady.  Shure,  she 
cud  walk  all  over  me  wid  her  little  fate  if  she  loiked,  an'  it 
wud  make  me  happy  jist  to  know  she  wus  injyin'  it.  Thet 's 
whut  Oi  think  uv  her ;  but  Oi  wud  n't  spake  no  sich  wurds 
as  them  agin,  if  Oi  wus  you,  sorr." 

An  exclamation  of  surprise  was  upon  my  lips,  but  I 
stifled  it,  attracted  at  that  moment  by  a  new  interest  with- 
out. Someone  hac'  flung  fresh  material  upon  the  fire,  which 
now  swept  up  in  great  billows  of  flame,  driving  those  sur- 
rounding shadows  farther  back  into  the  enveloping  forest, 
and  rendering  clearer  in  that  weird,  red  radiance  the  whirl- 
ing figures  engaged  in  the  war  dance.  Seemingly,  while 
we  had  conversed,  the  circle  of  devotees  had  greatly  widened 
out,  so  that  now  scarcely  a  red  warrior  present  but  what  was 
capering  madly  to  the  monotonous  noise  of  the  drum,  in 
frenzied  violence.  Evidently  the  supreme  moment  was  fast 
approaching;  even  as  I  gazed,  fascinated  and  dazed  by 
that  wild  orgy,  a  new  figure  leaped  suddenly  forth  from  out 
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the  gloom,  and  hurled  itself  through  those  lines  of  crazed 
savages,  until  it  had  attained  the  inner  lighted  circle.    With 
a  wild  whoop,  which  was  instantly  re-echoed  by  hundreds 
of  throats,  the  newcomer  struck  his  gleaming  tomahawk 
deep  mto  the  wood  of  the  great  post,  and  began  a  dance 
which  proved  the  acme  of  mad  ferocity.    Back  and  forth  he 
trod,  ever  circling  so  as  to  front  the  aroused  ring  of  war- 
riors—who fiercely  echoed  him  with  word  and  gesture  — 
leaping  high  into  the  air,  his  arms  flung  forth  in  a  perfect 
passion  of  appeal,  which  in  itself  was  eloquent.    He  was  a 
stalwart   fellow,   broad   of   shoulder  and   deep   of   chest, 
nude  but  for  a  narrow  breechclout  wound  about  his  loins' 
his  body  and  face  daubed  black  as  the  midnight,  hideous  in 
Its  disfiguration,  and  rendered  even  more  repulsive  by  bright 
yellow  stripes  drawn  from  forehead  to  waist.     Thrice  he 
made  the  entire  circuit,  now  chanting  some  wild  war  song  of 
his  people,  now  haranguing  in  strange  guttural,  snatching 
those  reeking  scalps  from  the  long  pole  anc'   baking  them  in 
the  faces  before  him,  his  frenzy  constantly  growing  as  he 
urged,  begged,  commanded  action.    One  by  one  those  who 
listened  stole  silently  away  into  the  black  night  like  so  many 
snakes,   their  naked  bodies  shining  as  they   disappeared. 
Finally,  the  last  loiterer  among  them  had  vanished,  while 
he  who  had  wrought  that  dread  spell  lingered  alone  in  the 
deserted  space.    A  moment  he  stood,  silently  listening  —  the 
impressive  figure  of  a  commanding  savage.    Then  he  also 
departed,  and  as  he  slowly  passed  our  opening,  I  knew  I 
gazed  upon  Pontiac. 
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FULLY  an  hour  must  have  jlapsed,  with  no  sound  reach- 
ing us  from  without,  save  the  barking  and  snarling  of 
dogs.  Upon  what  desperate  foray  that  swarm  of  Indian  -var- 
riors  had  been  despatchfed  I  could  but  conjecture,  yet  I  was 
not  foolish  enough  to  imagine,  because  of  their  desertion,  that 
we  were  left  unguarded.  Once  Cassady  suggested  this  as 
possible,  and  hinted  eagerly  at  escape,  but  I  had  no  desire 
for  any  such  thing,  and  so  plainly  informed  him,  seeking 
only  to  gain  early  speech  with  the  great  chief  of  the  Ottawas. 
The  hre  had  largely  died  down  by  this  time,  leaving  merely 
a  red  mass  of  coals  glimmering  through  the  darkness,  while 
we  remained  amid  a  gloom  so  profound  I  could  barely  per- 
ceive the  form  nearest  me. 

I  was  lying  outstretched  in  silence  upon  the  trampled 
earth  of  the  floor,  hopeful  the  ladies  might  have  been  lulled 
into  slumber  by  the  quietness  of  so  late  an  hour,  when  those 
embers  without  were  violently  stirred  into  new  life  by  some 
savage  hand  pihng  onto  them  an  armful  of  dry  fagots. 
Almost  in  a  moment  the  crackUng  flames  leaped  high  into 
the  air,  while  the  bright  glow  instantly  penetrated  the  inte- 
rior of  the  lodg  ■,  making  its  every  corner  visible.  I  had 
barely  time  to  glance  hastily  about  me,  noting  the  women  to 
be  both  awake,  their  positions  betraying  their  fright  at  this 
sudden  revealment,  when  the  opening  leading  outward  was 
darkened  by  the  entrance  of  a  crouching  figure.  Six  others 
followed  closely,  grave,  silciit,  blanket-wrapped,  their  dark, 
impassive  faces  perfectly  masking  their  purpose,  their  move- 
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ments  deliberate  and  full  of  savage  dignity.  No  glance  aside 
seemed  to  regard  our  presence,  no  wandering  eye  gave  evi- 
dence of  slightest  curiosity;  they  but  drew  their  blankets 
closer,  taking  seats  in  solemn  silence  about  those  blackened 
embers  m  the  centre  of  the  lodge.  Ii  was  a  peculiarly  im- 
pressive ceremony,  while  those  black,  totem-covered  skins 
around  them,  the  red  flames  playing  on  their  swarthy  feat- 
ures, and  the  gloom  of  the  forest  without,  enhanced  the 
impressiveness  of  it  all. 

From  hand  to  hand  the  calumet  passed  silently,  and  watch- 
mg  them  with  interest,  I  knew  they  must  all  be  chiefs  of  the 
Ottawas,  by  reason  of  the  ornaments  in  their  long  coarse 
hair,  as  well  as  the  totems  painted  upon  their  bared  breasts. 
He  who  had  entered  the  lodge  last,  yet  had  taken  position 
larthest  from  the  entrance,  sitting  now  with  head  proudly 
erect,  his  bronze  features  chiselled  into  a  stern  manliness 
unusual  in  a  savage,  could  be  no  other  than  that  truly  great 
chiefta-n,  ^hose  name  was  already  the  terror  of  the  English 
border -Pontiac.    I  looked  upon  him  with  ever-deepening 
respect    feeling  to  the  full  his  dominant  spirit  of  savage 
leadership.    A  man  of  more  than  fifty  years,  the  lines  about 
his  mou  h  were  firm  and  a  bit  cruel,  his  dark  eyes  restless  and 
filled  with  craft,  his  nose  large  and  wide  of  nostril,  his  cheek 
bones  exceedingly  prominent,  his  body  yet  lithe  and  strong, 
a  though  somewhat  heavier  in  build  than  were  the  majority 
of  his  race.    His  face  was  strong,  stern,  impenetrable,  a  most 
perfect  mask  to  the  scheming  soul  abiding  within.    It  was 
not  disfigured  by  those  symbols  of  savagery  so  pronounced 
m  the  other  countenances  about  him;  it  was  the  face  of  a 
man  of  intense  will,  inscrutable,  crafty,  ambitious,  fearless  of 
peril  and  tenacious  of  purpose.    It  was  thus  I  ranked  him 
nor  have  I  since  found  any  cause  to  revise  that  first  swift 
estimate  of  his  character. 

For  several  minutes  they  continued  to  sit  chus  silent  and 
motionless,  e^  .pt  as  that  single  caiven  pipe  passed  slowly 
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around  the  circle,  each  grave,  taciturn  face  bent  upon  the 
ground.  Apparently  we  remained  utterly  unnoted,  and  I 
slipped  quietly  back  to  the  side  of  Mademoiselle,  where  I 
might  venture  to  whisper  a  final  word  of  encouragement  into 
her  ear.  Then  I  waited,  standing  close  beside  her  shoulder, 
watching  that  group  intently,  and  not  a  little  troubled  and 
puzzled  by  such  unusual  procedure.  I  knew  far  better  than 
to  interrupt  in  any  manner  the  grave  solemnity  of  such  Indian 
ceremonial,  yet  surely  this  was  a  most  peculiar  greeting  to 
be  extended  to  an  envoy  of  France,  one  who  had  journeyed 
many  leagues  to  sit  beside  these  Ottawa  chiefs  at  the  council- 
fire.  It  was  n.ore  as  if  they  held  stem  trial  of  prisoners, 
than  a  meeting  of  welcome  to  an  ambassador.  I  swept  those 
stolid  bronze  faces  with  my  eyes,  feeling  a  twinge  of  indigna- 
tion as  I  marked  anew  their  assumed  indifference  to  my 
presence.  By  Saint  Denis  I  let  them  dare  to  voice  slightest 
insult,  and  I  would  show  them,  even  here  in  the  very  seat 
of  their  power,  the  majesty  of  France.  This  rash  impulse  to 
assert  myself,  to  demand  my  rights  openly,  was  still  upper- 
most, struggling  hard  to  burst  through  that  outward  calm 
I  had  assumed,  when  Pontiac  lifted  his  head,  but  without 
deigning  to  glance  in  our  direction,  and  commanded  gravely 
in  French: 

"  Let  the  white  stranger  come  forward,  and  explain  his 
mission  to  the  Ottawas." 

The  words  were  not  gracious,  nor  the  tone  in  which  they 
were  uttered,  yet  I  crushed  back  my  first  unwise  feeling  of 
resentment,  and,  leaving  a  quick,  reassuring  pressure  upon 
my  lady's  hand,  stepped  promptly  forward  to  where  the 
ruddy  light  of  the  flames  fell  full  upon  me.  For  a  moment 
I  met  the  chief's  gaze  fairly,  his  dark,  deeply  indented  eyes, 
haughty  and  stem,  seeming  to  read  me  through  and  through. 
Then  they  dropped  from  my  face  while  he  gravely  scru- 
tinized my  garments. 

"You  sought  audience  with  Pontiac,"  he  said  with  ex- 
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Pontiar,  and  chiefs  of  the  Ottawa,  "  t\ 
grown  hard   with  the  an^er  th,      ,      ,        ^^"'  "^  ''°'« 
strange  reception  to  h^ff     ^       °°^  "'"■  "  ">''  ^^™^ 

the   repres  „  a  L  of  T         T"  ^''°  "'  *  <^'''^^'  ^"  "^^^ 
to  beg'your  mercv    to  h"""^   '  T'""'     '  """   '">'  ^ere 

friendship?"  ™^  '°  >'°"  "P°"  =  mission  of 

by^rSvf 'f'i°  ?  ^^-^  "^^^  "^  "^^'  ='-^e  silence. 

ever  been  friel.d  to'thet  nT  Te  w""'-    J^r!!^  "''' 

2^;nr^ti™^T^ 

^^^2.e;:er?^^^-;^:::;:-t 

rrire"2i^:^rcr[,--r--7- 

ch.ei:s,  not  draped  m  rags  unfit  even  for  a  royageur  after 
Before  I  could  recover  from  my  first  surprise,  and  find  ft 
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speech  in  explanation  of  my  plight,  he  continued  in  the  same 
measured  tone,  each  sentence  a  sarcastic  insult. 

"  Moreover,  white  man,  we  have  already  received  word 
regarding  you,  which,  if  it  prove  to  be  truth,  makes  our 
reception  here  all  too  tender  for  one  who  seeks  lo  win  con- 
fidence through  act  of  treachery.  You  speak  English  ?  "  he 
questioned  suddenly,  and  in  that  tongue. 
"  Yes." 

"  1  thought  as  much.    You  were  with  the  ferryman  at  the 
Raisin?" 
"  One  day  and  two  nights." 

"  While  there,  knowing  him  to  be  of  that  blood,  you  told 
him  that  you  were  an  English  officer,  travelling  from  Fort 
Miami,  seeking  to  reach  Detroit  with  an  important  message; 
you  even  requested  his  assistance  to  that  end  — is  this  not 
the  truth  ?  " 

I  bowed  in  silence.  It  was  positive  relief  thus  to  realize 
at  last  just  what  was  causing  the  restraint  of  my  reception, 
and  I  smiled  grimly  to  myself  as  I  thought  of  how  swiftly 
this  stern  questioner  would  drop  his  savage  suspicions  at 
glimpse  of  my  papers  of  authority.  Let  him  go  on  now  to 
the  full  length  of  his  string ;  the  reaction  would  only  prove 
the  greater,  my  final  triumph  the  more  complete. 

"  After  all  this,"  he  continued  tartly,  angered  at  my  in- 
diflferent  bearing,  "  you  dare  to  come  here  to  me,  dressed  in 
those  rags,  asking  to  be  received  and  treated  as  a  French 
officer.  It  must  be  that  you  rank  us  Ottawas  as  fools.  Whom 
do  you  choose  now  to  represent  yourself  as  being?  " 

"  Captain  de  Coubert,  the  special  messenger  of  Monsieur 
de  Villiers." 

I  have  never  seen  an  Indian  smile,  but  Pontiac's  thin  lips 

parted  so  that  the  white  teeth  gleamed  maliciously  between. 

"  Indeed  I "   he  exclaimed,  with  a  slight  gesture  of  his 

arm  beneath  the  blanket.     "  We  are  greatly  honored  by 

having  so  distinguished  a  guest  in  our  lodges.    I  even  think 
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ffThYreTtwo'c  ?"T  ^"'"°""'  ''^'°--     Know  you 

^]  I  have  heard  of  no  other." 
n«7V "-''  ^  ""'"^^  '"'^'"  •'^  PO^'ble,  so  we  will  let  that 

attad..ng  o   my  officers  while  on  your  way  here?" 

"»nH  fh     ',     ^'^.''^'  '°  "'^  °*™  commander."  I  replied 

an      he  despatches  I  bore  were  destined  alone  for  yo.^ 

perusal.    I  have  done  no  more  than  merely  to  protect  them 

Pontiacs  eyes  were  unbelieving,  and  I  could  perceive  a 

.nsan  tt°"H     ,r^"  '™""^  "^"^  half-closed 'ids.     A„ 
mstanuhey  dwelt  upon  me,  then  he  turned  with  an  impatient 

impe?orslv''°"f"M,^f'l""   '"'"   "'■"   "'  — ^n'led 
We  awtied  ,1  '  ""'  ™"^'"  '°  '^'^  -O-  bottom." 

We  awaited  the  commg  of  that  interesting  indivi.lual  in 

w  TL^rr  '  '"''''  ^'■"°-''  "^  ^^"-    Beyond  luM 
1  was  the  cal,   -st  person  present,  for  my  confidence  in  the 

myseit,    while   my    fingers    toyed    with    that    silk-wranoed 

Call^L?!-  '"''"■  ''--"'^^'-^edy'^arnTd' 
others  had  n^  h""'  '°.""^  "^  ""^  '=""^'"  ^''^"^-r  these 
gSv  lod/e  L\  °"'  *'"■  '''"^-  '  ^'^""^  ^™""'>  'he 
laces  tor  he  first  time  smce  our  interview  be.ran  Cassadv 
S Vis^ d""  *^  ^"'""^^'  "'^  ^'^°"  ^^"  -^'edS 
upon  Pontiac   as  if  fascmated  by  the  savage.     The  ladies 

tneir  hands  clasped,  their  faces  exhibiting  pla  nly  thrdoX 

and  distress  which  swayed  them.    As  I  rfad  this  oS  Mex 

to  their  feelmgs.  I  determined  to  bring  such  painful  susp^se 
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to  a  sudden  ending.  Yet  even  as  I  turned  for  this  purpose. 
Monsieur  Etienne  Quilleriez  came  jauntily  thruugh  the 
opening,  and  stood  fronting  us,  bowing  and  posturing  with 
all  the  graces  of  a  dancing  master,  his  ribbons,  more  numer- 
ous than  ever,  fluttering  gaily  in  the  red  glare  of  the  flames. 
Ccrtcs,  but  he  made  a  fine,  brave  figure,  with  long  sworH  at 
thigh,  and  cocked  hat  in  hand,  swc,  ing  out  his  chest,  and 
lifting  himself  upon  his  toes,  yet  I  noticed  he  edged  across 
to  the  opposite  side  of  the  circle,  and  ever  kept  one  suspi- 
cious eye  cocked  in  my  direction.  Pontiac  watched  his  antics 
with  no  great  favor,  I  thought,  especially  when  the  some- 
what embarrassed  Commissary  drew  forth  a  laced  kerchief, 
and  noisily  blew  his  nose. 

"  Enough  of  such  ceremony,  Monsieur  Quilleriei:."  The 
chief  spoke  harshly.  "  You  have  merely  been  asked  here 
to  explain  „lut  you  know  regarding  this  man.  Please  be 
brief." 

The  curt  bluntness  of  this  order  came  as  a  surprise,  and 
the  startled  Commissary  hemmed  and  hawed  for  some 
moments  before  he  could  get  fairly  started,  shrugging  his 
shoulders,  his  goggle  eyes  wandering  from  my  face  to  that 
of  Pontiac,  as  though  seeking  inspiration. 

"  Well,  Monsieur  Quilleriez,  have  you  lost  your  tongue?" 
broke  in  the  chief  impatiently.  "  You  have  ever  enough 
of  it  when  not  wanted,  but  now,  when  I  chance  to  need  your 
informatii.T  to  guide  me,  you  stand  there  blinking  and 
speechless  as  a  day-struck  owl.  At  least  you  can  answer 
my  questions.  How  came  you  first  to  meet  with  this 
fellow  ?  " 

This  direct  query  broke  the  spell  of  silence,  and  the  per- 
spiring Commissary  began  reply  with  great  volubility,  his 
hands  gesticulating,  his  head  thrown  farther  back  as  he 
realized  the  growing  importance  of  his  narrative. 

"Mighty  Chief  of  the  Ottawas,"  he  began,  insensibly 
assuming  the  voice  and  manner  of  an  orator,  "  it  was  upon 
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your  orders  that  I  proceeded  southward,  with  a  party  of 
Ojibways  and  Canadians,  seeking  stores  for  my  department 
and  the  execution  of  certain  other  duties  of  a  more  secret 
nature.    Ust  night,  at  about  sundown,  we  were  met  by  the 
ferryman  near  the  crossing  of  the  Raisin.     He  informed 
me  that  a  man,  claiming  to  be  an  English  officer  from  Fort 
Miami  with  despatches  for  Detroit,  was  halted  at  his  place 
and  he  oflered  to  conduct  us  thither  and  assist  in  makine 
him  prisoner.    Zealous  as  I  always  am  in  your  service,  most 
Illustrious  Pontiac,  I  at  once  prevailed  upon  my  men  to 
follow  me -although  they  were  at  first  quite  reluctant  to 
do  so -and  we  descended  upon  the  house  amid  the  darkness 
of  night,  surrounding  it  cautiously,  in  the  way  laid  down  by 
La  ijavere  for  such  military  emergency,  and  thus  succeeded 
m  making  prisoner  that  red-headed  soldier  yonder,  who  was 
discovered  asleep  in  an  outhouse.    Our  only  casualties  thus 
far  consisted  of  a  bruised  eye  received  by  Francois  Uvern 
and  sundry  abrasions  among  the  Indians.     Much  of  this 
lack  of  bloodshed  was  doubtless  due  to  the  masterly  manner 
in  which  the  troops  engaged  were  handled.    Having  secured 
Uiis  prisoner,  we  turned  undauntedly  toward  the  further 
duty  facing  us.    Feeling,  according  to  the  well-known  dictum 
of  La  Savere,  that  the  preservation  of  the  commander  was 
of  the  utmost  importance,  I  had  the  Oj.bway  warriors  enter 
tf.e  house  first,  followed  closely  by  my  brave  Canadians, 
liut  the  room  in  which  the  Englishman  had  been  left  was 
discovered  vacant.    At  first  we  believed  our  bird  had  flown 
but  an  unusual  noise  drew  our  attention  toward  another 
portion  of  the  cabin.     It  was  that  apartment  wherein  had 
been    ocked   for  security  yonder  lovely  damsels,   whom  a 
traveller  of  authority  had  left  a  few  hours  previous  in  the 
care  of  the  ferryman  until  he  should  return." 

He  bowed  as  he  thus  spoke,  his  hand  pressed  upon  his 
heart,  h.s  eyes  turned  toward  the  dimly  revealed  figures  of 
my  lady  and  Rene. 
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"  With  that  promptness,  ever  characteristic  of  the  true 
military  profession,  I  at  nncc  decided  u|>nn  my  line  of 
action.  It  was,  indeed,  with  deep  regret  I  felt  compelled 
by  this  necessity  of  war  to  intrude  upon  their  privacy,  for 
my  heart  is  ever  most  tender  and  considerate  toward  the 
distress  of  the  fair  sex,"  he  continued  impressively.  "  But 
alas,  there  are  times  when  the  duties  of  a  soldier  override 
these  nobler  sentiments,  and  as  a  portion  of  your  orders 
related  to  their  being  —  " 

"  Confine  yourself  to  facts  regarding  this  man.  Monsieur 
Quilleriez,"  burst  forth  Pontiac  impatiently. 

The  flushed  Commissary  started  at  the  harsh,  peremptory 
tone  of  command,  and  his  eyes  shifted  instantly  back  to  the 
stem  face  of  the  Indian,  while  he  mopped  his  forehead  vig- 
orously with  his  embroidered  handkerchief  in  an  endeavor 
to  conceal  his  deep  embarrassment. 

"  Certainly,  with  pleasure,  yes,"  he  stammered.  "  I  merely 
wandered  in  discourse  Deneath  the  spell  of  those  bright  and 
beauteous  eyes  —  't  is  ever  the  folly  of  a  Frenchman.  But 
to  resume.  Fearing  that  the  Englishman  might  have  found 
his  way  even  into  that  abode  of  beauty  and  innocence,  I 
proceeded  —  according  to  the  instructions  of  La  Savere  — 
with  that  caution  which,  even  more  than  reckless  daring,  is 
the  true  glory  of  military  command,  placing  my  Indians 
under  command  of  the  ferryman,  who  volunteered  for  the 
service,  and  despatching  them  first  within  the  darkened 
room,  while  I  headed  my  brave  and  impetuous  Canadians 
as  a  reserve  force  in  the  outer  hallway.  The  arrange- 
ment as  thus  consummated  was  in  accordance  with  the 
universally  accepted  rules  of  war,  and  you  will  easily 
realize  the  strategy  shown.  Fortunately  there  was  no  re- 
sistance oflFered,  although  the  Englishman  was  indeed 
within,  and  armed  with  a  most  vicious-looking  knife,  with 
which  he  attempted  to  terrorize  my  heroic  men,  before 
I  could  hurl  myself  between  them.     With  great  exertion 
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of  authority  I  finally  auccccded  in  restraining  them  from 
violence,  and  demanded  the  instant  surrender  of  the  Eng- 
lishman. It  was  only  at  sight  of  me  that  he  faltcrcil,  and 
claimed  to  be  a  I'rench  messenger  from  Fort  Chartres, 
threatening  me  with  most  dire  results  if  1  venture'  t.i  place 
hand  upon  him.  Fearing  nothing  from  his  blustciing.  I 
told  the  fellow  boldly,  all  that  was  matter  for  your  decision, 
and  that  he  would  have  to  accompany  me  at  once  to  this 
camp.  Finding  resistance  vain,  for  we  had  him  completely 
surroundeil,  while  I  held  the  point  of  my  sword  at  his  breast, 
he  at  last  consented,  stipulating  only  that  the  ladies  should 
also  accompany  us.  .\s  this  accorded  with  your  or —  "  He 
stammered,  his  fluency  instantly  paralyzed  by  the  look  which 
swept  into  the  eyes  of  the  chief.  "I  —  I  —  believed  it  would 
be  best  to  do  so." 

"  You  certainly  behaved  with  great  c.jurape  and  prudence, 
Monsieur  Quilleriez.  Did  your  prisoner  cause  you  any 
trouble  on  the  way  hither  ?  " 

"  While  en  route  I  chanced  to  recall  your  dislike  to  being 
troubled  regarding  such  matters,  and,  after  holding  council 
with  my  brave  Canadians,  resolved  to  demand  at  once  those 
)ijli»rs  of  authority  which  the  prisoner  claimed  to  have  in  his 
|ii  s'-es.sion.  I  believe  this  also  is  spoken  of  ill  the  pages  of 
La  Savere,  but  it  was  rather  the  confidence  you  have  ever 
been  pleased  to  repose  in  my  military  judgment  which  caused 
me  to  feel  that  such  an  act  would  meet  with  your  approval. 
I  approached  him  absolutely  alone  for  that  purpose,  experi- 
encing no  sensation  of  personal  fear,  although  he  had  be- 
fore exhibited  evidences  of  a  most  violent  temper.  As  a 
soldier  I  believe  that  one's  very  life  if  necessary  should 
be  freely  sacrificed  upon  the  altar  of  duty.  Perhaps  I  was 
over  zealous,  and  should  have  exercised  greater  precau- 
tion, yet  I  am  by  nature  quite  impetuous,  and  fearless  to  a 
degree." 

He  paused,  his  eyes  upon  the  swaying  trees  overhead,  his 
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chest  swelling  with  that  deep  sense  of  pride  which  had  been 
awakened  by  his  own  words  of  appreciation 
"Well,  what  then?" 

Pontiac's  impatient  query,  gruff,  imperious,  brought  the 
fellow  back  to  earth  with  a  suddenness  which  was  startling. 

"Then?  — then?  — why  then  he  attacked  me  like  a 
wounded  bear.  He  was  a  perfect  giant,  and  I  no  more 
than  a  child  m  his  grasp,  yet  I  should  have  killed  him  upon 
the  spot,  had  I  only  found  opportunity  to  draw  my  sword. 
It  was  a  surprise,  such  as  has  befallen  some  of  the  most 
illustnous  soldiers  of  history.  My  brave  Canadians  hastened 
to  my  succor,  but  for  some  cause  the  Ojibways  had  been  won 
over  to  the  side  of  the  prisoner,  and  they  protected  him  from 
our  just  vengeance.  Yet,  driven  by  the  impetuosity  of  my 
nature,  I  should  have  even  led  an  attack  upon  them  had 
the  Englishman  attempted  to  go  elsewhere  than  direct  to 
this  camp.  As  it  was,  only  with  difficulty  did  my  men  re- 
strain me.  Indeed,  it  was  not  fear  but  discretion  —  as 
fully  described  in  U  Savere  — which  controlled  my  further 
actions  — the  thoughtful  prudence  of  a  soldier  who  has 
faced  much  of  peril  on  fields  of  carnage;  besides,  the  having 
with  us  of  yonder  charming  young  ladies  caused  me  to  hesi- 
tate at  shedding  blood  in  their  presence." 

I  gazed  at  the  fellow  in  no  small  admiration  as  he  stood 
there  bowing  and  smirking,  his  handkerchief  to  his  lips,  his 
little  eyes  seeking  the  averted  faces  of  the  women,  as  though 
he  would  invite  them  to  appreciate  the  rare  forbearance  he 
had  exercised  on  their  behalf.  No  peacock  could  have 
strutted  more  vainly,  or  with  greater  flash  of  color,  than  he 
did  in  his  flaunting  ribbons  and  gay  brocade.  My  eyes  were 
still  resting  upon  him  when  Pontiac  spoke,  his  voice  a  re- 
flection of  the  disgust  he  felt  at  such  foppish  display. 

"No  doubt  your  duty  was  most  ably  performed.  Monsieur 
Quilleriez,"  he  said  tersely,  and  then  turned  toward  me,  his 
stem  face  hardening  into  the  severity  of  a  judge  about  to 
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pronounce  sentence.  "And  now,  Englishman,  or  whatever 
you  may  please  to  call  yourself,  what  have  yoi  to  say '  " 

IhL  1^,  the  speaking  of  a  single  word  put  them  all  io 
shame.  I  glanced  as.de  at  Mademoiselle,  meeting  her  gravely 
quest.onmg  eyes  fairly,  and  smiling  back  at  heHn  sfprlme 
•confidence.  Then  I  took  a  step  forward,  drawing  forth  aTl 
tL  f  f ''x°^  °"''^  ='"'  ^■■°"  *'^  ^'^^^^  hiding  place 

sTtual"'  f;  Vf  '"^""  *^  '^"■"P'^'^  master^of  the 
suuation  and  faced  that  savage  coterie  with  all  the  stately 
diputy  of  manner  which  is  becoming  a  representative  of  the 
mighty  power  of  France. 

"  This,  Chief  of  the  Ottawas,"  I  returned,  with  no  inclina- 
tion to  mmce  words  any  longer.  "I  have  been  deeply  im- 
pressed with  the  gallantry  exhibited  by  Monsieur  Quilleriez 

mjury  at  the  hands  of  so  zealous  a  soldier.  Yet  in  resisting 
him  I  did  no  more  than  my  own  plain  duty,  as  I  am  very 
sure  you  will  soon  acknowledge.  Beyond  this,  my  sole  de- 
fence will  be  found  within  these  papers,  under  the  seal  of 
Monsieur  de  V.lliers,  which  I  now  place  in  the  hands  of  him 
tor  whom  they  were  written." 

I  stepped  forward,  across  the  pile  of  blackened  ashes,  and 
held  out  the  package  to  the  chief,  truly  amused  within  my 
o-,vn  mind  to  observe  the  manifest  impression  which  my 
confident  words  and  bold  demeanor  made  upon  that  astute 
warnor.  For  the  first  time,  as  he  turned  the  packet  over 
slowly  in  his  hands,  did  there  appear  to  dawn  upon  him  the 
faintest  possibility  of  mistake.  Deliberately  he  untied  the 
bindmg  cord,  and  unwrapped  the  heavy  outer  coverine  of 
oiled  silk;  then  his  face  darkened  with  sudden  rush  of  pas- 
sion, and  he  hurled  the  packet  from  him,  flying  open  at  my 
feet.  It  was  empty  -  empty  I  not  a  single  scrap  of  paper  of 
any  kmd  showmg  in  the  firelight;  it  had  been  stripped  of 
contents,  left  a  mere  husk,  pathetic  in  its  barremiess.    An 
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unT  h'  !'°T"'  "P°"  ""'  ^  ^  *"«''  l»=k,  Startled  and 
unnerved  by  this  unexpected  denouement,  his  cruel  eyes 
ghttenng  w.th  passion,  his  face  that  of  a  demon  gloa^ 
over  a  pnsoned  victim.  Then  he  burst  forth  into  fierce 
unpetuous  speech  all  Indian  stolidity  forgotten  in  that  mo: 
ment  of  uncontrollable  anger  at  so  contemptible  a  trick 

,t„nn  T  u"l  ^^^  ""''^  """'"  ^^  thundered,  his  foot 
stampmg  the  hard  ground  passionately.  "With  me?  with 
Pont.ac  Dare  stand  and  lie  to  my  very  teeth,  and  make  of 
me  a  butt  of  laughter  in  a  council  of  chiefs?  By  the  Great 
Spmt,  but  you  shall  pay  for  it,  as  never  white  man  paid  such 
debt  before!  I  will  teach  you  what  it  means  to  thus  affront 
the  war-chief  of  the  Ottawas.  You  shall  die.  Englishman, 
die  as  a  cur  dies  -  die  whining  in  your  agony,  and  begging 
for  mercy.  But  there  will  be  no  mercy  in  the  heart  of  Pon- 
tiac.  I  will  remember  your  sly  smiles,  your  bold  words  of 
bravado,  and  will  steel  my  heart  to  your  pain,  while  the 
squaws  work  their  will  on  you,  and  the  warriors  of  the 
Ottawas  dance  with  joy  over  the  revenge  of  their  chief." 

He  turned  suddenly,  leaving  me  struggling  in  vain  to 
speak,  my  lips  too  dry  for  utterance. 

Remove  those  women,"  he  said  commandingly.  "  Place 
ftem  with  the  other  prisoners;  we  will  look  to  them  later. 
Now  I  will  attend  to  this  English  dog" 

Dazed,  benumbed,  speechless,  scarcely  able  as  yet  to  com- 
prehend the  desperate  stress  in  which  I  so  unexpectedly 
found  myself,  I  watched  dully  as  the  two  passed  by  under 
their  Indian  guard.  It  seemed  to  me  as  if  I  were  no  longer 
a  part  of  this  grim  tragedy,  as  though  I  merely  looked  on 
through  a  dim  haze  at  some  scene  being  enacted  afar  off. 
Ye  I  beheld  it  all -the  Corporal  springing  to  his  feet  in  a 
pliant  effort  to  follow,  only  to  be  hurled  violently  back  into 
the  lodge;  Rene,  as  she  passed  me  with  averted  face,  her 
hands  pressed  against  her  forehead,  her  slight  form  trem- 
blmg  from  mdescribable  terror;  and  then  Mademoiselle,  her 


Monsieur  Quilleriez  Bears  Testimony     233 

Ifir^"'  ''•  ""'  ''""'"  '"°^'  ''''  ='^="-.  indignant  gray 
eyes  meetmg  mine,  with  a  look  in  their  depth.  whTch  stfu^k 

and  dead    reaizing  at  that  moment  bu.  one  thing-.*, 
believed  I  hod  lied  to  her  I  ^ 

Suddenly,  as  if  recalled  from  death,  I  heard  Pontiac's 

aTus  h'""'.^"""''  '"^"-^  ^^"^  "--trained  anSfi 
aroused  me  to  some  slight  conception  of  my  own  imminent 

"  Request  the  officer  to  join  us  " 

I  glanced  about  in  dull  wonder  upon  hat  stolid  ring  each 
face  as  hard  and  relentless  as  was  the  swarthy  counten^ce 
1  r 'ir7''"'  '^'''^-  ''^^  ^  ^^  fi^^e  emerged  through 
Seam  of  JhT""-    '  u""^"'  '"^  ^°'°"  "^  -<»  wh,"': 

»p;^r:w:^-£ersLk^- 
i^^?f  tt™  rSuir '" — """°"» - 

"B..«,  Captain  de  Ccubert,"  spoke  Pontiac,  sneeringly 
^.^^  pleasure  I  make  you  acquainted  with  yS 
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CONDEMNED  TO  TORTURE 

JT  burst  upon  me  in  an  instant -that  whole  foul  plot. 
•*  Mt..,fulGodl  how  had  I  ever  been  so  blind  I  Thelist- 
kssness  o  my  Indian  paddlers,  the  searching  through  the 
pockets  of  my  coat,  the  night  attack  on  the  island,  the 
eavmr  us  marooned  amid  the  waters  of  that  death-swamp. 

with  Black  Peter  on  the  upper  reaches  of  the  Illinois - 
each  separate  detail,  each  half-forgotten  incident,  flashed 
across  my  bram,  startling  every  benumbed  faculty  into  re- 
newed life  by  so  sudden  a  shock  of  discovery 

With  one  cry  of  uncontrollable  rage  I  dashed  recklessly 

forward,  hurhng  aside  those  clutching  red  hands  that  sought 

to  block  my  passage,  and,  ere  he  could  even  fling  up  his 

arms  m  defence,  my  fingers  were  upon  his  throat.    The  force 

of  that  impetuous  onset  flung  the  villain  backward,  and, 

welded  together,  we  crashed  th    ugh  that  opening  between 

the  skins  onto  the  hard  ground  without,  struggling  fiercely 

yet  with  me  on  top,  throttling  him  without  thought  of 

mercy     It  was  no  more  than  a  minute  I  had,  before  a  dozen 

eager  hands  dragged  me  roughly  back  from  the  prostrate 

man,  stnkmg  me  unmercifully  with  their  sharpened  sticks, 

and  finally  flmging  me,  bleeding  and  breathless,  onto  that 

pile  of  blackened  ashes  before  the  chiefs.     Pontiac  stood 

gazing  down,  his  form  motionless,  his  face  impassive,  an 

awesome,  solemn  figure,  with  fiercely  burning  eyes. 

Get  up,  you  cur!"  he  commanded  roughly.     "Stand, 
englishman,  m  presence  of  the  chiefs  of  the  Ottawas."       ' 
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Someone  kicked  me  viciously,  and  I  stegifered  to  mv  fert 

"Has  the  French  officer  been  seriously  injured?" 
■      K  uT  *  ^"'"^'  "'P°"'«  ^"-o™  the  lips  of  some  war- 

Z    ut'  h"  Vt  ir  "^'  P"^'^^^  '"--'^  "°"^' 

^h™    w       "'''  "'""^"•^  "S^'"  ^'  ='^ht  of  him;    but, 

held  mf  hIm"'"^  '°  ^'■''1'  ''"'^'  ^"PP'"^  --"-^  fi"^- 
held  me  helpless,  so  that  I  could  only  stare,  marking  glfdly 

a  deep  cut  above  the  fellow's  eye,  and  those  livid  Inger 
marks,  where  I  had  sunk  my  hands  into  the  flabhy  flesh  of 
h^  swarthy  throat  He  panted  still,  his  deep  chest  rising 
and  falling  m  pamful  throbs,  his  eyes  vacant  and  bloodshot 
Sacrel  he  had  paid,  at  least,  some  small  pric.  for  his 
treachen.;  .f  G^d  granted  me  life,  I  swore  he  should  pay 
more  Po„t.ac  watched  us  with  the  eye  of  a  h.wk,  his  circle 
Of  silent  chiefs  drawn  closely  about  him,  his  bronze  face  as 
merciless  as  that  of  a  wild  beast. 

"You  know  what  that  means?"  he  questioned,  his  gaze 
upon  me,  his  finger  pointing  sternly  at  the  disfigured  envoy 
Pontiac  protects  his  French  brothers  when  in  the  lodges 
of  the  Ottawas;  he  revenges  their  wrongs  even  as  his  own, 
and  he  punishes  their  enemies.  You  know  what  that  blow 
means,  Englishman  ?  " 

I  remained  silent,  reckless  now  of  all  consequences,  yet 
with  my  every  faculty  once  more  alert. 

"It  means  the  torture,  you  dog,"  he  went  on,  angered  by 
the  seeming  contempt  with  which  I  fronted  him,  and  seeking 
Indian-like,  to  goad  me  into  begging  for  mercy.  "  It  means 
the  pntlet  the  stake,  the  fire,  the  gashing  with  knives,  the 
seanng  of  flesh,  ay  I  the  burning  oil.  You  who  came  lying 
.nto  the  village  of  the  Ottawas  shall  go  forth  from  it  a 
charred  shapeless  thing,  to  be  eaten  by  mongrel  dogs;  and 
before  death  comes  you  shall  sob  to  Jie  squaws  for  mercy 
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and  they  will  laugh  in  your  face,  and  spit  upon  you.  With 
my  own  knife  will  I  slit  those  false  lips,  and  cut  out  that 
double  tongue,  and  then  will  stand  and  gloat  over  the  tor- 
ments of  one  who  sought  to  play  with  the  great  war-chief 
of  the  Ottawas.  What  say  you.  Englishman?  Are  you 
glad  you  came  ?  " 

"  That  I  am  no  Englishman,"  I  answered,  scarcely  glanc- 
ing at  him,  or  removing  my  eyes  from  off  the  face  of  the 
renegade,  "  but  exactly  what  I  claimed  to  be,  an  officer  of 
France,  the  rightful  bearer  of  a  message  from  Fort  Chartres. 
You  can  do  to  me  all  you  threaten,  and  I  may  die  here  in 
this  camp  of  the  Ottawas,  but  France  will  revenge  me, 
Pontiac,  and,  in  the  end,  you  shall  pay  far  the  heavier  price 
for  this  foul  act  of  treachery.  I  ask  no  mercy  from  you, 
or  your  red  gang  of  murderers,  but  if  ever  I  gain  my  free- 
dom, be  it  only  for  an  hour,  I  will  kill  yonder  black  brute, 
that  lying,  cowardly  spy,  that  thieving  kidnapper  of  women, 
as  I  would  crush  out  the  life  from  a  venomous  snake.  You 
hear  me,  Pontiac,  and  you  other  chiefs  of  the  Ottawas,  I 
dare  you  to  wreak  your  most  terrible  vengeance ;  I  laugh  at 
your  foolish  threats  of  torture,  for  I  shall  look  through  the 
red  flames  and  see  the  flash  of  the  French  sword  being 
drawn  to  avenge  me.  You  are  the  ones  who  will  pay  —  in 
lives,  in  agony,  in  disruption  of  confederation,  in  bitterness 
of  defeat  —  pay  to  the  last  red  drop  of  blood,  because  you 
chose  to  accept  the  word  of  that  despicable  creature,  and 
sell  your  honor  for  a  handful  of  gold.  Oh,  I  know  the  pur- 
pose of  this  contemptible  brute,  I  know  the  unholy  scheme 
of  ransom  concocted  between  you  —  you  are  the  real  fools, 
you  Ottawas,  not  I,  and,  whether  I  be  then  living  or  dead, 
the  price  of  your  black  crime  will  be  paid ;  the  united  swords 
of  France  and  England  will  demand  it." 

The  dark  coterie  of  chiefs  stirred  angrily  at  my  mad 
words,  but  Pontiac  restrained  them  with  a  gesture,  his  burn- 
ing eyes  never  once  leaving  my  face. 
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"Think  you  Ottawas,"  I  went  on,  my  voice  grown 
stronger  from  the  emotion  that  swayed  it,  "you  can  torture 
to  death  a  French  Captain,  and  it  will  not  become  known? 
The  very  leaves  of  the  forest  shall  whisper  the  news  to  the 
ears  of  Monsieur  de  Villiers.  Is  he  a  man  to  forgive  such 
deed?  a  man  to  say  weakly  it  was  all  a  mistake?  Men  of 
my  race  have  died  before  in  your  Indian  fires,  hidden  away 
m  Ae  darkest  corner  of  the  great  woods,  yet  recall  you  one 
such  instance  when  it  remained  long  unknown?  one  instance 
where  France  failed  to  avenge  the  outrage?  I  dare  you  to 
burn  me,  Ponfac,  and  you,  Ottawa  chiefs;  I  am  no  friend- 
less c««r.«r  de  bois.  no  homeless  voyagcur;  I  am  an  officer 
of  !•  ranee,  under  protection  of  the  Heur  de  lis" 

My  audacious  words,  my  openly  expressed  contempt,  my 
utterance  of  solemn  warning  were  not  without  weight  I 
coud  read  that  much  in  those  dark  faces,  and  within  the 
depths  of  Pontiac's  glittering  eyes.  A  doubt  had  been  born 
however  small  and  for  the  moment  paralyzed  action.  Could 
.t  be  they  had  been  deceived  ?  What  mere  adventurer  would 
ever  dare  hurl  such  words  of  biting  scorn  into  their  very 
teeth?  But  this  hesitancy  was  merely  for  the  instant; 
hatred,  the  intense  thirst  for  savage  vengeance,  swept  aside 
all  consideration  of  consequence,  even  Indian  stolidity  being 
forgotten  in  that  first,  recurring  wave  of  unrestrained  license 
For  a  moment  I  believed  they  would  spring  upon  me,  would 
tear  me  into  shreds  like  so  many  famished  wolves,  but  Pon- 
tiac  drove  them  back,  lashing  them  into  sullen  silence  with 
nis  bitter  tongue. 

"Not  until  the  absent  warriors  of  the  Ottawas  return  to 
their  lodges  shall  this  white  man  die,"  he  commanded. 
Then  he  shall  make  fit  sacrifice  for  the  vengeance  of  those 
he  has  vilified.  Take  him  and  his  companion  to  the  lodge 
where  the  other  is  guarded.  To-morrow  we  will  paint  them 
black,  and  when  the  shadows  fall  they  shall  sing  their  death- 
song  in  the  flames.    'T  is  the  judgment  of  Pontiac." 
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I  never  so  much  as  quivered  while  I  looked  at  him, 
scarcely  realizing  the  full  portent  of  those  solemn  words  of 
doom.  Brawny  arms  pressed  me  backward,  holding  me 
helpless  within  their  cruel  grip ;  I  saw  the  vindictive  sneer 
on  Black  Peter's  face,  the  silly  smirk  upon  the  upturned 
features  of  Monsieur  Quilleriez.  Then  soir.ething  occurred 
to  change  it  all.  With  desperate  wrench  Cassady  broke 
loose  from  the  careless  grasp  of  his  guards,  and  plunged 
headlong  into  that  little  vacant  space  between  us.  In  an 
instant  the  entire  lodge  was  in  an  uproar,  and  even  I  shrank 
back  with  all  those  others,  staring  in  momentary  horror  at 
the  mad  convolutions  of  the  Irishman.  Could  this,  indeed, 
be  merely  acting,  or  had  terror,  at  last,  smitten  the  poor 
devil  so  harshly  as  to  drive  him  mad  ?  Whichever  it  might 
be,  there  was  no  doubt  in  the  minds  of  the  savages  —  with 
wild,  guttural  cries  of  fright  they  scrambled  backward,  push- 
ing and  jostling  each  other  in  mad  ambition  to  yield  him 
room,  as  though  even  the  chance  touch  of  his  body  might 
bring  pestilence.  Never  jefore  had  I  witnessed  superstition 
work  so  swift  a  spell.  Their  startled  eyes,  their  frantic 
shouts,  their  frenzied  scrambling  gave  direct  lie  to  that  grave 
stolidity  which  had  heretofore  marked  them.  It  was  a  wild 
rout,  and  when  that  first  headlong  rush  had  ceased,  and  the 
boldest  among  them  ventured  to  glance  stealthily  back  at 
the  cause  of  their  alarm,  Pontiac  alone  remained  as  he  had 
been  before,  yet  even  he  had  drawn  aside  as  if  from  con- 
tagion, his  startled  face  the  reflection  of  fear,  naught  save 
dominant  pride  holding  him  fettered  beside  that  writhing 
body. 

Bon  Dieut  but  it  was  a  sight  to  chill  bolder  heart  than 
mine!  With  teeth  tightly  clinched,  a  white  foam  issuing 
from  between  the  parted  lips,  eyes  now  rolling  horribly, 
now  set  and  glassy,  his  form  changing  constantly  from  death- 
like rigidity  to  convolutions  strange  to  any  acrobat;  now 
stiffening  with  a  jerk  which  seemed  to  snap  the  tense  muscles 
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lifstw'^i'';"  '"r'"«^  "'=''""' "  ™»"^';  writhing. 

,T    h        ^-  '*^P'"^  ''■°"'  °ff  the  ground  as  if  propelled 

thLe^f  a  wi  H  i!5  :":"^  "'  '"'  ""P'y  »"•■  ""  "•«'"»  "ke 

tade  so  terrible  .        '  "'  ""''*"  '"'^""^  ^°™'d  "  »P«=- 
wcle  so  terrible  to  gaze  upon  as  to  cause  me,  doubtful  m  I 

was  o,.t,  reality  to  bury  my  eyes  behind  my  hands  sekYng 
to  shut  out  tne  dreadful  sight  «cKing 

abfurtlf;  ?""7'^'  "'°''  '"'■"'^'*  """i""  drew  closer 
about  the  strugglmg  man,  drawn  thither  by  savage  curi- 
r  osity,  yet  ever  keeping  beyond  the  utmost  reach  of  hU  ge"- 

L  fin  ^  'he.r  stem  ch.ef  shrink  even  farther  aside,  his 
eyes  filled  wuh  dread  lest  this  smiting  might  prove  the  ha^ 

SoTf  trrfbefot'"'  '^  ^'^^^'  ''  -'"  '^'  "- 

solelt "" -"n"'  '^'"  '*""''"  °^  "'^  G^«"  Spirit,"  he  said 
«5lemnly.  One  greater  than  Pontiac  has  laid  avenging 
finger  on  the  bram  of  this  white  soldier.  Leave  him  her! 
w,thm  the  council-lodge,  yet  do  with  the  other  as  T  S 
f^lJ    "  t  ?""*"  ^"'^^  *""  ">eir  medicine-men 

romlhir''  "".  "'^  ^,r  SP'"'-  '^^'  w*  "--y  be  delivered 
irom  this  impending  evil. 

One  by  one  they  passed  out  through  the  narrow  opening 
dragging  me  with  them,  casting  back  as  they  fled  glances  of 
awe  at  that  sorely  stricken  man  left  writhing  and  moaning 

fl  l.r?/  l"'"'  '^'"^°'"'-  "^''^  ^""^«'  muttering 
to  each  other,  the  uneasy  rolling  of  their  dark  eyes,  gave 
sufficient  evidence  of  how  thoroughly  superstitious  fear  had 
overcome  their  gravity.  Pontiac  was  last  of  all  to  desert 
that  accursed  interior;  I  saw  him  backing  forth  as  from  a 
throne-room,  his  eyes  fastened  upon  the  afflicted  Irishman 
his  hands  outspread,  as  though  he  would  thus  turn  aside 
that  dread  evil  threatening  his  village.    Not  until  the  yawn- 
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iiig  hole  had  been  securely  closed  with  a  great  skin,  did  any 
savage  about  me  wholly  regain  self-control.  The  super- 
natural, the  unknown,  the  mysterious  and  uncanny,  had  laid 
clammy  hand  upon  every  untut^.  ed  imagination,  had  filled 
that  black  council-lodge  with  innumerable  foul  spirits  of 
the  air,  to  remain  a  curse  unto  their  tribe  until  some  fit 
sacrifice,  offered  amid  the  dismal  incantations  of  their  ghostly 
medicine-men,  should  drive  them  forth,  impotent  for  further 
injury.  Superstition  in  an  instant  had  utterly  vanquished 
courage,  and  turned  each  stolid  savage  into  a  shrinking, 
skulking  coward,  trembling  at  an  unwonted  sound,  fright- 
ened by  every  vague,  flitting  shadow  of  the  forest. 

Nor  did  this  spell  pass  quickly.  Those  four  brawny  war- 
riors, in  whose  charge  I  was  left,  hurried  me  forward  beyond 
the  gleam  of  the  fire,  glancing  askance  at  each  rustling  of 
the  leaves  as  we  traversed  our  path  amid  the  great  trees,  and 
trembling  like  so  many  cravens  when  the  full,  round  moon 
burst  suddenly  into  their  faces  from  behind  an  obscuring 
cloud.  Yet  they  held  me  tightly  enough,  ''eir  gripping 
hands  more  hard  and  cruel  from  their  era  .  fears,  their 
merciless  prodding  more  relentless  from  thr' •  own  eagerness 
to  have  done  with  such  disagreeable  duty,  it  was  thus  they 
drove  me  for  upward  of  a  mile,  along  a  vague,  shadowy 
trail,  closely  skirting  the  water-course,  a  trail  littered  with 
roots,  and  obstructed  by  small  round  stones.  Over  these  I 
stumbled  in  the  darkness,  only  to  be  lashed  back  once  more 
into  the  narrow  crack,  and  urged  forward  with  greater 
rapidit'  one  swarthy  brute  ever  behind  to  goad  me  merci- 
lessly \.  -h  his  blackened  stick. 

We  attained  the  end  of  this  journey  at  last,  a  rude  log 
cabin,  containing  but  a  single  room,  set  in  the  midst  of  a 
little  opening,  apparently  hewn  from  out  the  heart  of  the 
forest.  The  only  visible  entrance  leading  into  its  black  In- 
terior was  barred  halfway  up  with  stout  oaken  slabs.  Just 
in  front  of  this  door  flickered  a  small  fire,  around  which 
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were  clustered  a  party  of  Indians,  with  one  or  two  Canadians 
among  them,  wrapped  in  their  gray  co-.ts.  All  these  sprang 
up  as  we  approached,  crowding  about  me  with  much  merri- 
ment and  cruel  buffeting,  until  finally  those  in  whose  charge 
I  was,  becoming  tired  of  the  rude  sport,  lifted  me  suddenly 
m  their  arms,  and,  with  a  shout  and  heave,  tossed  me  head- 
long across  the  high  slab  barrier  into  the  unknown  interior 
of  the  hut.  I  came  down  upon  the  hard  earthen  floor 
heavily,  the  breath  knocked  completely  from  my  body,  and 
lay  there,  helplessly,  huddled  where  I  fell.  In  mind  I  was 
dazed,  bewildered,  my  body  aching  in  every  bone,  my  flesh 
a  mass  of  contusions.  Little  by  little  there  dawned  more 
clearly  upon  me  a  realization  of  my  terrible  situation,  the 
awfulness  of  that  fate  awaiting  me.  I  thought  of  Pontiac, 
seeking  vainly  to  devise  some  feasible  means  whereby  I 
might  yet  awaken  his  doubt;  I  saw  again  the  half-breed 
sneering  at  me  in  his  moment  of  triumph,  and  clinched  my 
teeth  in  savage  eagerness  for  revenge.  Then,  like  some 
visiting  angel,  there  stole  in  upon  my  groping  memory  rec- 
ollection of  Mademoiselle,  of  that  last  proud  glance  of  scom 
at  my  deception  burning  in  her  brave  gray  eyes.  Ah,  this 
was  the  hardest  1  I  could  bear  the  rest,  as  men  like  me  had 
borne  such  fate  before,  smiling  to  the  end  into  the  loathsome 
faces  of  their  red  torturers ;  could  bear  it  unshrinking  and 
undismayed  if  I  might  only  know  she  yet  trusted  in  my 
honor.  Bon  Dieu!  how  I  loved  her  then!  loved  her  in 
spite  of  all  that  hurt  me  so  grievously,  recalling  jealously 
to  memory  every  slight  kindness  of  speech,  every  gracious 
look,  upon  which  I  might  build  vague  hope  of  some  day 
breaking  down  that  barrier  of  pride  and  caste  between  us. 
It  was  noi  my  nature  to  yield  wholly  until  the  last  breath 
left  the  body,  and  hence  it  was  that  even  then,  facing  a  death 
which  seemed  inevitable,  my  strong  love  conquered  the  night 
shadows,  and  sported  unchecked  amid  a  future  sunshine. 
Saint  Denis!   it  was  better  so;   the  spur  of  it  stirred 
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stagnant  blood,  awakening  me  from  that  dull  ^etpair  which 
paralyzes  action.  I  could  think,  plan,  ay  I  if  chance  arose, 
even  strike  again  I 

Far  off,  along  the  dim  aisles  of  the  surrounding  forest, 
I  could  distinguish  the  dismal  pounding  of  the  tom-tom,  and 
knew  the  medicine-men  were  t  ahering  to  practise  their 
sorcery  and  drive  forth  the  spirit  of  evil  from  the  lodges  of 
the  Ottawas.  It  w^:;  a  melancholy  sound  to  listen  to  ui  such 
a  place,  bespeaking  c>'(  ry  approaching  horror  of  the  morrow. 
Then  those  Indians  without  burst  into  savage  chant,  so 
mournfully  distressing,  so  morbidly  horrible  in  its  fiendish 
measure,  that  I  closed  my  ears  to  shut  out  the  gruesome 
.'•scord.  It  was  then  that  nature  conquered,  and,  huddled 
up  as  I  was  like  a  dog,  I  fell  asleep,  the  dreamless  sleep  of 
sheer  exhaustion. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 


I  DISCOVER  A  NEW   COMRADE 

'TpHE  tunihine  in  broad  flood  of  gleaminif  gold  streamed 
•!•  through  the  opening  above  me  when  I  first  awoke, 
while  a  bird  was  singing  joyously  upon  some  tree  without. 
I  lay  there  for  several  minutes,  curled  up  in  that  same  ball 
in  which  I  had  been  sleeping  for  hours.  I  could  face  now 
clearly  for  the  first  time  the  utter  desperation  of  my  posi- 
tion. So  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  had  the  blow  fallen, 
it  only  served,  the  evening  previous,  to  bewilder  my  mind, 
and  blows  and  ill  usage  had  intensified  the  shock.  But  now 
I  awakened  with  clarified  brain,  every  faculty  completely 
alert  for  the  coming  struggle. 

I  worked  slowly  to  my  feet,  using  the  rouph  logs  as 
assistance,  for  my  every  bone  ached  painfully,  and  my  limbs 
were  stiff.  My  head,  being  thus  brought  above  the  level  of 
the  barricade  at  the  door,  enabled  me  to  peer  out  curiously 
at  the  scene  beyond ;  yet  I  had  barely  caught  one  swift 
glimpse  of  the  little  clearing,  with  that  group  of  warriors 
yet  crouching  about  the  fire,  when  an  Indian,  who  must  have 
been  standing  on  guard  at  the  very  threshold,  caught  sight 
of  me,  and,  uttering  a  guttural  exclamation,  aimed  a  sudden 
blow  at  my  head  with  the  barrel  of  his  gun.  I  dodged  back 
quickly,  escaping  the  iron  by  the  merest  fraction  of  an  inch, 
and,  as  my  hands  released  their  supporting  grip  upon  the  log, 
I  sank  dovm  once  more  into  my  old  position  on  the  floor.  A 
wooden  platter,  with  some  bits  of  meat  in  it,  rested  almost  in 
front  of  me,  where  it  had  doubtless  been  carelessly  dropped 
by  someone  leaning  across  the  slab  barrier  while  I  yet  slept 
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Feeling  greatly  the  need  of  food  to  yield  me  strength, 
although  loathing  its  appearance,  I  began  eating  slowly,  my 
thoughts  upon  the  situation,  my  eyes  studying  furtively  the 
varied  features  of  the  place  wherein  I  was  confined.  From 
all  appearances  it  was  the  commonest  kind  of  log  cabin,  a 
mere  empty  shack,  hardly  fit  for  even  ordinary  habitation, 
the  walls  bare  and  ragged,  the  roof  low,  the  floor  trampled 
earth.  Yet  it  was  sufficiently  strong  for  the  purposes  of  a 
prison,  when  one  realized  that  watchful,  armed  guard  sta- 
tioned without.  My  eyes  swept  along  the  great  hewn  logs, 
seeking  in  vain  for  slightest  evidence  of  decay,  and  I  par- 
tially turned,  that  I  might  better  obtain  view  of  that  wall 
behind  me.  As  I  did  so  my  heart  gave  a  sudden  throb  of 
surprise.  There,  upon  a  rude  bench,  staring  directly  at  me, 
sat  a  white  man. 

For  the  moment  neither  spoke,  and  I  had  ample  oppor- 
tunity to  view  him  clearly.  He  was  a  young  fellow,  not 
more  than  five  and  twenty,  having  a  strongly  aggressive 
face,  the  chin  broad  with  a  dimple  in  it,  and  serious  gray 
eyes,  somewhat  deeply  sunken.  His  complexion  was  fair, 
unusually  so,  his  hair  light,  and  although  cut  rather  short 
for  these  times,  plainly  exhibited  a  natural  tendency  to  curl. 
His  face  was  clean  shaven,  and  he  appeared  to  be  a  man  of 
good  girth  and  limb.  There  was  a  black  mark,  as  from  a 
recent  bruise,  on  one  cheek,  while  his  clothing  was  torn  and 
disordered,  yet  he  wore  the  gaudy  red  coat  of  the  British 
line,  with  fragments  of  gold  lace  still  clinging  pathetically 
to  sleeve  and  shoulder. 

"  My  God ! "  he  exclaimed  at  last  in  English,  continuing 
to  stare  at  me  in  evident  perplexity.  "Are  you  truly  a 
v/hite  man  ?  " 

"  I  have  always  suspected  as  much,"  I  returned,  a  bit 
nettled  by  his  doubtful  tone,  "but  I  may  have  changed 
greatly  since  I  last  saw  a  mirror." 

"Saint  George,  and  you  surely  havel"  was  the  instant 
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response,  "  for  your  face  is  black  enough  to  be  that  of  a 
Guinea  negro.  I  watched  you  sleeping  yonder  for  maybe 
an  hour,  but  you  were  curled  up  so  like  some  wild  animal, 
and  your  exposed  cheek  possessed  such  a  color,  I  knew  not 
exactly  what  to  make  of  you.  However,  this  is  no  place  for 
any  small  civilities,  and  as  you  are  white  also,  give  me  your 
hand." 

He  strode  toward  me,  a  full  six-footer,  and  I  met  him  half 
way,  our  hands  clasping,  while  we  took  mental  stock  of  each 
other.     His  eyes  brightened. 

"  Well,  you  are  really  not  so  bad,  now  that  I  gain  a 
fairer  view  of  you,"  he  admitted  good  humoredly.  "  But 
how  ca-'e  you  with  so  gruesome  a  face?  'Tis  more  the 
color  of  chocolate  than  aught  else  I  retain  in  memory." 

"  The  savages  dr;  ged  me  through  the  ashes  of  a  fire  last 
night,  in  addition  to  which  I  received  falls  enough  along  the 
trail  to  add  variety  to  any  decoration  that  might  then  have 
been  given." 

"  I  should  imagine  so,  for  I  chanced  to  witness  your  en- 
trance here,  and  truly  wonder  the  drop  did  not  break  your 
neck.  But,  even  beneath  its  war-paint,  your  face  is  a  strange 
one  to  my  eyes;  surely  you  were  not  of  the  Detroit 
garrison  ?  " 

I  shook  my  head,  grown  somewhat  interested  in  the  boyish 
bluntness  of  his  questioning. 

"  From  Fort  Miami,  or  the  Saint  Joseph,  mayhap  ?  Or 
were  you  with  Etherington  at  Michilimackinac  ?  —  all  alike, 
we  hear  now,  the  prey  of  the  red  savages." 

"  Neither,"  I  responded  quietly,  yet  wondering  how  he 
would  take  it.  "  I  came  hither  from  the  Illinois  country, 
from  Fort  Chartres,  on  the  great  river." 

He  drew  back  instantly,  his  eyes  picturing  sudden  be- 
wilderment. 

"  Do  you  mean  that  you  are  French  ? "  he  questioned 
doubtfully.    "One  of  Monsieur  de  Villiers'  soldiers?" 
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"  I  was  never  connected  with  the  garrison  at  Chartres,  but 
am  nevertheless  a  French  soldier,  Monsieur.  You  act  as  if 
such  acknowledgment  were  ccmfession  of  crime.  It  should 
be  enough  to  know  that  we  are  now  both  prisoners  to  the 
same  foe." 

His  sensitive  face  flushed  redly  to  the  reproof  in  my  words, 
yet  he  possessed  the  English  stubbornness  and  prejudice 
against  my  nation. 

"That  may  all  be  true,"  he  admitted  soberly;  "yet  we 
of  the  Detroit  garrison  have  good  enough  reason  to  distrust 
French  words  when  spoken  on  this  frontier.  Frankly,  I 
would  much  prefer  that  you  were  English,  Monsieur,  so  that 
we  might  unite  out  forces  in  this  time  of  peril.  Were  you 
in  the  ranks  ? " 

His  tone  had  a  military  brusqueness  which  I  resented. 
Evidently  he  sought  to  impress  me  as  being  a  superior. 

"I  am  captain  of  hussars,"  I  answered  more  coldly. 
"  My  name  is  De  Coubert." 

"Ah,  that  is  decidedly  better,"  virith  new  cordiality  in 
voice  and  manner.  "We  can  at  least  meet  upon  social 
equality,  which  has  its  value  — I  am  Lieutenant  Challoner, 
of  the  Forty-seventh  British  Foot.  Yet  how  happens  it, 
Monsieur,  that  you  are  here  in  such  distress?  It  was 
rumored  among  us  in  Detroit  that  Pontiac  and  Monsieur  de 
Villiers  were  hand  and  glove  together;  that  in  spite  of  the 
clear  terms  of  the  Treaty  of  Paris,  the  French  were  sending 
munitions  of  war,  and  even  men,  to  aid  our  besiegers.  Saint 
George!  we  despatched  a  messenger  thither  a  full  month 
since,  striving  to  get  at  the  truth  over  the  Frenchman's  own 
signature,  yet  the  fellow  has  not  returned  with  any  answer." 
"  Was  he  a  Canadian  half-breed  ?  "  I  questioned,  ignoring 
for  the  moment  his  own  query.  "  How  was  he  known  to 
you  in  Detroit  ?  " 

"  Chiefly  by  his  nickname,  Black  Peter.  His  mother  was 
English,  his  father  an  Indian  half-breed.    A  poor  enough 


I  Discover  a  New  Comrade 


247 


representative,  I  frankly  admit,  yet  where  could  Gladwyn 
find  a  better?  No  English  officer  could  ever  penetrate  that 
cordon  of  savages  unmolested,  but  there  was  hope  that  such 
as  he  might  get  through.  By  any  chance  did  you  meet  with 
him  in  that  country,  Monsieur  ? " 

f  could  not  well  fail  to  remark  the  scarcely  veiled  depth 
of  interest  so  apparent  in  his  manner,  and  dimly  wondered 
at  it. 

"  It  is  beyond  doubt  the  same  man  I "  I  returned,  my 
temper  rising  as  I  recurred  to  it  all.  "  A  big,  swarthy 
brute,  the  savage  in  him  barely  covered  by  his  English 
blood.  Ay,  I  met  him!  He  departed  from  Chartres  thi.e 
days  behind  me,  bearing  Monsieur  de  Villiers'  reply  to 
Gladwyn's  note.  Yet,  through  misfortune  overtaking  me 
upon  the  trail,  he  reached  this  region  in  advance  of  me. 
Last  night  I  encountered  him  again  in  the  council  lodge 
with  Pontiac.  It  was  his  damnable  lie  that  brought  me 
here." 

The  Englishman  stared  at  me,  as  though  utterly  unable  to 
comprehend  such  plain  speech. 

"  His  lie,  Monsieur?  "  he  blurted  out  boyishly.  "  I  hardly 
understand  how  that  could  be.  Yet,  how  dared  the  fellow 
venture  thus  within  the  camp  of  these  savages?  He  was 
never  of  bold  heart,  although  he  bragged  loudly.  Possessed 
he,  think  you,  some  secrets  of  correspondence  to  sell .' " 

"  He  had  somewhat  to  sell,  no  doubt.  Ay,  more  valuable 
than  any  letters  —  his  merchandise  was  flesh  and  blood.  Yet 
it  was  not  that  alone  which  yielded  him  such  courage.  He 
wore  my  stolen  uniform,  and  made  play  with  these  secret 
papers  intrusted  to  me  by  Monsieur  de  Villiers.  Sacrel  it 
was  a  smart  trick  enough,  and  he  landed  me,  gasping  like 
a  fish ;  yet  if  I  live  it  shall  cost  him  a  goodly  measure." 

The  Lieutenant  leaned  back  against  the  log  wall  smiling 
broadly;  evidently  the  recital  contained  features  of  amuse- 
ment, nor  was  it  at  all  likely  he  would  greatly  regret  my 
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discomfiture.  But  suddenly  the  look  of  enjoyment  faded, 
and  his  eyes  became  anxious. 

"  While  at  Chartres,"  he  questioned  soberly,  his  voice  un- 
steady, "  saw  you  anything  of  two  English  girls.  Monsieur?  " 

"  There  were  two  there  when  I  left,"  I  answered,  hesitat- 
ing a  moment  in  surprise  at  his  knowledge.  "  A  Miss  Mait- 
land,  together  with  her  companion." 

"My  Godl  I  thought  as  much!"  he  exclaimed,  his  lips 
white  and  trembling.  "Brief  word  reached  us  that  they 
had  proceeded  up  the  river  from  New  Orleans,  believing  the 
war  between  oui  lations  over.  Saint  George!  it  was  a  wild 
scheme  for  such  as  they  to  undertake  I  Were  they  well  when 
you  left  there?    I  ftiean,  uninjured?  " 

"  At  that  time,  yes.  But  may  I  inquire  if  either  of  these 
ladies  is  personally  known  to  you  ?  " 

"  Personally  known  ?  "  indignantly.  "  To  few  better,  I 
may  safely  say.  Miss  Maitland  is  my  fiancee.  Monsieur. 
Saint  Andrew  I  it  drives  me  nearly  crazy  to  think  of  her 
being  held  there  thus,  with  all  these  haunted  leagues  of  wil- 
derness stretching  between  us.  It  was  seeking  word  of  them 
through  Indian  sources  that  brought  me  from  the  Fort,  and 
into  this  miserable  plight." 

It  was  certainly  fortunate  that  his  eyes  were  not  upon  me 
as  he  spoke,  or  he  would  surely  have  read  the  truth  written 
upon  my  face.  With  such  suddenness  fell  the  sharp  blow 
of  his  unexpected  words  that  I  started  back  from  him,  feel- 
ing for  an  instant  faint  and  dizzy,  so  that  I  reeled  like  a 
drunken  man. 

"Your  fiancee  I"  I  exclaimed  incredulous,  all  self-control 
shattered.  "  Do  you  mean  that  you  are  engaged  to  be  mar- 
ried to  Miss  Maitland  ?  " 

"  Do  I?  And  why  not,  pray?  Am  I  so  ill-looking  as  to 
make  that  impossible  ?  "  he  questioned  sarcastically.  "  True, 
I  may  not  dress  exactly  to  fit  the  character.  Monsieur,  yet 
I  am  heir  to  a  very  pretty  property  across  the  water ;  yes, 
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and  but  one  step  between  me  and  a  title  of  some  conse- 
quence  "    His  eyes  fell  upon  my  face,  and  he  paused 

in  his  raillery,  as  if  smitten  dumb  at  sight  of  what  he  read 
therein. 

"  Why  the  devil  do  you  stare  at  me  like  that?"  he  de- 
manded hoarsely.  "  By  Godl  I  half  believe  you  know  far 
more  than  you  dare  to  tell.  Look  me  square  in  the  eyes, 
man  I  Curse  you,  if  slightest  harm  has  befallen  that  lady 
through  your  assistance,  I  '11  throttle  you  where  you  stand." 

It  was  no  idle  threat ;  I  read  the  truth  of  his  words  clearly 
expressed  in  the  stem  gaze  bent  upon  me,  the  quick,  incisive 
movement  of  his  hands.  Disquieted  as  I  was  by  this  reve- 
lation, his  boyish  blustering  angered  me,  and  we  stood  there 
eye  to  eye  as  though  about  to  close  in  battle.  Then  my 
calmer  judgment  came  to  the  rescue. 

"  Wait,"  I  said  gravely,  forcing  back  every  outward  show 
of  emotion.  "  Beyond  doubt  you  have  perfect  right  to  my 
story.  I  believe  it  should  leave  us  friends,  rather  than 
enemies." 

Slowly  and  deliberately,  weighing  with  much  care  each 
word  uttered,  lest  I  should  express  what  would  better  remain 
unsaid,  I  gave  him  briefly  those  occurrences  which  had  be- 
fallen Cassady  and  myself,  together  with  an  account  of  our 
friendly  relationship  toward  Mademoiselle  and  Rene.  I 
dwelt  little  upon  detail,  omitting  all  that  was  strictly  per- 
sonal in  our  conversations,  yet  striving  to  place  the  salient 
facts  before  him  fairly  and  concisely.  As  I  drew  to  the  end 
of  my  narrative  he  sat  hunched  over  upon  the  low  bench, 
his  face  buried  in  his  hands,  his  body  trembling  as  from  an 
ague  fit.  Suddenly,  as  I  came  to  a  final  pause,  yielding 
apparently  to  his  first  impulse,  he  sprang  to  his  feet  and 
seized  me  warmly  by  the  hand. 

"  Monsieur,  you  have  done  your  best,"  he  exclaimed  fer- 
vently. "Saint  Andrew!  such  luck;  such  accursed  luck  I 
Believe  you  grave  harm  yet  threatens  them?" 
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"  No  more  than  to  be  held  as  prisoners  untU  a  fit  ransom 
can  be  arranged  for.  That  is,  such  no  doubt  would  be  the 
pohcy  of  Pontiac,  yet  the  half-breed  may  have  other  less 
innocent  motives,  and  these  savages  care  little  for  the  cus- 
toms of  civilized  warfare.  Sacrel  for  my  own  part,  Mon- 
sieur, I  would  much  rather  have  them  safely  out  of  it." 

He  paced  restlessly  back  and  forth  across  the  hard  beaten 
floor,  his  face  darkened  with  unpleasant  thought,  his  hands 
clinched  as  though  he  struggled  thus  to  control  himself. 

"Poor  girl;  poor  helpless,  deserted  girl,"  he  muttered 
sadly;  then  lifted  his  voice  somewhat.  "  And  we  are  held 
here  prisoners  like  two  fools,  Monsieur,  under  the  guard  of 
Indian  rifles.  My  God!  there  must  surely  be  some  way 
leading  out  of  it.  I  was  thoroughly  disheartened  before, 
while  facing  merely  my  own  fate,  but  now  I  am  crazed  to 
desperation  at  realizing  their  danger." 

"  Then  you  have  discovered  no  point  of  weakness  any- 
where?" and  I  glanced  about  us  over  the  bare  walls. 

"  None  that  so  much  as  a  mouse  might  squeeze  through. 
I  have  sounded  every  log  within  reach,  and  even  essayed  the 
roof,  but  all  equally  in  vain.  Yonder  is  the  only  opening, 
and  if  one  but  merely  glance  forth,  seeking  glimpse  of  the 
blue  sky  without,  it  is  to  have  a  rifle  barrel  thrust  in  one's 
face  by  no  gentle  hand.  Saint  Andrew !  it  was  in  such  ex- 
periment I  received  this  bruise  upon  my  cheek." 

Assuredly  this  was  no  small  problem  which  grimly  faced 
us,  yet  we  talked  it  over  together  as  though  we  were  old 
friends,  becoming  more  clear-headed  and  calm  of  judgment 
as  we  thus  faced  the  matter  squarely.  There  was  no  further 
reference  to  the  ladies,  as  I  remember,  for  we  realized  that 
our  own  escape  must  first  be  compassed  before  we  could 
even  hope  to  succor  others  in  peril.  Yet  all  our  discussion 
found  ending  in  despair,  and  at  the  closing  of  it  we  seemed 
as  hopelessly  entangled  as  at  the  beginning.  Plan  after  plan 
occurred  to  us,  only  to  be  wrecked  as  suddenly  by  insur- 
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mountable  obstacles,  until,  at  last,  we  both  stopped  speaking 
and  sat  staring  each  into  the  other's  blank  face,  utterly 
baffled,  and  with  naught  fronting  us  save  defeat. 

"  Sacrel "  I  exclaimed,  in  disgust  at  such  barren  outlook. 
"  There  seems  nothing  for  it  but  sheer  luck ;  well,  't  is  a 
jade  that  has  served  me  occasionally  in  the  past." 

"  Ay,  but  one  ever  fickle,"  he  retorted,  his  temper  not  the 
best  under  such  delay ;  "  nor  am  I  accustomed  to  being  thus 
mocked  in  earnest  endeavor " 

His  gloomy  eyes  brightened  suddenly,  as  if  he  saw  some- 
thing which  aroused  him.  I  wheeled  quickly  to  glance  in 
that  direction.  Just  above  the  slab  barrier  guarding  the 
doorway  I  could  perceive  a  hat  and  the  upper  portion  of  a 
human  face,  as  though  their  owner  surveyed  us  cautiously. 
As  my  eyes  fell  upon  it  the  apparition  instantly  vanished, 
sinking  down  behind  the  oaken  screen  with  all  the  alacrity 
of  the  figures  at  a  Punch-and-Judy  show. 
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A   MESSAGE  FROM    MADEMOISELLE 

npHERE  was  small  probability  of  my  mistaking  that 

■*■  cocked  hat,  or  those  solemnly  furtive  eyes.  It  was 
Monsieur  Quilleriez.  I  sprang  instantly  forward,  past  the 
astonished  Englishman,  eager  as  any  drowning  man  to 
grapple  at  a  straw. 

"  Monsieur,"  I  called  aloud,  not  venturing  to  approach  the 
door  closely.  "  Monsieur  le  Commissaire,  I  would  have 
word  with  you ;  there  is  naught  to  fear." 

His  peculiar  peaked  head  arose  once  more,  with  extreme 
caution,  into  full  view,  until  his  eyes  were  enabled  to  peer 
across  the  intervening  slabs  in  uncertain  survey  of  the  scene 
within.  The  expression  upon  my  face  must  have  proven 
sufficiently  reassuring,  for  he  immediately  straightened  up, 
until  I  could  finally  perceive  the  collar  of  his  gray  coat. 

"  I  trust  no  unseemly  reflection  upon  my  courage  was 
intended  by  your  hasty  use  of  that  word  fear,"  he  said  re- 
provingly, eyeing  me  with  an  agrrieved  expression.  "  Mon- 
sieur is  also  a  soldier,  and  will  recall  the  wise  words  of 
La  Savere  regarding  the  necessity  of  discretion,  ever  upon 
the  part  of  those  naturally  most  thoughtless  as  to  p  ,  >nal 
peril.  Our  duty  to  the  cause  we  represent  is  always  .  be 
the  first  consideration." 

"  Most  assuredly.  Monsieur  Quilleriez,"  I  assented,  even 
under  the  circumstances  amused  by  his  pedantic  nonsense  and 
excessive  vanity,  and  realizing  the  necessity  of  humoring 
the  little  fool  if  I  desired  to  retain  his  attention.  "  It  was 
merely  a  thoughtless  slip  of  the  tongue.    Surely  it  could  not 
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be  otherwise,  for  I  have  already  beheld  you  facing  real 
danger,  and  that  memory  gives  me  great  respect  for  you 
as  a  valiant  soldier.  Such  a  man  is  ever  merciful  toward  his 
fallen  enemy,  and  I  am  therefore  emboldened  to  seek  coun- 
sel with  you  regarding  my  present  sad  predicament.  You 
are  a  husband,  a  father,  perchance.  Monsieur  Quilleriez  ?  " 

He  passed  the  coarse  gray  sleeve  of  his  coat  across  his 
eyes,  and  his  face  became  more  gravely  solemn  than  before. 

"  A  widower,"  he  responded  softly.  "  A  widower,  Mon- 
sieur, with  five  olive  branches  looking  to  me  for  sustenance." 

"  Is  it  possible,  and  you  so  young!  A  great  responsibility, 
which  must  rest  heavily  upon  you  in  those  moments  when 
you  are  called  upon  to  venture  life  fearlessly  upon  the  field. 
I  marvel  you  bear  yourself  so  well.  Monsieur  Quilleriez, 
I  do  not  appeal  to  you  upon  my  own  behalf,  but  for  others, 
as  helpless  as  are  your  own  children.  You  are  a  father, 
you  tell  me,  and  must  therefore  realize  the  fond  yearnings 
of  a  father's  heart,  even  though  he  be  an  enemy  in  arms. 
Indeed,  that  very  fact  will  doubtless  appeal  to  you  with 
double  force  as  a  brave  and  honorable  soldier.  More,  never 
yet  did  I  meet  any  man  possessing  such  unquestionable  cour- 
age, who  was  devoid  of  the  spirit  of  chivalry,  and  a  desire 
to  protect  the  weaker  sex ;  and  a  Frenchman  is  ever  the  in- 
carnation of  gallantry.  For  this  reason  I  make  bold  to  beg 
your  assistance  in  giving  present  comfort,  and  seeking  the 
early  liberation  of  those  two  poor  girls  now  helpless  in  the 
hands  of  the  Indians.  You,  and  you  alone.  Monsieur  Quil- 
leriez, with  your  personal  influence  over  Pontiac,  are  able 
thus  to  serve  them.  Oh,  I  was  not  blind.  Monsieur,  and  it 
was  very  easy  to  see  last  night  the  confidence  which  that 
chief  reposes  in  you." 

I  could  mark  his  chest  swell  at  my  words,  and  it  seemed 
to  me  he  added  fully  an  inch  to  his  stature,  yet  his  eyes 
contained  a  misty  doubt.  However,  egotism  finally  conquered 
discretion,  and  his  struggle  ended  in  a  boast. 
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"  That  matter  has  already  been  attended  to,  Monsieur," 
he  asserted  proudly.  "  The  maidens  have  been  especially 
assigned  unto  my  care." 

"  To  your  care  ?    Do  you  mean  under  guard  ? " 

"  Merely  sufficient  to  l<eep  them  protected  from  outside 
danger  and  annoyance,"  and  he  shrugged  his  shoulders,  rub- 
bing his  hands  as  though  he  washed  them.  "  There  is  little 
necessity,  Monsieur,  for  exercising  any  great  degree  of  re- 
straint otherwise  —  the  dear  young  creatures  appear  already 
quite  reconciled  to  remaining  under  my  tender  protection. 
We  have,  indeed,  become  warm  friends." 

I  stared  at  him,  his  words  and  manner  so  proudly  confi- 
dent as  to  stagger  me. 

"  You  certainly  must  have  accomplished  wonders  to  have 
thus  won  their  affections  so  rapidly,"  I  exclaimed  at  last. 
"  Pray,  Monsieur,  by  what  mystic  spell  did  you  work  this 
miracle  ? " 

He  leaned  his  chin  across  the  upper  slab  as  thoi^h  about 
to  impart  a  secret,  hemming  and  hawing  with  affected 
modesty. 

"  One  never  exactly  knows.  Monsieur,"  he  consented  to 
say  finally ;  "  but  it  has  ever  been  a  part  of  my  nature  thus 
easily  to  win  the  confiding  heart  of  the  fair  sex.  Probably 
you  may  doubt  my  statement,  judging  from  my  youthful 
appearance,  but  I  have  already  been  three  times  married. 
Not  that  I  ever  greatly  loved  those  who  thus  fondly  clung 
to  me,  but  my  heart  was  always  so  kind  and  considerate  that 
I  found  it  simply  impossible  to  ca  >t  aside  the  affection  with 
which  they  showered  me.  It  is  almost  sad,"  and  he  wiped 
a  tear  from  out  his  solemn,  staring  eye,  "  that  one  must 
thus  continue  to  sacrifice  the  brightest  years  of  young  man- 
hood merely  to  render  others  supremely  happy.  As  it  hap- 
pened none  Uved  long,  and  thus  I  was  privileged  to  bring 
joy  to  more  than  one.  For  what  would  you,  Monsieur?  a 
true  soldier  ever  conquers  the  susceptible  heart  of  a  maiden, 
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while  his  chivalry  malces  him  merciful  to  her  sufferings. 
Those  English  ladies  are  indeed  most  charming,  delightfully 
social,  and  fair  to  look  upon  —  I  scarcely  know  which  fas- 
cinates me  the  more,  the  one  who  is  so  warm  and  pulsing 
with  young  life,  a  sweet  clinging  flower  of  tropical  loveli- 
ness, or  her  companion,  so  much  more  difficult  of  approach, 
yet  even  possessing  a  greater  attractiveness  in  perfect 
beauty.  Knew  you  either  of  these  divine  creatures  for 
long.  Monsieur?" 

"  Merely  during  a  brief  period,  nor  can  I  boast  that  I 
progressed  so  rapidly  in  winning  their  friendship." 

"  A  gift,  a  most  rare  gift  of  nature,"  he  bowed  as  deeply 
as  the  intervening  barrier  would  permit.  "  It  is  indeed  few 
among  our  sterner  sex  who  can  win  confidence  as  I,  espe- 
cially among  those  of  the  fair  sex.  Eh,  did  I  not  hear  it 
rumored,  Monsieur,  that  one  at  least  of  these  two  bewitch- 
ing beauties  was  heiress  to  great  wealth  in  England  ?  Such 
fact  is  of  small  account,  yOu  understand,  to  one  of  my  ardent 
spirit  and  independent  disposition,  and  only  the  merest  curi- 
osity prompts  the  inquiry." 

"I  have  heard  it  mentioned,  yet  never  asked  regarding 
the  particulars." 

"  It  is  to  be  regretted,  for  I  am  not  one  desirous  of 
posing,  even  through  ignorance,  as  a  mere  vulgar  fortune- 
hunter.  No  doubt  the  knowledge,  could  it  be  obtained  in 
time,  would  greatly  influence  my  action,  for,  as  I  have 
already  remarked  quite  frankly,  I  truly  do  not  know  which 
I  admire  the  more,  the  dark  eyes,  or  the  gray." 

"  Your  intentions  are  serious,  then  ?  "  I  asked  somewhat 
harshly,  for  the  presumption  of  the  little  fool  was  not  alto- 
gether laughable.  The  gravest  trouble  might  result  from 
slightest  insult  to  his  vanity. 

"Why  not.  Monsieur?  I  have  received  much  encourage- 
ment, and  my  advancements  are  already  looked  upon  with 
marked  favor.    Who  is  more  irresistible  to  the  fair  sex  of 
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any  nation  than  a  Frenchman,  and  a  loldier?  BesldM,  I 
know  women;  my  wives  were  each  of  a  different  diiposi- 
tion,  —  one  even  had  red  hair,  —  yet  all  alike  became  as 
■laves,  living  only  to  retain  my  smile.  What  could  1  not 
accomplish  with  a  maid  whom  I  truly  loved;  one  actually 
enthroned  upon  the  vacant  altar  of  my  heart?  Think  you 
any  would  hesitate  long  were  the  decision  to  lie  between  me 
and  that  black-faced  officer  of  Monsieur  de  Villiers  ?  " 

I  started  forward,  my  teeth  clinched  in  sudden  anger. 
Monsieur  Quilleriez,  mistaking  my  swift  action,  dropped 
instantly  out  of  sight  behind  his  shield.  Scarcely  had  he 
vanished  when  the  grjm  head  and  front  of  the  naked  warrior 
faced  me  with  uplifted  gun. 

"  I  had  no  purpose  of  injuring  you,  Monsieur  le  Commis- 
saire,"  I  explained  loudly,  but  halting  instantly.  "  It  was 
your  word  regarding  the  half-breed  which  angered  me. 
Does  he  force  his  attentions  upon  those  in  your  charge?" 

Exercising  extreme  caution,  his  peaked  hat  crept  up  along- 
side the  nude  chest  of  the  guarding  savage,  his  face  beneath 
creased  with  perplexity. 

"Sacrel  but  you  are  most  impulsive,"  he  commented 
slowly,  "  truly  a  hot-headed  man  of  war,  who  requires  to 
be  met  with  firmness  and  discretion.  The  half-breed,  you 
ask?  Ay,  he  would  enjoy  that  privilege  well  enough,  and 
nothing  save  a  wholesome  respect  for  me  has  restrained  him 
from  becoming  most  obnoxious  to  those  ladies.  It  is  strange 
some  men  never  discover  when  they  are  not  wanted.  He 
is  of  that  kidney,  as  tough  of  hide  as  an  elephant.  Pardieul 
the  maids  were  even  compelled  to  make  appeal  unto  me  to 
rid  them  of  his  unwelcome  presence.  You  should  have  seen 
me  in  response.  Monsieur." 

"  No  doubt  it  was  bravely  done,  and  won  for  you  their 
warmest  gratitude." 

"  Ay,  he  is  a  bravo.  Monsieur,  a  fire-eater,  but  I  cut  his 
comb;  nor  is  he  likely  to  intrude  again  while  I  remain  00 
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guard  over  thoie  (air  English.  A  trut  sulier  does  not 
like  to  boast  over  loudly  about  his  deeds  of  valor,  espe- 
cially when  they  are  performed  in  defence  of  beauty  in  dis- 
tress, but  I  drove  the  fellow  fort!,  at  the  iroint  of  my  sword. 
You  should  have  witnessed  the  ^r;,i,tude  ol  iho  ladies.  Mon- 
sieur I  —  when  I  returned  there  n.re  tears  in  those  dark  eyes, 
while  she,  who  remains  always  so  rc'served  and  iiuiet,  broke 
her  silence  and  complimcpud  nio  most  highly.  In  faith, 
how  loveliness  in  need  a\nx:dh  lo  us  men  it-arms.  But, 
tacrti  I  have  the  fellow  now  viv.-n  h,  s  iittie  likely  to 
trouble  us  again." 

"  How  is  that?  Has  he  fallen  fr.  m  the  good  graces  of 
Pontiac?" 

"Oh,  no;  such  a  happening  is  not  probable-,  lor  we  all 
hope  much  from  Monsieur  de  Villiers.  But  )  have  those 
ladies  safe  within  the  bulwarks  of  my  own  house,  and  he 
will  think  twice  ere  he  venture  there.'' 

At  last  I  had  drawn  from  him  the  very  information  I 
had  been  fishing  for  from  the  start  —  the  place  of  their 
confinement. 

"Your  house?  Have  you,  then,  residence  in  this  neigh- 
borhood ?  I  had  supposed,  from  your  method  of  command- 
ing, coupled  with  your  military  bearing,  that  you  might  be 
of  the  regular  service." 

His  face  flushed  with  pleasure,  and  he  honored  me  again 
with  a  low  bow. 

"  Merely  a  volunteer.  Monsieur,  actuated  by  purest  love 
of  country,  together  with  a  liking  for  war.  I  have  been  a 
trader  among  the  savages,  and  have  done  extremely  well, 
being  fortunate  in  other  things  as  well  as  love.  You  should 
see  my  house ;  I  can  assure  you  it  is  not  bad  for  this  wilder- 
ness, and  stands  upon  the  high  bluff  overlooking  the  broad 
river,  just  where  the  creek  yonder  finds  outlet.  It  is  not  a 
home  any  maid  would  be  like  to  sneer  at.  Monsieur,  and  I 
was  not  sorry  to  be  permitted  to  exhibit  it  to  the  eyes  of 
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those  now  with  me.  The  knowledge,  thus  delicately  con- 
veyed, that  I  was  a  man  of  property,  and  not  a  mere  adven- 
turer, had  its  instant  effect  upon  them.  Sacrel  women  are 
ever  the  same,  the  world  over  — the  musical  clink  of  gold 
awakens  their  interest,  and  that  lover  is  most  welcome  who 
can  promise  comfor*  and  social  position.  It  is  already  in 
their  minds,  no  doubt,  that  to  be  mistress  of  such  a  home 
would  not  prove  so  extremely  unpleasant.  Yet  I  have  re- 
strained myself  thus  far  from  open  speech  in  the  matter; 
there  should  be  discretion  in  love,  Monsieur,  as  well  as 
in  war." 

"  Unquestionably;  and  has  neither  of  the  ladies  made  any 
inquiries  as  to  my  fate?" 

"  She  of  the  darker  eyes  did  — Rene,  a  most  sweet  name. 
The  other  — the  divine  Alene  —  remained  silent,  as  is  her 
wont,  although  sl-c  buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  even 
appeared  to  sob,  when  I  told  then  ntiac  would  bum  you 
at  the  stake  so  soon  as  his  warriors  returned." 

"  Are  you  sure  she  wept  ?  " 

"  Not  absolutely  certain,  Monsieur,  for,  as  I  told  you,  she 
hid  her  face  in  her  hands,  ^et  I  think  it  quite  probable; 
women  are  so  easily  affected  by  such  matters.  I  have  a  note 
here  for  you  from  the  other.  I  caused  her  to  write  it  plainly 
in  French,  so  I  could  know  -.vhat  message  I  carried." 

He  held  forth  a  scrap  of  paper  as  he  spoke,  and  I  grasped 
it  eagerly,  reading  the  dozen  lines  almost  at  a  single  glance. 
It  was  merely  a  simple,  friendly  note,  noncommittal,  a  bit 
obscure  I  thought,  as  though  the  writer  sought  to  convey 
more  than  she  dared  pen  openly.    It  read: 

"Monsieur:  — We  are  both  well,  and  safely  guarded  within  the 
house  of  M.  Quillcriez.  Oit  room  looks  forth  upon  the  broad  river, 
and  a  great  tree  partially  shades  our  window  from  the  sun.  It  would 
bf  very  pretty,  were  it  not  for  thos';  savages  who  stand  at  each  comer 
to  make  us  reaiize  we  are  prisoners.  At  night  we  rest  in  the  cellar. 
U  is  a  most  gloomy  place,  bnt  we  have  candles  to  drive  away  the  dark, 
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«nd  no  one  bothers  u».  We  are  so  sorry  to  think  of  you,  Monsieur ; 
my  eyes  are  red  with  weeping,  yet  I  pray  God  there  may  some  mir- 
acle intervene  to  save  you  from  so  terrible  a  fate.  I  can  see  even 
now.  Monsieur,  the  far-away  light  of  a  star  through  the  bank  of 
earth  which  surrounds  us  like  a  grave.  Surely  it  must  be  an  omen, 
poinUng  a  possible  way  out.  Be  assured  we  have  not  forgotten 
y°»-  RfiNK." 

I  Stood  staring  at  the  paper,  striving  vainly  to  interpret 
those  vague  hints  at  guidance  which  I  felt  convinced  the 
poor  girl  thus  strove  to  convey  to  my  mind  — hints  which 
might  prove  of  the  utmost  value,  if  ever  I  came  free  from 
my  savage  captors.  It  was  then  I  perceived  yet  another  line, 
in  dififerent  handwriting  and  fainter  penmanship,  and  stepped 
closer  to  the  opening  that  I  might  better  decipher  it.  Par- 
dieul  how  my  heart  throbbed  to  the  first  impulse  of  that 
brief  message. 

"/  have  been  told  of  the  other's  assumption,  and  have 
regained  all  my  faith  in  you." 

I  thrust  the  paper  within  my  belt  —  it  was  her  first,  per- 
haps her  last,  written  word  to  me,  and  sacred  to  my  eyes 
alone  —  then  glanced  from  Monsieur  Quilleriez's  inquisitive 
eyes,  still  peering  at  me  across  the  slab,  as  though  he  stood 
on  tip-toe,  to  the  silent  Englishman,  who  sat  upon  the  bench 
staring  at  the  two  of  us,  in  utter  ignorance  of  what  was 
going  on. 

"What  is  all  this  beastly  pow-wow  about?"  he  asked 
testily.  "  Is  that  an  owl,  or  a  circus  performer  out  yonder? 
never  saw  I  before  such  a  dancing  mountebank  with  so 
solemn  a  face.  Saint  Andrew !  he  could  earn  a  fortune  in 
England." 

"  'T  is  the  oflicer  who  has  charge  of  the  commissary  de- 
partment for  Pontiac,"  I  explained,  not  over  graciously,  for 
the  Englishman's  words  had  brought  back  to  me  the  memory 
of  his  claim ;  "  a  man  of  some  importance  in  these  parts. 
The  two  ladies  are  confined  in  his  house,  and  he  brings  me 
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word  that  they  are  well.  They  even  wrote  a  line,  yet  it  is 
in  French,  and  beyond  your  reading."  I  turned  toward  the 
vigilant  Commissary. 

"  You  return  from  here  to  your  home  ?  " 

"  It  is  my  most  delightful  duty,  Monsieur.  Love  and  war 
blended  in  perfect  harmony." 

"  You  will  bear  to  those  ladies  a  return  message  from 
me?" 

"  Gladly,  if  it  be  also  but  a  mere  note  of  kindness,  and 
written  in  the  French  tongue." 

"  I  possess  no  materials  here  for  writing,  so  it  must  be  by 
word  of  mouth.  Tell  them  I  thank  both  for  the  note ;  that 
it  has  greatly  encouraged  me ;  that  while  life  remains  there 
is  ever  hope ;  that  I  even  believe  I  can  see  the  star,  although 
it  may  prove  to  be  only  a  candle.  Do  you  catch  my  words. 
Monsieur  ?  " 

He  nodded  gravely,  and  for  a  moment  I  stood  looking  at 
him,  wondering  how  far  I  might  venture  to  trust  his  stu- 
pidity in  this  message-bearing. 

"  Know  you  anything  of  late  regarding  the  soldier  who 
accompanied  me  hither  ?  " 

The  fellow  crossed  himself  piously,  and  glanced  back  un- 
easily over  his  shoulder,  as  though  an  unpleasant  memory 
had  just  recurred  to  him.  Then  he  suggestively  tapped  his 
peaked  head. 

"  Clear  gone,"  he  asserted  solemnly.  "  The  medicine-men 
drove  him  out  of  the  council-lodge  into  the  woods,  and,  may 
the  devil  tak"  him,  but  I  heard  the  fellow  singing  not  an 
hour  ago  as  i  came  along  the  trail.  Sacrc!  but  he  must 
have  had  a  weak  head,  for  't  was  not  likely  Pontiac  would 
ever  have  burned  him  along  with  you." 

"  And  how  is  it  with  the  Englishman  here  ?  " 

" Pardieul "  carelessly.  "  'T  is  like  enough  the  same,  al- 
though I  know  nothing  regarding  the  matter ;  't  is  none  of 
my  affair.    But,"  and  his  eyes  gleamed  maliciously,  "  it  will 
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give  me  much  pleasure  to  be  present  at  your  turn.  Monsieur. 
Sacre!  those  who  lay  violent  hand  on  fitienre  Quilleriez  are 
most  apt  to  pay  for  it." 

It  was  as  if  a  spiteful,  venomous  little  cat  had  spit  at  me, 
so  sudden  was  the  change  in  his  words  and  manner. 

"  Not  that  I  bear  any  malice,"  he  went  on  tauntingly. 
"  Oh,  no,  Monsieur ;  I  am  a  soldier,  and  not  a  savage.  Yet, 
faith,  't  is  not  in  my  heart  to  cry  over  much  because  you  will 
feel  bad.  I  have  heard  them  tell  of  what  awaits  you,  and 
although  I  have  never  yet  stood  beside  the  stake  in  any 
such  scene  —  for  I  possess  a  most  sympathetic  nature,  Mon- 
sieur—  yet  I  shall  be  there  to  laugh  at  you  —  to  laugh  at 
you."  He  bowed  mockingly,  his  cocked  hat  in  hand,  his 
mouth  screwed  up  into  a  sardonic  smile.  "  And  now  I  must 
return  direct  to  the  fair  ladies,  Monsieur,  for  they  will  have 
wondered  greatly  at  my  prolonged  absence;  they  miss  me 
so  much  when  I  am  away!  Oh,  yes,  I  will  bear  them  the 
words  of  your  message.  Why  not  ?  'T  is  likely  the  last, 
and  even  an  enemy  should  show  that  much  mercy  to  one 
facing  death.  Ati  revoir,  Monsieur;  you  do  not  look  very 
pleasant  now,  but  you  will  look  even  less  so  when  we  meet 
again." 

The  ugly  little  wretch,  conceited,  cowardly,  cruel,  who  had 
hidden  so  perfectly  his  real  vindictiveness  beneath  a  mask  of 
cunning  civility,  disappeared  as  though  he  had  dropped  sud- 
denly into  some  cavity  of  the  earth,  the  last  memory  left 
me  being  the  sneer  of  triumph  on  his  evil  face.  A  moment 
I  stared  after  him,  impotent  to  resent  his  words,  yet  with 
both  hands  clinched  in  anger.  Then  I  turned  slowly,  and 
rejoined  the  wondering  lieutenant  upon  the  bench. 


I 


CHAPTER  XXV 

THE  LAST  HOPE  FAILS  US 

T  SAT  there  a  long  time,  my  head  buried  in  my  hands, 
-■-  thinking.  Challoner  did  not  disturb  me,  and  for  a  while 
at  least,  so  lost  was  I  in  reflection,  I  utterly  forgot  his  pres- 
ence. That  single  line  expressing  renewed  confidence  from 
Mademoiselle  heartened  me  greatly,  yet  it  could  never  mean 
quite  so  much  now  as  before  this  Englishman  had  announced 
their  betrothal.  Yet  why  should  it  not?  Why  should  any- 
thing, excepting  her  utmost  happiness  in  life,  influence  my 
feeling  toward  her?  I  had  loved  her  almost  from  the  hour 
of  our  earliest  meeting,  although  the  expectation  of  ever 
making  her  my  bride  had  never  truly  been  an  incentive. 
From  that  moment  when  Monsieur  de  Villiers  first  told  me 
who  this  fair  English  maid  was,  I  had  realized  the  existence 
between  us  of  an  impassable  barrier,  not  merely  of  pride, 
but  of  wealth  and  social  position.  I  might,  indeed,  amid  this 
informal  intimacy  of  wilderness  travel,  win  her  respect,  pos- 
sibly even  awaken  her  love;  yet,  although  I  should  know 
he--  heart  to  be  in  my  keeping,  I  could  never  honorably  ask 
foi  more.  It  was  not  so  much  her  pride  as  my  own  that 
intervened.  How  could  I,  a  mere  soldier  of  fortune,  pos- 
sessing nothing  more  valuable  than  a  sword,  with  a  military 
title  wrung  reluctantly  from  the  Governor  of  the  Illinois 
province  as  reward  for  dangerous  ser\'ice,  ever  presume  to 
ask  so  vast  a  condescension  from  this  wealthy  gentlewoman  ? 
It  was  not  even  to  be  considered  in  dreams.  With  this  long 
ago  settled  in  my  own  mind,  the  final  yielding  up  of  her 
to  another  should  not  have  proven  so  hard.    It  was  clearly 
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my  duty;  beyond  doubt  ought  to  be  my  pleasure.  Yet  it 
was  not.  Even  there,  where  I  rested  in  face  of  death, 
scarcely  perceiving  the  faintest  hope  of  averting  my  fate, 
I  remained  human  enough,  weak  enough  in  my  humanity, 
to  war  bitterly  against  such  unjust  decree ;  ay,  to  feel  per- 
sonal animosity  stir  my  brain  against  that  man  who  stood 
between  us  unconscious  of  my  aspirations. 

I  glanced  aside  at  him,  noting  the  firm  chin,  the  frank, 
resolute,  manly  face,  the  soldierly  bearing,  the  puzzled  look 
m  the  clear  gray  eyes.  He  must  have  accepted  my  glance 
as  an  invitation  to  speak,  for  it  instantly  unlocked  his  lips. 
^^  "  Come,  De  Coubert,"  he  said  in  tone  of  easy  comradeship, 
'  we  are  both  of  us  in  a  sufficiently  bad  box  without  any 
mystery  to  make  the  fog  deeper.  Your  interview  with  that 
mountebank  has  not  left  you  any  happier  —  that 's  certain  — 
and  although  I  could  understand  hardly  a  word  of  his  lingo, 
I  think  he  must  have  talked  pretty  mean  toward  the  last.' 
Give  me  the  story  of  it,  and  let  us  think  it  out  together." 

It  was  what  I  ought  to  do,  there  was  no  doubt  about 
that.  My  fate  at  the  hands  of  those  savages  was  more  com- 
nletely  settled  than  his  — I  had  been  definitely  condemned  to 
die,  the  very  hour  of  torture  set,  while  his  li'fe  might  possi- 
bly be  preserved.  This  being  true,  his  chances  for  assisting 
those  two  captive  girls  were  far  brighter  than  mine,  and  it 
was  therefore  only  right  he  should  be  given  every  scrap  of 
mformation  which  had  come  into  my  possession.  Beyond 
doubt,  had  they  known  of  his  presence,  he.  and  not  I,  would 
have  been  the  recipient  of  their  message.  I  drew  the  note 
forth  from  my  belt  and  unfolded  it. 
"You  do  not  read  French,  Monsieur?" 
He  shook  his  head  negatively. 

"Have  you  ever  seen  this  handwriting  before?"  I  held 
the  paper  toward  him,  folded  so  as  to  hide  the  signature, 
feeling  a  faint  hope  stir  me  that  there  might  be  some  mis- 
take, some  confusion  of  identity.    He  bent  above  it  eagerly. 
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"  Ay,  as  well  as  my  own,"  he  exclaimed  earnestly.  "  It 
is  Rene's  own  hand ;  Alene  possesses  more  decision  in  pen- 
manship.   Both  are  familiar  to  me." 

"  Then  I  will  translate  it  for  you  into  English,  Monsieur. 
I  ask  that  you  follow  my  reading  closely,  and  tell  me  if  you 
extract  from  it  any  sec:Tt  message  of  guidance." 

He  listened  with  knit  brows  as  I  slowly  and  carefully 
made  the  translation,  striving  to  render  into  English  equiva- 
lent the  exact  words  of  the  French  original.  I  did  not  read 
the  private  message  of  Mademoiselle,  but  paused  after  reach- 
ing the  first  signature.  His  eyes  were  upon  me,  but  they 
contained  no  flash  of  intelligence. 

"  'T  is  little  more  than  good  wishes,"  he  said  impatiently, 
as  I  waited  for  him  to  speak.  "  A  mere  note  of  politeness, 
such  as  anyone  might  write  at  such  a  time,  and  in  such  a 
place.    What  else  did  you  think  might  be  hidden  there  ? " 

"  A  clew  to  some  possible  method  of  rescue,"  I  answered, 
lowering  my  voice  in  caution.  "  The  girl  durst  not  write 
openly,  for  she  knew  the  Commissary  would  read  her  note 
before  he  delivered  it.  So  she  hinted,  in  vague  hope  I 
might  understand.  It  is  very  strange  you  remain  so  dull. 
Monsieur,  you  who  claim  to  know  this  Rene  so  well.  To 
me  she  has  ever  been  most  straightforward  in  speech.  Think 
you  this  letter  is  written  in  that  style?" 

"  It  rambles  somewhat." 

"  Ay,  and  for  a  special  purpose.  Monsieur,"  I  exclaimed, 
interrupting  him.  "  She  confuses  fact  and  sentiment  in  such 
a  rare  jumble  of  words  as  to  lead  the  mind  astray,  and  leave 
it  with  an  impression  of  mere  girlish  innocence.  But  in 
truth  it  is  art,  Monsieur,  for  she  manages  thus  to  convey 
all  we  need  to  know  regarding  their  surroundings,  and  of 
how  best  to  reach  them." 

"  'T  is  dark  enough  to  me." 

"Well,  you  have  missed  the  right  key,  th^n.  Sacre!  but 
there  is  surely  a  difference  in  you  English.     Listen  now, 
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Monsieur,  while  I  unlock  this  'mere  note  of  politeness,' 
and  extract  its  kernel.  It  may  prove  to  be  you,  and  not 
I,  who  will  have  opportunity  to  make  use  of  the  informa- 
tion thus  sent.  She  tells  where  they  are  confined  during 
the  daytime,  within  a  room  in  Monsieur  Quilleriez's  house, 
which  fronts  upon  the  river,  having  a  big  tree  just  in 
front  of  it.  She  explains  exactly  where  the  Indian  guards 
are  stationed,  so  they  may  be  avoided;  she  shows  where 
the  two  are  locked  away  at  night  for  greater  safety,  tells  us 
they  are  alone  there,  and  possess  candles  to  give  light.  And 
see  you  nothing,  either,  hidden  snugly  away  in  that  last 
paragraph,  Monsieur?" 

He  shook  his  head  gravely,  yet  with  a  face  full  of  increas- 
ing interest. 

"  Faith,  but  you  imist  possess  a  hard  head!  Tis  small 
wonder  your  nation  fails  so  before  Indian  strategy  when 
you  read  sig^ns  in  such  wooden  fashion.  It  means  that  in 
some  way  they  have  succeeded  in  pushing  a  narrow  passage 
through  the  dirt  wall  of  the  cellar;  that  any  rescuer  who 
seeks  its  i^uidance  may  thus  discover  the  light  of  their  candle, 
and  know  that  to  be  the  easiest  way  in  to  where  they  are. 
At  least  't  is  so  I  read  it,  and  it  seems  as  plain  as  print." 

He  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  paced  the  floor  restlessly,  his 
brows  knit  in  thought. 

"  Yes,"  he  exclaimed  at  last,  impulsively.  "  no  doubt  it 
is  as  you  say.  'T  is  like  her  tricks,  the  kitten ,  yet  I  venture 
it  was  Alene  who  first  gave  her  the  words  and  fashioned  them 
into  such  innocent  appearance  She  has  a  quick  wit,  al- 
though her  lips  say  little.  'T  is  not  always  the  way.  Mon- 
sieur, or  I  should  be  a  prodigy." 

We  talked  it  over  and  over  together,  pacing  the  little  room 
while  we  conversed.  It  was  all  useless  enough,  for  there  was 
nothing  we  might  rest  our  hopes  upon,  yet  it  accomplished 
this  much,  that  it  left  each  with  clean  r  conception  of  that 
country  lying  without,  and  the  probable  situation  of  this 
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house  of  Monsieur  Quilleriei.  I  had  not  been  unobservant 
while  upon  the  trail,  and  Oialloner,  who  had  joined  the 
Detroit  garrison  just  previous  to  the  outbreak,  possessed  fair 
knowledge  of  the  surrounding  regions.  Upon  one  thing 
we  both  agreed,  the  i.v 'lessness  of  making  any  attempt, 
either  at  our  own  esi-.^e,  or  the  assistance  of  those  others, 
until  night  should  C(nn;  to  partially  shroud  our  movements. 
Constantly,  even  whii.:  we  thus  conversed  in  apparent  privacy, 
we  were  reminded  of  that  vigilant  savage  guard  without. 

Food  was  brought  us  late  in  the  afternoon,  and  after  much 
persuasion  I  induced  the  sullen  old  chief,  who  was  apparently 
exercising  command,  to  yield  me  speech  with  one  of  the 
Canadians.  Through  his  influence  I  secured  water,  and 
cleansed  my  face  and  hands,  the  Englishman  watching  the 
transformation  with  interest.  Then  we  sat  down  in  dull 
listlessness  to  await  the  coming  of  the  night  shadows,  un- 
certain what  fate  its  deepening  gloom  might  bring  us.  If  we 
spoke  during  those  final  hours,  I  retain  now  no  memory  of 
it.  I  know  my  own  thoughts  wandered  sadly,  and  often- 
times I  was  totally  unconscious  of  other  presence  near  at 
hand.  I  realized  I  was  facing  my  end,  and  that  it  was  des- 
tined to  be  a  terrible  one,  yet  I  did  not  cravenly  shrink  from 
it  in  any  physical  dread.  I  still  retained  within  me  the 
fierce  instincts  of  battle,  and  my  every  nerve  was  on  edge 
ready  to  grasp  at  the  sUghtest  desperate  opportunity  for 
escape.  I  knew  I  could  hope  for  little,  that  every  safeguard 
of  inventive  savage  cruelty  would  surround  me;  no  step 
might  be  taken,  no  movement  made,  that  would  escape  pry- 
ing Indian  eyes.  Under  other  mental  conditions  I  might 
have  resigned  myself  to  approaching  doom  with  all  that  fatal- 
istic indifference  which  seems  bom  of  the  brooding  woods, 
those  solemn  wastes  of  the  wilderness.  Life  amid  dark 
forests  and  among  rough  men  develops  soon  a  savage 
stolidity  to  pain,  that  silent  fortitude  so  characteristic  of  the 
Indian.    Environment  inevitably  stamps  itself  upon  body  and 
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«oul  alike,  and  the  animal  becomes  callous  to  those  things 
from  which  civilization  shrinks  back  in  cringing  terror. 
Death  was  only  death,  the  pain  accompanying  it  merely  an 
incident,  to  be  met  sternly,  with  clinched  teeth  and  dry 
eyes. 

No,  it  was  not  thought  of  coming  torture  that  overwhelmed 
me,  that  set  my  hot  blood  rioting  through  the  veins,  and  my 
brain  throbbing  with  visicais  of  desperate  rescue  —  it  was 
Mademoiselle  Alene.  Bon  Dieu!  how  her  fair  face  haunted 
me  I  There  was  no  driving  it  away  from  memory.  And 
it  ever  smiled  upon  me,  as  though  in  bewitching  mockery  of 
welcome,  her  clear  eyes  bearing  within  their  gray  depths  so 
sweet  a  message  as  to  leave  me  reckless  regarding  all  else. 
Merely  to  witness  but  once,  in  very  truth,  such  story  there 
revealed,  would  let  me  die  as  the  fanatics  of  the  East  drift 
out  to  paradise.  Nor  could  I  cast  the  spell  aside ;  the  haunt- 
ing thought  that  she  yet  trusted  me  to  save  her,  to  pluck  her 
uninjured  from  out  the  grasp  of  those  fiends,  was  ever 
burning  in  my  brain.  It  was  enough  to  craze  one,  to  sit  there 
helpless,  thus  constantly  realizing  how  love  called  hopelessly 
for  sacrifice.  It  became  a  test  harder  to  bear  than  any  fiery 
torture  of  the  stake,  and  I  bowed  my  head  lower  in  that  heat 
of  trial,  that  the  Englishman  might  not  read  the  anguish 
in  my  face.  Pardieu!  't  is  not  always  so  easy  in  this  world 
to  play  the  man. 

The  sun  must  have  sunk  quite  low  in  the  west,  when  the 
intense  strain  of  our  waiting  ended,  and  the  final  summons 
came.  The  room  was  already  deeply  buried  in  shadow, 
while  without  the  dull  gray  of  early  twiliffht  obscured  the 
distant  sky.  The  same  sullen  chief  with  whom  I  had  before 
attempted  vainly  to  speak  appeared  suddenly  at  the  open- 
ing above  the  slabs,  and,  with  suggestive  sweep  of  hii  arm, 
motioned  me  to  approach.  As  I  hesitated,  not  certain  as  to 
what  his  gesture  niea.st,  the  Canadian  interpreter  arose 
beside  him. 
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"  Come  out,"  he  commanded  sternly ;  "  I  mean  you  fel- 
low there  in  the  dress  of  the  woods." 

It  had  come ;  I  read  instantly  the  meaning  of  this  boorish 
summons  in  those  grim  faces  fronting  mc,  in  the  tones  of 
their  harsh  voices.  I  turned  toward  Challoner  and  held  out 
my  hand.  As  in  a  vise  he  clasped  it,  while  our  eyes  met  in 
one  long,  last,  searching  look. 

"  It  is  you  who  will  have  to  accomplish  it,  if  it  be  done 
at  all,"  I  said,  kno>ving  he  would  not  doubt  my  meaning. 
"  I  will  make  a  fight,  and  take  all  those  fellows  with  me  that 
I  can.    Good-bye." 

"  Good-bye,"  he  echoed,  choking  over  the  brief  word,  his 
face  evidencing  the  depth  of  his  feeling.  "  I  shall  do  my 
best,  De  Coubert,  and  I  will  tell  them  it  was  your  last 
thought." 

I  turned  away  from  him  quickly,  fearful  lest  he  might  read 
some  shrinking  weakness  in  my  eyes,  and  walked  to  where 
the  savages  waited  in  restless  expectancy.  The  next  mo- 
ment I  was  outside  the  cabin,  within  the  grasp  of  a  dozen 
stalwart  warriors,  who  buffeted  me  fiercely  back  and  forth  in 
keen  delight  at  my  confusion,  filling  the  creeping  shadows 
of  the  forest  with  cries  and  shrieks  of  laughter.  Some  among 
them  bound  my  arms  tightly  behind  my  back  with  rope  of 
twisted  grass,  retaining  the  longer  end  in  their  own  hands 
to  control  my  movement.?,  while  others  prodded  me  about  the 
body  with  their  sticks,  and  one  red  brute  spat  in  my  face, 
and  then,  when  I  taunted  him  as  a  skulking  coward,  struck 
me  sharply  across  the  check  with  the  haft  of  his  knife,  the 
spurting  blood  coloring  the  whole  side  of  my  face  crimson. 
I  clinched  my  teeth  to  the  hurt  of  it,  remembering  grimly 
that  the  departure  of  my  guard  would  afford  greater  oppor- 
tunity for  the  escape  of  the  Englishman,  the  rescue  of  Made- 
moiselle. Perhaps,  under  God,  what  I  might  be  compelled 
to  pass  through  would,  alter  all,  prove  her  salvation.  The 
tliought  was  sweet    Inspired  by  it  I  lashed  out  savagely  witli 
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mv  free  limbs,  landing  once  on  those  bare  shanks  before  me, 
hopeful  thus  to  frighten  them  into  giving  me  a  larger  guard. 
The  next  instant  I  was  upon  my  back  on  the  trampled  earth, 
pommelled  almost  into  unconsciousness,  and  bleeding  in  a 
dozen  places  where  the  sharp  sticks  !iad  punctured  my  llcsh. 
Their  fierce  blows,  coupled  with  the  ferocity  of  their  faces, 
made  me  imagine  for  a  moment  the  savages  meant  murder, 
then  and  there.  But  a  sudden  commanding  shout  ended  the 
onslaught,  and  I  was  jerked  once  again  to  my  feet,  and 
kicked  viciously  until  I  stood  alone. 

Dazed  as  I  was  from  the  effect  of  such  rough  treatment,  I 
marked  the  eyes  of  the  old  chief  glowering  angrily  at  me 
from  behind  those  others,  the  Canadian  ever  at  his  elbow. 
With  a  scowl,  accompanied  by  a  gruff  exclamation  sound- 
ing like  a  curse,  he  turned  abruptly  away,  and  strode  back 
toward  the  hut,  the  door  of  which  had  been  deserted  except 
for  the  rifle  armed  savage  guarding  it.  For  an  instant  I  ex- 
perienced uncertainty  as  to  what  was  occurring,  for  my  head 
swam,  and  there  floated  a  mist  before  my  eyes.  Then  I 
beheld  the  Canadian  leaning  across  the  slab  barrier,  and 
distinguished  the  sound  of  his  gruff  voice. 

"  Come  on  out  here,  you  red-coat,"  he  exclaimed  brutally. 
"You  're  in  for  a  taste  of  the  same  fun. " 

My  heart  sank  within  me,  my  limbs  shook  so  I  could  barely 
stand,  while  drops  oi  icy  sweat  started  forth  upon  my  fore- 
head. Mon  Diet! !  what  hope  now  ?  I  had  been  ready  enough 
to  die  before,  if  only  the  Englishman  might  live  and  accom- 
plish that  work  which  waited,  but  now  —  I  looked  about 
me  like  some  trapped  animal  in  reckless  desire  to  go  down 
fighting.  A  warrior  read  it  within  my  eyes,  and  struck  me, 
causing  me  to  reel  helplessly  backward  against  the  support 
of  a  tree.  Like  a  dumb  dog  under  the  lash,  I  gripped  my 
teeth  and  waited,  staring  half  crazed  at  the  scene,  as  they 
dragged  the  Englishman  forth,  and  set  upon  him  with  snarls 
and  blows.    There  was  a  strugfr'^  as  he  shook  thei  i  furiously 
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off,  a  dull  thud,  thud,  thud,  as  his  clinched  fists  encoun- 
tered their  red  faces,  a  rising  and  falling  of  bodies  in  fierce 
melee,  and  then  they  had  him  upon  his  back,  battling  still, 
his  eyes  stubborn  and  threatening,  yet  as  helpless  as  a  child. 
Sacrel  it  hurt  me  worse  to  see  the  way  they  pommelled  him, 
than  did  the  smart  of  my  own  wounds;  but  they  got  him 
upon  his  feet  at  last,  his  face  a  mass  of  bruises,  his  clothing 
in  rags,  and  we  stood  there  fronting  each  other,  our  arms 
bound,  with  those  red,  malicious  faces  jeering  at  us. 

There  was  nothing  to  say,  nor  do  I  believe  he  could  have 
spoken  from  rage.  Yet  I  read  in  his  eyes  the  unutterable 
horror  of  despair,  and  my  own  heart  rose  into  my  throat 
and  choked  me.  It  was  thus  the  demons  drove  us  side  by 
side  out  into  the  dim  woods,  prodding  us  to  make  us  walk 
the  faster,  while  ever  before  me,  amid  those  haunting 
shadows,  were  the  pleading  eyes  of  Mademoiselle  Alene. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

"  A    LIVING   DOG    IS   BETTEH   THAN    A   DEAD    LION  " 

WE  were  forced  most  brut-  y  along  that  dim  trail,  a; 
though  our  captors  were  either  eager  to  be  rid  of  us, 
or  anxious  to  wreak  upon  us  even  greater  cruelty.  Fortu- 
nately some  light  remained,  so  that  we  escaped  stumbling 
across  the  numerous  obstacles  strewing  the  path,  and  after 
the  first  few  hundred  yards  this  extreme  violence  of  our  per- 
secutors relaxed  somewhat,  although  any  marked  lagging 
upon  our  part  brought  swift  punishment.  Dazed  and  heart- 
sick as  I  was,  I  yet  took  notice  of  all  occurring  about  me,  the 
desperate  purpose  of  making  still  another  struggle  for  free- 
dom awakening  faint  and  uncertain  within  my  mind.  There 
were  a  dozen  savages  in  the  party,  including  that  grim  old 
chief  who  led  the  way,  a  perfect  statue  of  bronze,  his  sullen, 
wicked  face  rendered  even  more  malicious  by  the  glitter 
of  eyes  yet  filled  with  anger.  Close  at  his  shoulder,  although 
a  foot  or  two  to  the  rear,  tramped  the  Canadian,  a  tall,  raw- 
boned  fellow,  with  long,  straggling,  black  moustache,  his 
coarse  hai."  falling  below  the  collar  of  his  gray  coat.  He  had 
not  formed  one  of  Monsieur  Quilleriez's  little  company,  nor 
had  I  any  recollection  of  his  face,  which  was  deeply  indented 
with  lines  of  cruel  cunning.  There  was  only  a  single  gun  in 
the  party,  that  being  in  the  hands  of  the  savage  who  had  stood 
guard  over  us  at  the  cabin  door.  The  others  bore  sharpened 
sticks,  although  my  eyes  caught  the  sheen  of  steel,  where 
knife  and  tomahawk  hung  suspended  at  their  belts.  One 
dog,  a  huge,  mongrel,  surly  brute,  eyeing  me  ever  with 
hungry,  bloodshot  eyes,  skulked  alongside,  growling  savagely 
whenever  a  blow  was  struck  in  anger.    Once  he  snapped 
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at  me  viciously,  to  the  amusement  of  those  fiends,  but  I  sent 
him  yelping  backward  with  a  kick  that  inspired  him  with 
caution,  although  many  a  sharp  stick  gave  punishment  for 
the  action. 

We  followed  that  same  trail  which  led  along  the  north 
bank  of  the  stream  —  a  crooked,  narrow  path,  heavily  bor- 
dered by  underbrush.  I  supposed  we  must  be  heading 
toward  the  Ottawa  village;  but  just  previous  to  reaching 
there,  and  when  I  could  already  see  the  light  of  a  fire  glaring 
red  between  distant  tree-trunks,  the  old  chief  uttered  some 
growling  command,  and  we  turned  sharply  toward  the  right, 
splashed  through  the  running  water,  and  climbed  the  steep, 
wooded  bank  beyond.  We  were  upon  a  broader  trail  now, 
the  s.  me  along  which  our  Uttle  party  had  ridden  the  evening 
previous,  seeking  conference  with  Pontiac.  The  walking 
became  easier,  for  the  trail  itself  was  free  from  trees,  al- 
though dense  woods  stood  black  and  solemn  upon  either 
hand.  Slowly,  as  the  exercise  heated  my  blood,  there  came 
back  to  me  that  indomitable  hope  which  was  my  birthright. 
I  began  once  more  to  think,  plan,  determine  how  best  yet 
to  outwit  these  copper  devils.  Ay,  how?  What  was  their 
purpose  ?  Where  were  they  taking  js  ?  In  spite  of  the  fact 
that  they  had  not  blackened  our  faces  as  positive  symbol  of 
inevitable  doom,  I  felt  no  doubt  regarding  their  ultimate 
intentions  —  every  indignity  spoke  clearly  of  the  coming 
torture.  But  if  so,  why  were  we  hurried  thus  beyond  the 
confines  of  the  Ottawa  encampment,  which,  judging  from  the 
silence  surrounding  it,  lay  behind  us  deserted  ?  Where  were 
those  vengeful  warriors  gathered,  waiting  to  dance  in  fiend- 
ish delight  about  their  victims?  Where  were  the  shrill- 
voiced  squaws,  those  hideous  hags  ever  ready  to  exercise 
their  diabolical  ingenuity  in  new  forms  of  cruelty? 

I  twisted  my  head  around  to  glance  at  the  Englishman, 
who  was  plodding  along  silently  at  my  side,  his  face  yet  hard 
set  from  memory  of  blows. 
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"Are  we  not  upon  the  direct  trail  leading  to  Detroit?"  I 
questioned. 

He  turned  his  eyes  upon  me,  and  they  were  dear  as  if  hope 
was  not  altogether  dead  within. 

"Ay,  'tis  the  old  military  road;  perhaps  the  savages 
mean  to  turn  us  over  to  the  garrison  in  exchange  for  Indian 
pnsoners. 

I  shook  my  head,  too  old  a  hand  along  the  frontier  to  be 
buoyed  up  by  any  such  false  suggestion  of  release. 

Th:s  composes  no  peace  party,  Monsieur,"  I  returned, 
behevmg  he  should  know  the  worst  and  be  prepared  to  meet 
>t,  as  evidenced  by  their  faces  and  blows.  It  is  my  belief 
they  mean  to  torture  us  within  full  view  of  the  English 
stockade,  hoping  thus  to  strike  terror  into  the  hearts  of  the 
besieged.    It  is  a  common  Indian  custom." 

I  saw  his  head  droop,  as  though  he  would  thus  conceal 
from  me  the  expression  which  swept  into  his  eyes,  but  he 
said  nothing  that  I  could  hear,  although  his  lips  moved 

It  was  dark  enough  by  now  under  the  shadow  of  those 
woods  along  either  side,  but  a  beam  of  clear  light  from  the 
western  sky  swept  along  the  open  trail.  Far  away  toward 
the  north-east  I  heard  the  sound  of  guns,  and  once  imagined 
the  shrill  cry  of  distant  voices.  Then  suddenly,  just  in  ad- 
vance of  us,  someone  began  singing;  the  strange,  wild  notes 
came  forth  from  the  heart  of  that  black  night  with  so  weird 
a  power  as  to  be  startling.  Even  the  grim  old  chief  stopped 
and  stared,  while  upon  every  dusky  face  about  us  appeared  a 
look  of  frightened  interest.  Bon  Dieu!  it  was  not  altogether 
to  be  wondered  at,  for  never  heard  I  a  more  dismal,  madden- 
ing chant,  a  wild  and  frenzied  despair  seeming  to  pervade 
each  note,  the  whole  rendered  more  awesome  by  the  invisi- 
bility of  the  singer,  the  dread  silence  of  the  surrounding  dark 
woods.  It  sounded  so  uncanny,  so  ghoulish,  as  fairly  to  make 
my  flesh  creep,  a  voice  breathing  in  its  every  quaver  the 
thought  of  insanity,  or  some  deviltry  unknown  and  inhuman 
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in  its  gfrotesque  variations.  How  it  rang  forth  in  unearthly 
cadence,  reaching  our  strained  ears  through  that  dense  forest 
growth  on  either  hand,  the  infernal  clangor  striking  us  like 
discordant  bells  hammered  upon  by  some  demon  hand!  It 
did  not  sound  like  any  living  voice,  but  rather  as  if  the 
dead  sang  in  horrid  discord,  mocking  us  with  wild  and 
meaningless  tumult  of  sound. 

I  was  one  trained  through  long  military  discipline,  and 
hav'ng  within  me  a  strain  of  stern  Huguenot  blood  not  likely 
to  give  way  before  supernatural  fancies,  yet  there  was  a 
weirdness  in  this  ghostly  chanting  down  those  haunted 
forest  aisles  that  shook  uiy  manhood.  I  stood  rooted  to  the 
spot,  staring  fixedly  toward  whence  that  gruesome  sound 
arose,  not  truly  frightened  at  it,  yet  with  every  nerve  ting- 
ling as  if  from  physical  pain.  Not  so  the  guard.  With  eyes 
wide  from  terror  they  gave  back  swiftly  into  the  shadows, 
dragging  us  after  them,  while  their  sharp  cries  evidenced 
the  dread  with  which  they  awaited  the  apparition.  Nerve- 
less and  cowering,  they  whined  like  curs,  their  faces  driwn 
and  gray  in  the  dim  light,  as  though  they  beheld  a  spectre 
in  each  spot  of  deeper  gloom.  I  marked  the  dog  slink 
past  me,  his  tail  drooping  between  his  legs,  his  eyes  roll.d 
backward  in  dread;  the  foul-mouthed  Canadian  was  upon 
his  knees,  his  fingers  fumbling  at  a  rosary ;  and  then  I  saw 
the  thing,  coming  down  directly  toward  us  along  that  dim 
streak  of  fading  light,  appearing  odd  and  distorted,  scarcely 
human,  as  shadow  and  reality  merged  into  confusing  mirage. 

Yet  even  with  that  first  confused  glimpse  I  recognized  our 
visitant,  and  drew  free  breath  again.  It  was  the  Irishman, 
his  clothing  fluttering  about  him  in  shapeless  rags,  his  eyes 
fixed  and  staring  like  those  of  the  dead,  his  face  whitened  to 
a  ghostly  hue,  his  parted  lips  giving  endless  volume  to  that 
awesome  croon,  no  doubt  some  ancient  war-chant  of  his  peo- 
ple. Straight  along  that  narrow  open  trail  he  came,  swaying 
back  and  forth  in  some  strange,  fantastic  measure,  as  though 
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h"  danced  to  the  strains  of  that  mad  tune,  his  head  wagging 
from  side  to  side  as  I  have  seen  those  of  captive  bears 
his  eyes  staring  vacantly  before  him.  Sacre!  I  know  not 
why,  yet  even  I  shrank  back  from  his  touch,  as  though  it 
were  unclean,  and  gazed  upon  him  speechless,  smitten  with 
strange,  paralyzing  dread,  careless  at  that  moment  that  those 
who  guarded  me  were  prostrated  with  terror. 

He  passed  within  a  foot  of  me,  seeming  in  that  odd,  spec- 
tral glow  of  the  sky  an  incarnate  devil ;  yet  as  I  gazed  upon 
him,  old  forgotten  superstitions  seething  unchecked  through 
my  bewildered  brain,  he  winked  solemnly  back  into  my  face, 
a  sudden  gleam  of  merriment  twinkling  in  the  blue  eye.  I 
stared  after  him,  angry,  incredulous,  stifling  between  clinched 
teeth  those  bitter  curses  I  longed  to  hurl  upon  him  for  such 
cowardly. masquerade.  Even  as  I  struggled  with  it,  Chal- 
loner  drew  a  deep  sigh  of  relief. 

"  The  poor  crazy  fool,"  he  muttered.  "  Never  before  saw 
I  such  evidence  of  suiTering  in  human  form.  Think  you 
'tis  result  of  savage  torture?" 

"Torture?  No,  the  fellow  hasn't  even  been  touched," 
I  replied,  the  disgust  I  felt  plainly  exhibited  in  my  voice. 
"  He  is  that  Irish  soldier  who  came  with  me  from  Chartres, 
and  plays  the  fool  that  he  may  save  his  skin.  Sacre!  that 
lad  is  having  the  time  of  his  life.  Saw  you  how  he  even 
dared  to  wink  at  me  ?  " 

The  Lieutenant  shook  his  head,  and  I  saw  a  look  of 
unbelief  in  his  eyes. 

"Saint  Andrew!  but  that  was  no  acting,"  he  insisted 
soberly.  "  Yet,  faith,  it  might  have  yielded  us  ample  oppor- 
tunity for  escape,  had  we  only  retained  our  wits,  De  Cou- 
bert.  The  Indians  were  as  panic-stricken  as  so  many  girls." 
I  gla  ry  about,  instantly  aroused  by  the  suggestion  of 
his  word»,  ^at  it  was  already  too  late.  The  scattered  guard 
were  troopintj  back  into  the  trail,  and  clustered  around  us, 
talking  in  guttural  undertones,  with  much  anxious  peering 
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forth  into  that  blackness  whence  Cassady  had  disappeared. 
Far  away,  growing  ever  weaker  from  increasing  distance, 
resounded  still  the  dismal  croon  of  his  gruesome  song. 

Wc  finally  got  started  once  more  upon  our  journey,  al- 
though we  both  combined  to  delay  as  long  as  possible,  and 
received  many  a  hard  blow  in  reward  for  our  stubborn- 
ness, Challoner  even  getting  the  touch  of  a  knife  in  his 
shoulder,  from  which  the  blood  dripped.  Our  captors  proved 
surly  enough,  now  that  the  full  rush  of  supernatural  fear 
had  left  them,  while  the  dread  of  some  recurring  evil  made 
them  eager  to  get  out  from  beneath  thoSe  brooding  forest 
shadows,  and  they  drove  us  forward  like  dogs,  lashing  us 
mercilessly  with  their  sticks  if  we  dared  to  loiter,  their 
tongues  calling  us  every  foul  name  in  their  vocabulary.  It 
was  dark  by  this  time,  excessively  dark,  so  that  I  could 
barely  distinguish  their  naked  forms,  and  many  a  fierce  and 
cowardly  thrust  came  to  us  from  hands  that  durst  not  strike 
openly  and  in  the  light. 

But,  bien!  it  was  not  destined  to  be  for  long.  I  know  not 
even  now  how  the  fellow  succeeded  in  accomplishing  such  a 
feat,  for  it  must  have  required  a  swift,  hard  run  through  those 
black  woods  to  half  encircle  us  in  so  short  a  time,  yet  we  had 
barely  covered  another  haif-mile,  and  were  just  mounting 
a  bit  of  higher  ground  at  the  edge  of  the  forest,  from  the 
summit  of  which  I  could  perceive  the  red  flames  of  a  fire 
beyond,  when  there,  directly  in  front  of  us  once  again,  as 
weird  and  heart-breaking  as  ever,  arose  that  mad,  wild  croon 
of  the  Irishman.  Sacrel  if  it  sent  a  thrill  of  hope  all  over  me, 
it  was  like  a  death-song  to  those  frightened  savages.  They 
stopped  as  if  transformed  to  stone,  and  I  could  n.ark  their 
eyes  gleaming  green  in  the  darkness,  and  feel  the  hands 
tremble  that  clutched  me.  I  thought  they  wojM  run  panic- 
stricken,  forgetful  of  all  else  save  their  intense  horror  of 
this  ghastly  thing,  but  the  old  chief  held  them,  lashing  the 
more  cowardly  back  with  his  stick,  chiding  them  as  squaws. 
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even  while  his  own  teeth  clicked  from  the  fear  which  shook 
him.  But  they  gave  back,  nevertheless,  dragging  us  along 
with  them,  a  number  falling  face  downward  into  the  long 
grass.  I  dropped  my  cheek  against  the  Englishman's  coat  to 
make  sure  it  was  he  who  crouched  next  me. 

"Mon  Dieu,"  I  whispered.  "  That  mad  Irishman  is  try- 
mg  to  help ;  he  gives  us  another  chance,  and  for  one  I  '11 
take  it." 

He  made  no  response,  yet  I  felt  him  change  posture  as 
though  gathering  his  limbs  together  for  a  spring.  The  next 
moment  Cassady  was  opposite  us.  Somewhere,  to  add  to 
his  ghostly  impersonation,  the  fellow  had  robbed  a  rotten  log 
of  its  phosphorus,  streaking  it  down  his  white  face  in  spec- 
tral lines  of  greenish  fire,  but  beyond  this  I  could  see  little  of 
him  other  than  the  merest  dim  shadow  of  his  body,  with  the 
uncanny  flutter  of  his  rags.  Yet  this  was  horror  enough, 
coupled  with  that  awful  chant  ever  echoing  through  the 
black  night.  I  gl'nced  anxious'y  around  — the  Canadian 
stood  not  three  feet  away,  his  head  bowed,  one  arm  flung  up 
across  his  eyes,  as  if  for  protection ;  just  beyond  him  was 
outlined  the  slimmer  figure  of  a  naked  savage.  It  was  now 
or  never,  and  with  a  half-prayer  to  God  upon  my  lips,  I  took 
the  leap.  I  struck  that  gray-coat  with  my  head  full  in  the 
chest,  and  he  went  over  like  a  stricken  tree,  and  in  another 
second  I  had  ploughed  into  the  Indian,  sending  him  howling 
backward  upon  his  head.  Someone  grappled  at  the  grass 
rope  trailing  along  behind  me,  but  I  shock  it  free  from  his 
clutch,  and  went  bounding  away  into  the  black  depths  of 
the  forest. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII 


IN  A  RACE  FOR  LIFE 

TT  was  like  recklessljf  dashing  against  a  black  wall,  so 
A  dense  lay  the  night  beneath  those  overshadowing  trees. 
Yet  I  durst  not  pause  or  hesitate.  Behind  was  a  death  of 
horror;  ahead  hope,  with  the  possible  -escu'-  ot  Mademoiselle. 
My  moccasined  feet  scarcely  made  a  sound  on  the  short  grass, 
while  the  woods  were  open,  unobstructed  by  underbrush. 
But  I  fell  more  than  once,  and  heavily,  for  with  h.-inds  bound 
tightly  behi  .d  I  could  do  nothing  to  save  myself ;  I  collided 
with  fees,  and  low  branches  slashed  my  face  like  so  many 
wires,  yet  such  accidents  halted  my  mad  rush  only  for  the 
initai;t.  Fear  and  hope  and  love  combined  to  sour  me  on  in 
renewed  exertion,  left  me  utterly  careless  of  wounds,  and 
forced  the  red  blood  tnrobbing  through  my  veins.  I  was 
iree!  free  I  loosened  from  the  cruel  grip  of  those  merciless 
fiends,  and  I  would  die  there  amid  those  shadows,  my  fate 
unknown,  ere  I  would  ever  submit  again  to  capture. 

I  heard  behind  me  the  sounds  of  a  fierce  struggle,  the 
vicious  barking  of  a  dog,  the  monotonous  chant  of  the  Irish- 
man, the  rising  din  of  guttural  voices,  but  never  so  much  as 
glanced  back  across  my  shoulder.  '^lad  I  done  so  I  could 
have  seen  nothing,  learned  nothing  as  to  whether  or  not  I 
was  pursued,  and  I  needed  every  sense  of  touch  and  vision 
to  guard  me  from  the  manifold  dangers  in  my  front.  The 
fresh  night  air  fanned  my  cheeks,  bringing  me  renewed 
vigor,  the  dew  on  the  leaves  that  splashed  my  face  was  grate- 
fully refreshing;  I  could  inhale  tlio  fragrance  of  crushed 
flowers,  the  many  sweet  and  mingled  odors  of  the  woods. 
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But  of  these  I  thouf^ht  nothing  —  my  sole  purpose  was  escape, 
and  to  ihat  one  single  end  I  bent  every  awaker-d  energy  of 
my  being,  running  as  the  deer  runs,  swiftly,  and  with  a 
recklessness  which  ever  proves  the  safer  in  the  end.  Back 
of  me  vere  savages,  I  .rn  to  just  such  solitudes,  tireless, 
relentless,  capable,  if  nccil  should  arise,  to  track  a  hare  upon 
the  trail.  To  win  away  .'rom  such  as  these  would  test  to  the 
full  my  every  skill  in  woodcraft,  my  utmost  strength,  my 
swiftest  pace.  With  teeth  shut  grimly  to  the  struggle,  the 
savage  in  me  responded  to  the  thought. 

To  the  south  of  where  I  started  I  had  noted  the  red  flames 
of  a  fire;  to  the  north  lay  the  dreaded  village  of  the  Otta- 
was.  My  most  hopeful  course  must  lie  toward  the  east,  yet 
a  greater  present  safety  la)  in  doubling  upon  the  trail.  I  cir- 
cled as  best  I  coulu  amid  such  darkness,  which  yielded  to 
straining  eyes  barely  the  slightest  guidance.  Occasionally 
I  caught  the  glimmer  of  a  star  high  overhead  through  the 
obscuring  branches ;  again  a  slight  hiil  or  winding  hollow 
gave  faint  sense  of  dirrction,  but  in  the  main  I  plunged 
blindly  forward,  scarcely  able  to  avoid  those  tr-es  which 
blocked  my  path.  I  heard  nothing  now  but  my  owi.  labored 
breathing,  the  rustle  of  the  leaves,  or  the  stir  of  some  wild 
animal  disturbed  at  my  approach.  It  was  like  a  great  cave 
in  those  cool  depths,  and  I  ran  more  slowly,  husbanding  my 
strength,  and  endeavoring  to  figure  out  my  circle,  so  that  I 
might  liead  once  more  eastward.  I  smiled  as  I  ran  at  thought 
of  those  baffled  savages  behind  me.  Bah !  net  even  an  Indian, 
though  gifted  with  all  the  secrets  of  woodcraft,  could  ever 
trail  me  now  through  such  darkness,  and  along  so  devious  a 
track.  Morning  might  find  them  at  it,  bui  before  the  |ray 
dawn  came  I  would  succeed  in  blocking  them  by  some  cun- 
ning trick  of  cover.  Ii  'ad  not  proven  so  difficult  as  I  had 
feared;  to  be  sure  I  ,.as  bruised  and  lame,  ragged  and 
breathless,  a  mere  hunted  fugitive,  witli  many  a  hardship 
fronting  me;  but  what  of  that?    Sacrel  there  were  a  thou- 
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Mnd  wayt  leading  out,  and  I  yet  retained  sufficient  of  youth 
to  make  adventure  welcome. 

I  halted  for  a  moment,  leaning  against  a  great  tree-trtink, 
seeking  to  ease  my  labored  breathing,  and  listening  intently 
for  any  distant  sounds  indicative  of  pursuit.     Those  vast 
forest  aisles  stretching  away  upon  every  side  were  like  giant 
tunnels  conveying  sounds.    I  could  hear  the  soughing  of  the 
wind,  the  rasping  of  dead  branches,  the  fluttering  of  night 
birds,  and,  farther  away,  the  mournful  hooting  of  an  owl. 
Then  there  came,  borne  to  my  ears,  like  the  report  of  a  gun, 
the  sharp,  penetrating  bark  of  a  dog.    An  instant  I  waited, 
crouching  forward  to  make  sure  my  hearing  had  not  de- 
ceived me;  clearer  even  than  before  I  heard  it,  accompanied 
this  time  by  a  whine  as  though  the  animal  had  received 
some  hurt. 
The  dog  I    Saint  Denis!  but  I  had  forgotten  the  dog  I 
I  might,  indeed,  in  that  intense  darkness,  amid  the  laby- 
rinths of  forest,  throw  those  savages  from  my  track,  but  not 
this  cur,  relentlessly  trailing  ne  by  scent  of  my  moccasins 
along  the  grass.    Man  Dieul  if  I  only  had  my  hands  free 
with  which  to  throttle  the  brute!     I  struggled  against  the 
bonds,  but  the  stout  grass  blades  held  like  manacles  of  steel, 
tearing  the  skin  from  my  wrists,  until  I  could  feel  the  blood 
trickling  down  my  fingers. 

I  wheeled  about  and  ran,  seeking  now  every  depression 
in  hope  of  discovering  water  along  which  I  might  wade  and 
thus  destroy  the  scent.  In  that  wild  rush  for  safety  I  lost 
my  slight  sense  of  direction  and  plunged  headlong  into  a 
dense  thicket,  where  thorns  scratched  me  and  branches 
slapped  me  viciously  in  the  face,  but  I  found  no  stream, 
nothing  but  a  bare  surface  of  rock,  across  which  I  stumbled 
blindly.  I  could  hear  the  dog  now  with  horrible  distinctness, 
as  he  gave  tongue  to  that  eagerness  with  which  he  drew 
closer  to  his  prey ;  the  sharp,  whining  bark  had  merged  into 
a  deeper  bay,  savage  and  threatening     Already  he  must  be 
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»t  the  very  tree  where  I  had  first  halted  to  listen  —  five  min- 
ute»  more  would  witness  him  leaping  across  those  rocks  and, 
maddened  by  the  chase,  hurling  himself  at  my  defenceless 
throat.  Bon  Dieul  I  knew  not  what  to  do,  how  best  to  meet 
the  brute,  with  what  weapons  tn  crush  down  his  I  rce 
assault.  Like  a  trapped  rabbit,  bound  and  helpless,  I  stared 
into  the  black  void,  terror  changing  my  blood  into  ice,  my 
brain  to  wood.  What  use  to  prolong  such  nn-qual  struggle? 
What  faintest  hope  was  left,  what  slightest  -nee  remained 
in  combat  waged  against  that  enraged  brute,  with  neither 
arms  nor  hands  free  ?  Already  I  felt  his  fangs  tearing  me, 
his  hot  breath  upon  my  face.  But  Mademoiselle  I  The 
name  thrilled  through  me  as  I  have  experienced  the  blar-> 
of  a  trumpet  in  hour  of  battle.  A  sudden  rush  of  manhc 
swept  the  sneaking  coward  from  my  heart,  as  though  t.  .. 
blood  had  been  injected  into  my  veins.  Ay  I  I  might  go 
down,  go  down  mangled  and  disfigured  under  those  snap- 
ping jaws,  go  down  to  hideous,  repulsive  d»ath  alone  amid 
those  black  depths  of  forest,  but,  under  God,  I  would  go 
fighting  to  the  end.  Mademoiselle  I  it  was  her  gray  eyes, 
her  fair  face  that  nerved  me,  and  I  drew  the  deep  breath  of 
a  fighter  ere  he  closes  in  death  grapple  with  his  foe. 

Nor  had  I  a  moment  to  spare.  There  was  a  crash  in  those 
thick  brambles  opposite,  a  low,  ominous  growl,  and  then  my 
straining  eyes  could  dimly  perceive  the  long  slim  figure  leap- 
ing out  upon  the  rocks.  The  mere  glimpse  of  that  skulking 
brute  maddened  me  into  a  fury  of  desperation.  Bien!  if  I 
died,  so  must  he ;  our  lifeless  bodies  should  lie  there  in  that 
black  hollow  together.  I  possessed  nothing  to  fight  with 
save  my  feet,  and  they  encased  in  soft  moccasins,  but  I 
crouched  low  on  the  little  eminence,  hoping  his  eyes  would 
not  discover  me  until  I  could  strike  the  first  blow  in  this  duel 
to  the  death.  There  was  a  chance  —  such  a  vague,  shadowy 
chance  —  if  I  could  only  keep  his  gleaming  teeth  from  off  my 
throat.    Holy  Mother!  he  looked  a  demon  in  the  star- 
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light,  a  thin,  sinewy  brute,  long  of  limb  like  a  hound,  his  hair 
short  and  shiny,  his  eyes  like  coals  of  fire,  a  white  foam  drip- 
ping  from  his  hps;  and  he  came  crouching  across  the  rocks 
like  a  great  cat,  his  tail  flapping  from  side  to  side  as  thoueh 
he  scented  blood. 

I  doubt  if  the  creature  saw  me.     Suddenly  he  stopped, 
pointing  his  muzzle  upward,  suspiciously  sniffing  the  air  and 
emitted  a  howl,  which  was  half  a  yelp,  sounding  unspeakably 
dismal  as  it  found  echo  from  tree  to  tree.    That  same  instant 
I  was  on  him,  striking  him  fairly  in  the  centre  of  his  long 
body,  and  crushing  him  down,  snapping  and  snarling  like  a 
wild  cat,  while  I  stamped  him  mercilessly  against  the  rock 
Mon  Dieu!  but  he  tore  me,  sinking  his  gleaming  fangs  deep 
into  the  fiesh  of  my  calf,  and  stripping  one  leg  bare  of  its 
stocking  with  the  cruel  sweep  of  his  claw.     But  I  got  his 
throat  beneath  my  heel,  and  bore  remorselessly  down  upon  it, 
gripping  him  as  in  a  vise,  throwing  my  whole  weight  to  that 
one  endeavor.   He  writhed  and  twisted  madly  in  the  struggle 
his  eyes  glowing  red  into  my  face,  his  body  flung  from  side 
lO  side  m  paroxysms  of  effort,  his  hinder  claws  tearing  at 
me  m  desperate  ferocity.    But  I  held  him  I    Saint  Denis  I  I 
held  him!  squeezing  that  tough  throat  down  with  a  grip 
merciless,  unyielding.    The  tongue  protruded  red,  the  eyes 
grew  staring  and  frightful,  but  I  crushed  him  down,  ever 
tighter  and  tighter  against  that  stone,  my  whole  body  now  the 
deadly  weight  which  choked  him.    There  was  a  second  when 
I  thought  he  might  make  it,  might  wrench  loose  in  his  death- 
squirming  from  that  gripping  heel,  and  wreak  his  vengeance. 
Faith  I  It  was  touch  and  go  as  he  rocked  me  half  over  in  the 
mad  struggle,  yet  I  kept  my  feet,  inspired  by  the  desperation 
of  despair,  and  choked  the  mad  brute  until  he  died  snarling, 
v-lawmg  at  me  till  the  last  sobbing  breath  quitted  his  quiver- 
mg  body. 

For  a  moment  I  reeled  above  him  like  a  drunken  man, 
barely  conscious  of  victory,  completely  unnerved  by  the  ten- 
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sion  of  that  awful  combat.  Then  I  left  the  carcass  lyingf 
there,  an  ugly  black  blotch  in  the  shine  of  the  stars,  and 
plunged  headlong  into  the  deepest  shadows  of  the  woods  be- 
yond. I  ran  blindly,  realizing  little  except  that  the  savages 
might  be  close  behind  their  dog,  and  that  I  must  cover  all 
the  ground  possible.  I  laughed  as  I  ran,  the  hysterical 
laugh  of  one  whose  brain  tottered  from  overstrain,  yet  little 
by  little,  as  I  put  that  grim  horror  behind  me,  reason  crept 
back  upon  her  throne.  My  wounds  scarcely  troubled  me, 
excepting  as  the  low  branches  whipped  my  lacerated  limbs 
and  set  them  to  smarting  afresh.  I  fell  twice  in  that  rush, 
each  time  Iriving  the  breath  fiom  my  body  by  the  shock, 
and  finally  I  went  down  for  the  third  time,  but  now  rolled 
sheer  nver  the  sharp  edge  of  an  unseen  declivity,  plunging 
helplessly  down  through  the  underbrush,  until  I  splashed 
into  running  water  far  below.  And  I  came  within  an  ace  of 
dying  there,  my  bonds  so  fettering  me  that  to  gain  my  knees 
proved  a  desperate  struggle. 

The  shore  line  was  thickly  strewn  with  flint  rocks  of  every 
conceivable  size  and  shape.  I  crept  along  them  beneath  the 
overhanging  foliage  into  a  blackness  as  intense  as  thou^jh 
it  composed  the  interior  of  a  cavern,  and,  discovering  a  rest- 
ing place  upon  an  outcropping  ledge,  lay  there  listening,  and 
slowly  nursing  back  the  breath  into  my  battered  body.  I  was 
sore  and  bruised  from  head  to  heel,  my  flesh  torn  by  the 
Indian  sticks  and  the  teeth  of  the  dog,  and  battered  severely 
by  those  trees  with  which  I  had  collided  in  the  darkness. 
About  me  sounded  the  familiar  noises  of  the  forest,  the  calls 
of  wild  animals  disturbed  in  their  lairs  or  prowling  amid  the 
shadows,  the  mournful  soughing  of  the  wind,  the  distant 
hooting  of  the  vigilant  owl,  mingled  with  the  murmur  of  the 
water  as  it  raced  past  the  rock  on  which  I  rested.  But  there 
was  nothing  to  awaken  alarm  —  I  was  alone  and  safe,  my 
pursuers  baffled  and  far  behind.  That  unexpected  dip  into 
the  cool  stream  had  refreshed  me,  and  the  healing  waters  had 
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greatly  helped  my  wounds.  This  renewed  life  sprinpng 
up  within  me  baae  me  press  on,  and  in  response  thereto  I  sat 
up,  my  head  touching  the  overarching  boughs.  As  I  moved 
slightly,  some  sharp  and  jagged  edge  of  the  stone  gave  me 
a  stab  of  pain  upon  my  naked  ankle.  I  felt  eagerly  in  the 
darkness  to  discover  the  cause,  slipping  off  the  flat  face  of  the 
rock  into  the  water,  so  chat  I  might  make  use  of  my  hands 
behind  me.  Investigation  proved  the  rock  edge  flinty,  and  so 
split  apart  as  to  leave  a  ragged  protuberance,  not  unlike  the 
hacked  blade  of  a  knife. 

No  discovery  could  have  been  more  welcome.  I  braced 
back  against  it,  rubbing  the  grass  rope  with  all  my  strength 
up  and  down  across  the  teeth  of  that  natural  saw.  It  bit  into 
the  skin  sadly,  making  me  wince  from  the  sharp  pain  of  it, 
but  little  by  little  the  tough  strands  yielded  until  one  hand 
slipped  free.  The  rest  was  easy,  and  I  flung  my  liberated 
arms  above  my  head,  feeling  an  exhilaration  hard  to  express. 
I  bathed  my  lacerated  wrists  in  the  cool  running  water, 
and  gradually  they  came  back  to  strength  and  suppleness, 
while  my  mind  grappled  hopefully  with  the  further  problem 
of  escape.  The  night  was  still  young,  and  I  could  confidently 
count  upon  several  hours  of  darkness  in  which  to  conceal 
my  movements.  I  knew  nothing  regarding  this  stream  in 
which  I  stood,  yet  beyond  doubt  it  emptied  into  the  great 
river  flowing  before  Detroit,  and  must  therefore  prove  my 
safest  guide.  Unarmed  as  I  was,  utterly  ignorant  as  to  any 
point  of  the  compass,  I  saw  no  prospect  of  accomplishing 
slightest  service  for  those  imprisoned  girls  except  by  attain- 
ing the  English  stockade,  and  guiding  some  body  of  armed 
men  back  to  their  rescue.  The  quicker  I  succeeded  in  accom- 
plishing this,  the  more  certain  their  safety.  If  I  succeeded 
in  reaching  the  river  before  daylight,  it  ought  not  to  prove  so 
serious  a  task  merely  to  float  down  with  the  current  under 
cover  of  daikness.  I  ran  a  risk,  no  doubt,  of  attracting  the 
attention  of  some  prowling  savage  along  the  shore,  or  of 
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being  fired  at  by  a  vigilant  sentry  at  the  fort,  but  these  were 
minor  matters.  Such  attempt  was  certainly  safer  than  to 
remain  lurking  where  I  was  until  daylight. 

This  in  mind  I  started  off,  following  the  uncertain  vagaries 
of  the  stream,  which  widened  somewhat  as  I  progressed 
downward.  It  was  intensely  dark  from  that  dense  forest  on 
either  side,  the  trees  along  the  shore  overhanging  the  water, 
but  through  the  narrow  strip  of  sky  beyond  there  fell  a  faint 
star-shine,  shimmering  along  the  surface,  and  assisting  me 
to  make  more  rapid  progress.  I  must  have  been  fully  an  hour 
at  it,  yet  growing  stronger  in  body  and  more  confident  of 
mind  with  each  advancing  step.  Now  and  then  I  would 
pause,  as  the  hunted  deer  does,  to  listen  for  some  unwonted 
noise,  but  nothing  reached  my  strained  ears  to  tell  of  human 
presence  in  all  that  wilderness.  The  stream  suddenly  broad- 
ened, and  became  more  shallow,  the  rock  bottom  changing  to 
sand.  The  woods  ceased  along  the  southern  shore,  and  I 
crept  across  into  the  dark  shadows  upon  the  opposite  side, 
climbing  the  steep  bank  in  hope  of  thus  seeing  more  clearly, 
for  I  imagined  the  stars  reflected  back  from  off  a  wider  sweep 
of  water  just  beyond. 

As  I  topped  that  bank  a  ray  of  yellow  light  flashed  into 
my  face,  and  I  sank  instantly  back  within  my  covert,  half 
believing  it  to  be  the  flame  of  a  rifle.  Reassured  as  to  this, 
I  peered  cautiously  forward,  barely  lifting  my  eyes  above  the 
thick  bush  behind  which  I  crouched.  Not  a  rod  away  stood 
a  double  log  cabin,  the  open  door  facing  me.  A  candle, 
sitting  upon  a  rude  dresser  at  the  back  of  the  room,  feebly 
illumined  the  interior,  and  cast  a  flickering  gleam  into  my 
eyes.  A  man  was  just  within  range  of  my  vision,  leaning 
carelessly  against  the  frame  of  the  door,  one  hand  grasping 
the  brown  barrel  of  a  long  rifle.  He  was  white,  and  wore 
the  gray  coat  of  a  Canadian  voyageur,  but  the  shadows 
flickered  in  so  bewildering  a  way  I  was  unable  to  distin- 
guish his  features  clearly. 
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The  one  thing  I  saw  which  sent  my  blood  leaping  was 
beyond  him.  There,  upon  a  wooden  peg  beside  the  dresser, 
hung  the  broad-brimmed  hat  of  a  woman.  Instantly,  in 
shape  and  ribbon,  in  the  silver  buckle  that  bound  it,  I  recog- 
nized its  ownership  —  I  had  last  seen  it  crowning  the  bonny 
brown  locks  of  Rene.  Out  from  all  that  darkness  and  suffer- 
ing, through  the  intense  gloom  of  the  unknown  forest,  the 
fierce  agonies  of  desperate  combat,  the  good  angels  had  led 
me,  straight  as  an  arrow  flies,  ta  the  lonely  cabin  of 
Monsieur  Quilleriez. 


CHAPTER   XXVIII 


TWIXT  SMILE  AND  TEAR 

^^EVER  do  I  recall  feeling  happier,  or  more  supremely 
•*■  ^  confident,  than  at  that  moment.  This  direct  leading 
of  God  appeared  so  clear  to  my  mind  that  all  doubts  as  to  the 
fmal  outcome  deserted  me  like  so  many  vanishing  phantoms 
of  the  night.  Ragged  and  bruised,  a  hunted  fugitive,  cower- 
ing amid  the  darkest  thickets  lest  some  eye  should  perceive 
me,  I  was  yet  destined  to  be  a  victor,  and  the  certainty  of  it 
served  to  clear  my  brain,  and  brought  renewed  courage  for 
adventure.  Even  as  this  fresh  spirit  swept  me,  the  Canadian 
guard  strode  heavily  across  the  room  and,  with  one  breath, 
extinguished  the  sputtering  candle.  Then  he  stepped  with- 
out, and  stood  a  moment  gazing  at  the  stars,  before  seating 
himself  in  comfort  on  the  doorstep.  He  appeared  no  more 
than  a  smudge  of  black  in  the  gloom,  until  he  struck  flint  and 
steel  to  light  his  pipe.  Then  I  caught  glimpse  of  a  short, 
gray  beard  revealed  in  the  brief  glow,  and  marked  the  brown 
rifle  barrel  resting  against  his  shoulder.  From  his  lounging 
attituri'  and  slow  deliberate  movements,  there  was  Uttle 
doubt  the  fellow  was  on  guard  there  for  the  night. 

My  thought  recurred  to  where  Rene  referred  in  her  brief 
note  to  seeing  the  star  gleam  through  the  intervening  bank 
of  earth.  That  would  most  likely  be  at  the  other  side  of  the 
house,  where  it  abutted  upon  the  river;  but  I  durst  not 
attempt  to  slip  back  from  where  I  lay  while  that  Canadian 
sentinel  held  his  place  upon  the  doorstep.  The  slightest 
rustle  of  a  leaf,  or  crackle  of  a  dry  twig,  would  arouse  his 
suspicion.  He  rested  so  close  to  me  I  was  able  to  distin- 
guish his  breathing  in  the  still  night,  while  the  soft  breeze 
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wafted  to  my  nostrils  the  fragrance  of  his  burning  tobacca 
I  scarcely  ventured  upon  straightening  my  cramped  limbs ; 
more  than  this  I  must  not  attempt,  even  behind  that  impene- 
trable screen  of  darkness.  Bon  Dieul  those  minutes  dragged 
so  I  began  to  believe  he  would  continue  to  sit  there  forever, 
a  hulking,  shapeless  shadow  in  the  gloom,  yet  without  doubt 
sufficiently  wide-awake,  and  ready  for  action  at  the  least 
alarm.  I  could  perceive  the  glow  of  his  pipe,  the  sole  'not 
of  color  in  all  that  darkness,  and  those  light  spirals  of  smoke 
he  shot  up  into  the  air. 

I  had  exhausted  all  patience  when  the  fellow  got  deliber- 
ately upon  his  feet,  yawning  sleepily  as  he  did  so,  and  knock- 
ing the  ashes  from  out  the  bowl  of  his  pipe  against  the  frame 
of  the  door.  He  stood  there  a  long  minute,  perhaps,  swing- 
ing his  arms  as  though  the  night  air  had  chilled  him,  and 
listening  to  the  hoot  of  an  owl  in  the  black  ravine.  Then 
he  walked  to  the  comer  of  the  cabin,  peering  around  it  along 
the  steep  bank  of  the  stream. 

"  Hey;  there,  Frangois,"  he  called  gruffly.  "  Have  an  eye 
upon  this  side  for  a  minute  while  I  go  down  to  the  spring 
after  a  drink.  That  last  tobacco  bites  the  tongue  like  the 
lash  of  a  whip.  Sacre!  that  little  Quilleriez  might  afford 
a  better  brand,  when  he  works  us  both  night  and  day." 

I  could  dimly  perceive  his  companion  by  this  time,  a  bulky 
figure  in  a  g^reat  coat,  which  flapped  open  as  he  walked. 
His  deep  voice  had  the  growl  of  a  bear. 

"  'T  is  as  you  say,  mon  camarade,"  he  rejoined,  dropping 
the  butt  of  his  gun  heavily  against  the  rock,  and  leaning 
lazily  upon  it.  "  We  do  all  the  work,  and  this  Quilleriez 
reaps  the  harvest.  Pardieu!  't  is  no  great  honor  at  the  best 
to  take  orders  from  such  a  figure  of  a  man,  let  alone  the 
food  and  cheer  he  gfives  us.  I  would  as  soon  be  servant  to  a 
monkey,  and  there  are  times  when  I  am  ready  enough  to  cut 
the  whole  thing." 
"You  were  ever  a  miserable  old  grumbler,  Francois," 
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said  the  other,  his  good  humor  returning  at  the  sound  of  such 
fault-finding.  "  Never  did  I  know  you  to  be  satisfied.  SacrtI 
this  Quilleriez  is  not  so  bad ;  he  may  indeed  feed  us  ill  enough, 
but  there  have  been  other  pickings  in  plenty,  and  when  we 
once  get  into  Petroit,  we  are  sure  of  our  share  of  the  spoil." 
"  When  we  once  get  into  Detroit,"  sarcastically.  "  That 
may  be  so,  Philippe;  but  when?" 

"  Oh,  't  will  all  be  soon  over  with  now.  Heard  ye  not  what 
that  French  officer  said  to  Pontiac  ?  Old  De  Villiers  is  bound 
eastward  with  a  thousand  regulars  and  four  brass  pieces. 
Saint  Mary  I  but  they  will  knock  a  pretty  hole  in  those  logs 
for  the  red-coats  to  fill  up." 

"  Ay,  and  old  Villiers  and  those  regulars  of  his  will  be  like 
to  claim  all  the  plums  in  this  fat  pudding,  no  doubt,  while  we, 
who  have  really  done  the  work,  can  v/h'tle  for  our  share. 
Where  is  old  Quilleriez  to-night?  Pirdieul  'tis  not  often 
of  late  that  he  wanders  so  long  from  the  shadow  of  his 
sweet  dovecot." 

The  older  man  laughed,  his  cackle  seeming  to  die  behind 
his  beard. 

"  No,  he  keeps  strong  guard  over  these  prisoners ;  they 
must  be  worth  a  pretty  penny  by  the  trouble  he  takes.  But 
this  night  had  an  unusual  attraction  elsewhere,  which  even 
he  could  not  resist  —  't  is  the  burning  of  that  fellow  who 
gave  him  such  a  dressing  down  along  the  trail.  No  doubt 
the  Ottawas  are  warming  him  up  right  smart  by  now." 

"You  mean  that  one  who  brought  in  these  women,  and 
then  made  such  a  bluff  at  Pontiac  by  claiming  to  be  a  French 
officer?" 

"  Bien,  that 's  the  lad ;  tall  and  well  built,  with  something 
the  look  of  a  gay  gallant.  'T  is  a  sight  that  will  likely  please 
old  Quilleriez,  especially  as  I  hear  they  build  the  fire  in  full 
view  of  the  English  garrison.  But  I  must  go  on  to  the 
spring,  Francois ;  so  keep  those  sleepy  eyes  of  yours  wide 
open  till  I  return." 
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He  passed  directly  by  me,  thrashing  through  the  bushes  so 
closely  tliat  the  loosened  string  of  his  moccasin  flapped  my 
hand.  The  other  stared  a  moment  after  his  retreating  figure, 
whistling  soberly,  then  took  one  peering  glance  along  the 
front  of  the  cabin,  and  slouched  backward  down  the  bank  of 
the  stream.  As  his  shadow  merged  into  the  gloom  of  the 
trees,  a  wild  impulse  swept  me  to  get  away  from  my  present 
uncomfortable  posture,  and  reach  those  women  imprisoned 
within.  Monsieur  Quilleriez's  absence  evidently  meant  a 
marked  relaxation  of  vigilance,  and  the  opportunity  for  a 
bold  stroke.  Instantly  1  was  upon  my  knees,  my  heart  throb- 
bing fiercely,  yet  with  every  instinct  alert.  The  way  was  per- 
fectly clear,  the  open  door  not  twenty  feet  distant.  Crouching 
low  I  made  a  sudden  dash  for  it,  and  attained  the  centre  of 
that  darkened  room  unchallenged.  Yet,  even  as  I  searched 
the  floor  with  ai;..ious,  groping  fingers  for  the  ring  of  a  trap 
door,  I  called  myself  a  fool,  and  longed  heartily  to  be  once 
more  in  safety  upon  the  outside.  But  it  was  already  too  late ; 
far  less  of  danger  lurked  ahead  than  behind,  while  many  a 
wise  deed  would  have  failed  of  accomplishment  but  for  some 
foolish  blunder.  I  discovered  it  at  last,  that  square  crack 
I  was  diligently  seeking  in  the  floor,  and  then  my  fingers 
gripped  the  iron  ring.  I  raised  slightly  the  heavy  door,  and 
instantly  a  flash  of  yellow  light  burst  into  my  face  from 
below.  I  could  perceive  no  signs  of  a  ladder  leading  down, 
yet,  without  hesitation,  crowded  my  body  through  the  nar- 
row opening,  lowered  the  cover  silently  upon  my  fingers, 
so  it  would  make  but  little  noise  in  its  fall,  and  let  go  my 
hold. 

I  came  down  softly  upon  my  feet,  uttering  a  quick  word  of 

warning  even  as  I  fell.  I  saw  Rene,  ay,  and  spoke  to  her, 
noting  how  rapidly  her  sympathetic  face  changed  from  terror 

o  welcome,  even  while  her  parted  lips  refused  utterance, 
yet  it  almost  seems  to  me  now  that  all  I  clearly  perceived 
in  that  supreme  moment  was  the  presence  of  Mademoiselle. 
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How  utterly  I  forgfot  everything  else  — everything,  save  her 
alone  I  That  black,  haunted  night  without,  those  savage 
hunters  pursuing  me,  the  very  memory  of  our  common 
danger,  deserted  my  mind  as  by  magic,  and  I  only  realized 
I  faced  once  again  the  mistress  of  my  heart. 

It  was  the  rudest  spot  imaginable  in  which  I  thus  found 
them  —  a  mere  shapeless  excavation  of  the  earth,  the  lower 
walls  c.-mi'HJsed  of  yellow  clay,  the  upper  of  irregular  stabs 
of  limesto  e;  vast  wooden  props,  formed  from  tree-trunks, 
supported  the  floor  above,  and  cast  dense  black  shadows. 
Along  the  trampled  floor,  as  some  pretence  to  comfort,  had 
been  thickly  spread  various  skins  of  wild  animals;  robes 
and  a  medley  of  blankets  in  gay  coloring  were  stacked  along 
the  farther  wall,  and  two  boxes,  rudely  fashioned  into  the 
semblance  of  chairs.  A  tin  holder,  tied  by  a  deerskin  cord 
to  one  of  the  supports,  held  the  single  lighted  candle,  whose 
flickering  mvs  cast  feeble  illumination  over  the  squalid  in- 
terior, leai  uig  the  further  comers  dark,  and  but  half  reveal- 
ing the  faces  of  its  occupants.  I  saw  all  this  with  a  single 
glance,  the  dancing  light,  the  rough  surroundings,  the  glisten- 
ing cobwebs  hanging  between  the  rafters,  the  startled  faces 
of  the  two  women,  as  they  drew  hastily  back  from  me  in  that 
first  instant  befoic  recognition  dawned.  Then  I  was  across 
that  narrow  intervening  space,  resting  upon  one  knee,  my 
hand  clasping  the  white  lingers  of  Mademoiselle.  Ah !  how 
sweet  to  me  was  that  warm  rush  of  color  dyeing  her  fair 
cheeks  crimson,  that  surprised  look  of  cordial  welcome 
sweeping  into  her  proud  eyes,  that  unstudied  warmth  of 
greeting  with  which  she  met  me.  If  any  haunting  memory 
of  him  who  claimed  her  promise  swept  across  my  brain,  I 
cast  it  contemptuously  aside:  this  hour,  at  least,  should  be 
mine ;  for  this  one  hour  love  was  to  sweep  aside  all  barriers 
and  hold  reckless  sway.  I  looked  up  into  her  face,  marking 
eagerly  those  kindling  cheeks,  the  gray  eyes,  half  hidden 
behind  the  long  lashes,  yet  glowing  with  a  depth  of  feelitig 
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which  made  of  her  a  nevr  woman.  Mon  DituI  in  that 
moment  of  moments  I  knew  this:  whatever  the  rights  of 
Challoner,  I  no  longer  remained  to  her  tile  same  as  other 
men ;  not  yet,  perhaps,  had  I  won  the  full,  sweet  prize  of  my 
audacious  endeavor,  but  surely,  by  the  testimony  of  her 
manner,  I  was  not  now  so  far  away  from  her  heart.  Thrilled 
by  knowledge  of  my  late  peril,  surprised  at  my  une;:pected 
comuig,  shocked  by  my  personal  appearance,  for  that  single 
instant  the  obstructing  shutters  fell,  and  I  caught  one  fleeting 
glimpse  into  the  guarded  secrets  of  her  soul. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  I  cried,  my  voice  trembling  with  pent 
emotion,  "  I  have  found  my  ,  way  to  you  —  my  welcome 
the  glad  light  in  your  eyes  I  " 

She  lifted  her  disengaged  hand  and  rested  it  softly  upon 
my  disordered  hair,  stroking  it  as  she  might  that  of  some 
child  come  to  her  for  comfort.  It  was  a  simple  thing  to  do, 
yet  unspeakably  womanly. 

"  Monsieur,"  and  never  listened  I  to  voice  more  gracious 
and  kindly,  "  my  eyes  hav;  not  told  you  any  false  tale ;  I  do 
indeed  welcom';  you,  even  as  one  risen  from  the  dead." 

"  You  knew  then,  Mademoiselle  ?  " 

She  bent  her  head  lower,  striving  to  hold  back  the  tea-s 
which  were  already  clinging  to  her  long  lashes. 

"  I  knew ;  I  knew  —  my  God,  the  piteous  agony  of  it !  to 
be  waiting  here  in  this  filthy  den,  our  minds  filled  with  the 
horrors  01  your  torture !  Oh,  Monsieur,  Monsieur,  my  only 
comfort  all  this  day  long  has  been  that  you  had  received  my 
word  of  confidence;  you  knew  in  the  hour  of  your  awful 
trial  I  was  not  ungrateful." 

I  could  not  restrain  myself  from  the  action,  bending  lower 
until  my  lips  pressed  the  hand  yet  held  closely  imprisoned 
within  my  own. 

"  That  single  line  which  you  added  to  Mademoiselle 
Rene's  note  came  to  me  as  a  message  from  heaven,"  I  re- 
turned warmly.     "  Nothing  hurt  me  so  deeply  that  night 
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within  the  council-lodge,  as  did  the  duubt  I  read  to  clearly 
expressed  in  your  eyes,  the  knowledge  that  you  coul  .link 
me  capable  of  such  base  treachery." 

"  Nor  did  I,  Monsieur.  It  was  but  the  first  sudden  im- 
pression which  staggered  m^  faith.  Once  outside  in  the 
cool  air  I  would  have  bro'  .  n  away  from  my  captors,  and 
rushed  back  to  face  thci.i  all  with  words  of  confidence. 
Would  that  it  had  been  possible,  for  I  should  have  com- 
pelled that  English  half-breed  to  creep  upon  his  knees  in 
penance  for  his  lie.  But  rise.  Monsieur;  surely  this  is 
no  throne-room,  nor  do  I  bear  greatly  the  semblance  of  a 
queen." 

"  Queens  are  not  always  found  amid  splendor.  Mademoi- 
selle. She  is  the  true  queen  who  rules  hearts  in  spite  of  her 
environment." 

"  Such  compliment  plainly  bespeaks  your  nation,"  she 
replied,  a  sudden  smile  gleaming  through  her  unshed  tears. 
"  No  Englishman  could  ever  have  spoken  it  so  finely.  Yet 
this  is  not  adverse  criticism,  for  1  have  been  learning  rapidly 
of  late  to  think  more  kindly  of  French  gallantry  than  I  once 
did.  You  have  taught  me  lessons.  Monsieur,  which  may, 
perhaps,  be  worth  even  these  perils  of  the  wilderness  to 
master.  But  s'lrely  we  waste  precious  time  in  such  idle 
compliments.  Tell  us  your  story  of  escape,  for  your  appear- 
ance bears  ample  witness  to  desperate  deeds.  Sit  here,  Mon- 
sieur, upon  these  robes  beside  me." 

I  changed  my  posture  in  obedience  to  her  gesture,  con- 
scious, even  as  my  glance  wandered  toward  Rene's  upturned, 
inquisitive  face,  that  Mademoiselle's  eyes  were  opening  wide 
while  they  marked  more  clearly  my  deplorable  condition. 

"  You  are  wounded,"  she  exclaimed,  "  and  more  than 
once.  Why,  it  even  pains  you  to  move.  Rene,  the  water 
in  that  jug  yonder,  and  a  strip  from  off  that  old  blanket. 
It  will  prove  poor  surgery,  perchance,  but  most  tender, 
Monsieur." 
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I  proteited  vainly,  urging,  what  wai  the  truth,  that  my 
injuries  were  merely  trivial,  my  pain  no  greater  than  what 
fle»h  wounds  often  leave.  My  lady  would  have  her  impe- 
rious way,  while  Rene's  white  fingers  were  full  of  eagemest, 
and  her  lips  had  regained  their  old-time  audacity. 

"  Oh,  hey ! "  she  cried  mischievously,  smi'  ng  up  into 
my  eyes,  as  •  worked  swiftly,  "  it  would  be  only  just  did 
I  leave  all  this  lo  Mistress  Alene,  for  you  have  been  neglect- 
ing me  most  shamefully,  Monsieur.  Oh,  true  I  you  look  at 
me  now  with  some  little  interest,  but  at  first  it  was  she  alone 
you  saw.  Not  once  have  you  kissed  my  hands,  yet  it  was 
the  note  they  wrote  which  brought  you  hither,  and,  by  all 
rights,  it  should  have  been  I  you  sought  most  eagerly." 

"  One  does  not  always  exhibit  openly  his  strongest  feel- 
ings   "  I  began,  but  she  would  not  wait  the  finish. 

"Spave  yourself.  Monsieur;  I  beg  you  spare  yourself  I" 
and  she  set  her  brow  .n  hair  waving  by  the  fierce  shaking  of 
her  head.  "  Just  as  if  I  cared  I  Pish  I  this  world  is  crowded 
full  of  men ;  at  least  I  have  ever  found  plenty  where  I  have 
been,  nor  pre  they  so  wonderful  that  I  should  feel  envy 
becausf  N.istress  Alene  has  at  last  discovered  one  who 
deems  her  face  somewhat  fairer  than  my  own.  But  do  you 
traly.  Monsieur?"  and  the  saury  minx,  forgetful  of  every- 
thing, even  in  tha  perilous  hour,  except  her  roguery,  flung 
back  her  hiir  coquettishly,  and  flashed  her  dark  eyes  daringly 
into  mine.  "  Tell  me,  do  you  really,  or  is  it  Mademoiselle's 
stately  way,  so  different  from  those  ladies  of  your  own  gay 
nation,  which  has  so  quickly  won  your  heart  ?  " 

Alene's  face  flushed  crimson  at  the  laughing  abandon  of 
these  words,  nor  would  she  front  me  with  her  eyes;  yet  I 
think  it  was  no  light  hand  she  placed  upon  .he  other's 
shoulder. 

"  Your  thoughtless  raillery  carries  you  much  too  far,"  she 
said  in  grave  reproach.  "  Monsieur  is  weak  from  wounds, 
nor  am  I  at  present  in  any  mood  to  be  patient  at  such  child- 
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iihnets.  God  knowi  we  are  not  yet  removed  from  peril,  nor 
are  we  aware  of  how  Capuin  de  Coubert  succeeded  in  reach- 
ing ut,  or  his  plans  for  our  escape.  It  might  be  best  to 
restrain  your  merriment  until  a  more  fitting  season." 

I  know  not  whether  it  was  these  words  of  reproof,  or 
light  of  that  deep  gash  in  my  limb,  which  sobered  Rene,  but 
the  gay  gleam  of  laughter  in  her  dark  eyes  turned  suddenly 
to  gravest  concern. 

"Tis  an  ugly  cut.  Monsieur;  what  made  it?" 

"The  teeth  of  a  dog;  no  doubt  it  looks  more  serioua 
than  it  really  is,  for  though  long  and  ragged,  it  cannot  be 
particularly  deep." 

I  leaned  back  against  that  pile  of  soft  robes,  where  I  might 
easily  watcii  their  faces  under  the  flickering  candle-gleam, 
the  quiet  reatfulness  of  my  posture  a  welcome  relief  after  the 
a'        jtrain  I  had  passed  through. 

Jl  us  the  entire  tale.  Monsieur,"  spoke  Mademoiselle 
soft      "  while  we  bathe  and  bandage  your  hurts." 

Re  •'»  color  was  high  as  I  began  slowly,  striving  to  make 
my  story  as  little  exciting  as  possible,  but  Mistress  Alene 
watched  me  with  troubled  eyes,  her  lips  parted,  her  cheeks 
like  marble.  I  told  it  all  as  simply  as  I  could,  hardly  dwell- 
ing upon  the  manifold  horrors.  When  I  came  to  the  pres- 
ence of  the  Englishman  in  captivity  with  me,  I  hesitated  at 
first  to  make  any  mention  of  his  name,  but  the  sense  of  fair- 
ness appealed  to  me  above  all  other  considerations,  and  I  told 
them  who  he  was.  I  durst  not  glance  toward  Mademoiselle 
as^  I  thus  mentioned  the  name,  but  my  eyes  resting  upon 
Rene  marked  how  the  color  instantly  fled  from  her  checks, 
her  fingers  ceased  their  ministrations,  while  her  startled 
eyes  turned  in  frightened  appeal  toward  her  companion. 
Nor  was  it  her  ever-ready  voice  which  interrupted  me,  but 
that  of  Mistress  Alene,  trembling  as  from  a  new  horror. 

"Lieutenant  Challoner,  you  say?  Wore  he  the  uniform 
of  the  Forty-seventh  British  Foot  ?  " 
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"  It  was  badly  torn,  but  of  scarlet  color,  having  gold  and 
white  facings.    I  think  he  mentioned  that  command." 

The  eyes  of  the  two  met  as  though  mutual  sympathy  held 
them  captive. 

"  Monsieur,"  questioned  Rene,  in  a  voice  I  hardly  recog- 
nized, "  was  he  alone  ?  Did  he  say  nothing  about  Lieu- 
tenant Maitland  ?  " 

"Nothing;  I  knew  not  Mademoiselle  ha^  a  brother  at 
Detroit." 

My  eyes  rested  .  miringly  upon  Alene,  but  she  sat  with 
lowered  head  and  silent  lips. 

"  'T  is  strange,"  commented  the  younger  soberly,  "  that 
he  should  not  have  mentioned  the  name ;  they  have  always 
been  inseparable  companions." 

Alene  looked  up,  her  eyes  upon  my  face. 

"  I  pray  you  tell  us  all.  Monsieur,"  and  her  hand  reached 
out  and  clasped  that  of  Rene.  "  We  knew  this  young 
Englishman  upon  the  other  side  of  the  water;  he  —  he  was 
a  very  dear  friend,  and  it  truly  seems  more  than  v/e  can  bear 
to  think  ^  f  him  now  in  such  awful  stress  of  peril." 

I  hurried  forward  with  my  narration,  my  heart  like  lead 
as  I  observed  my  lady's  troubled  face,  white  now  as  though 
stricken  by  death,  the  great  tears  falling  unchecked  from  her 
long  lashes.  Had  I  ever  doubted  the  truth  of  the  Lieuten- 
ant's claim,  that  faint  questioning  left  me  now,  yet  I  told 
his  story  manfully  enough,  choking  back  within  my  own 
breast  every  outward  show  of  feeling.  As  I  drew  to  the  end 
her  lips  moved  as  though  she  would  question  me  further, 
but  for  the  moment  failed  to  utter  a  sound. 

"  And  you  know  not  then.  Monsieur,  whether  he  also 
escaped  ?  "    It  was  Rene,  her  face  hidden  within  her  hands. 

"  I  know  not.  Mademoiselle ;  it  was  nip  and  tuck  with  both 
of  us  just  then.  But  I  do  know  he  was  braced  for  a  spring, 
and  was  of  a  nature  ever  ready  to  fight.  He  had  an  equal 
chance  with  me  to  make  it." 
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"  Was  Lieutenant  Challoner  aware  that  we  were  here,  in 
captivity  to  the  Indians?"  my  lady  questioned,  her  voice 
unsteady,  and  1  ventured  to  lift  my  eyes  once  more  to  her 
face. 

"  I  so  informed  him.  Mademoiselle,  and  have  no  doubt 
the  knowledge  will  aflford  him  fresh  courage  in  his  endeavors 
to  escape,  and  be  of  aid  to  you.  From  what  little  I  saw  of 
this  Englishman  I  know  him  to  be  a  brave  and  resolute 
man." 

She  arose  to  her  feet  and  came  toward  me,  leaning  over 
and  taking  my  hands  within  her  own.  Carried  away  by  a 
strong  impulse  of  the  heart,  she  cared  nothing  at  such  a 
moment  that  her  cheeks  were  moist  with  tears. 

"  And  you  are  also  a  brave  and  resolute  man,  Captain  de 
Coubert,"  she  exclaimed  gravely.  "  You  are  here  now  for 
our  sakes,  and  at  the  imminent  risk  of  your  own  life.  God 
grant  that  Robert  Challoner  may  be  saved  to  thoGe  who  love 
him,  but  he  would  not  be  pleased  that  we  sit  here  grieving 
for  him  to  the  increase  of  our  own  danger.  Surely,  time  now 
must  be  everything."  She  bent  down  above  Rene,  who  was 
sobbing  softly,  and  lifted  her,  pressing  the  slighter  form 
caressingly  against  her  own.  "  Keep  back  your  tears,  dear 
one,"  she  whispered  tenderly,  stroking  the  dark  hair  with  one 
hand,  "  until  we  know  the  full  truth ;  it  may  be  that  rejoicing 
yet  awaits  us.  At  least  Robert  would  not  wish  either  of  us 
to  break  down  at  such  a  moment  as  this ;  our  very  loyalty 
to  him  can  best  be  shovra  by  an  exhibition  of  brave  woman- 
hood. Perhaps  our  escape  to-night,  if  it  may  be  accom- 
plished, will  even  lead  directly  to  his  rescue." 

I  watched  in  silence  as  she  pressed  her  face  softly  against 
the  other's  cheek,  soothing  her  companion  as  iie  might 
soothe  a  troubled  child ;  forcing,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  some 
drops  of  her  own  proud,  undaunted  courage  into  the  veins 
of  that  sobbing  unnerved  girl.  Never  have  I  loved  her  more 
than  then,  when  ohe  rose  above  the  strain  of  her  own  heart- 
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ache  and  peril,  to  give  of  her  abundant  strength  to  one 
weaker  than  herself.  Yet  never  did  she  appear  farther  away 
from  me,  more  impossible  of  my  winning.  At  last  she 
glanced  up  into  my  face,  her  gray  eyes  filled  with  the  brave 
light  of  endeavor. 

"  Captain  de  Coubert,  every  moment  we  remain  here  must 
surely  decrease  our  chances  of  escape.  Have  you  any 
plan " 

There  was  a  rattling  of  that  iron  ring  in  the  floor  over- 
head. As  I  stared  upward,  the  trap  door  r!:ove  us  was 
lifted,  and  the  heavy  foot  of  a  rude  ladder  protruded  itself 
into  the  candlelight 


CHAPTER  XXIX 

IN  SEAKCH  AFTER  TBE  FOURTH   MADAUE  QUILLERIEZ 


IT  was  quick,  resourceful  Rene,  her  i  ■i-'v  wit  like  a  flash 
of  steel,  who  recove'".!  first  from  ■  ..  momentary  con- 
sternation, swiftly  thrusiuig  me  backward  out  of  sight  be- 
hind a  supporting  pillar,  and  flinging  over  me  a  robe  as  I 
crouched  there,  her  dark  eyes  instantly  aglow  with  sudden 
excitement.  Mademoiselle  stood  looking  upward,  seemingly 
petrified  by  so  unexpected  an  apparition,  her  lips  parted,  the 
rising  and  falling  of  her  bosom  evidencing  the  depth  of 
agitation  oppressing  her.  Not  until  Rene  touched  her,  whis- 
pering swift,  pregnant  warning  to  her  ears,  did  my  lady  sink 
slowly  back  upon  her  throne  of  robes,  to  bear  her  part  in 
the  scene  to  follow. 

I  could  gain  from  my  hiding-place  hardly  more  than  un- 
certain glimpses  of  what  was  occurring  above.  I  heard  the 
fall  of  the  trap-door,  and  then  perceived,  coming  deliberately 
down  the  ladder,  a  pair  of  short,  stout  legs,  encased  in  buflf 
small-clothes  with  gray  stockings.  The  huge  bi  es  of  the 
square-toed  shoes  shining  in  the  light,  together  with  the  long 
sword  dangling  noisily  against  the  edge  of  the  ladder,  told 
me  instantly  our  unwelcome  visitant  was  no  less  a  personage 
than  Monsicar  Etienne  Quilleriez.  But  for  the  hot  anger 
stirring  my  heart  at  this  unseemly  interruption,  I  could  have 
laughed  outright  at  the  fellow,  as  he  stood  there  bowing 
deeply  before  those  two  ladies,  his  cocked  hat  grasped  firmly 
in  one  hand,  his  other  pressed  against  his  heart,  his  bald 
head  glowing  in  the  candle-flicker,  while  his  puckered  face 
was  wreathed  into  a  most  engaging  smile.    Saint  Denis  1 
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but  he  had  bedecked  himself  as  though  expecting  to  do 
honors  at  a  bridal,  his  gay  ribbons  all  a-fiutter,  a  high  stock 
holding  his  long  chin  erect,  and  a  blue  neckerchief,  large 
enough  for  a  sheet,  protruding  gaudily  the  full  width  of  his 
shoulders.  A  gleam  of  intense,  overpowering  amusement 
seemed  to  sweep  the  unshed  tears  from  out  Mademoiselle 
Rene's  eyes  as  she  thus  surveyed  him,  posturing  before  her 
like  a  dancing  master,  his  uncertain  gaze  shifting  from  her 
piquant,  upturned  face  to  that  calm  indifference  with  which 
her  more  silent  companion  looked  ufSon  his  antics. 

It  was  plainly  enough  to  be  seen,  even  in  that  first  sur- 
prised minute,  the  fellow  felt  deeply  embarrassed  in  such 
company,  but  whether  this  hesitation  originated  within  his 
own  mind,  or  arose  from  the  silent  contempt  of  his  recep- 
tion, I  was  unable  to  determine.  No  doubt  it  was  the  former, 
for  ]*Tonsieur  Quilleriez  was  not  a  person  to  question  the 
potency  of  his  own  charms.  Yet  he  very  plainly  hesitated 
now,  his  long,  solemn  face  reddening  beneath  the  steady 
gaze  of  those  two  wondering  girls,  his  lips  seemingly  un- 
able to  frame  the  sentences  he  came  especially  to  speak. 
Faith !  but  he  truly  made  a  picture,  standing  blinking  there 
in  the  dim  light,  his  lips  half  open  to  give  utterance  to  words 
that  would  not  come;  shifting  from  one  foot  to  another, 
yet  constantly  bowing  first  to  one  divinity  and  then  the 
other,  like  some  play-actor  who  had  forgotten  his  lines. 
It  occurred  to  me  all  a'  once,  the  possible  cause  of  his 
rare  confusion,  and  I  hastily  stuffed  the  edge  of  the  blanket 
between  my  teeth  to  stifle  sound  of  the  laughter  which 
shook  me  —  he  had  come  there  to  propose;  yet  still  re- 
mained uncertain  as  to  which  of  the  two  was  the  heiress. 
But  Mademoiselle  had  lost  her  small  stock  of  pati-nce  by 
this  time. 

"  Well,  Monsieur  Quilleriez,"  she  exclaimed  coldly,  "  we 
had  been  led  to  suppose  this  apartment  was  intended  to  be 
our  own  during  the  night,  free  from  all  intrusion.     Such 
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was  your  pledge.  May  I  ask  is  there  some  special  reason 
why  you  should  thus  force  yourself  upon  us  ?  " 

The  little  man  stopped  in  his  posturing,  as  though  she 
had  unwittingly  pressed  some  hidden  spring  controlling  his 
mechanism. 

"Eh,  bien!"  he  stammered  in  evident  uncertainty,  yet 
pressing  on  with  greater  ease  now  he  had  at  last  found 
his  voice.  "  I  thought  you  both  might  rest  more  easily 
through  the  night  if  I  brought  you  news  regarding  the 
just  fate  of  him  whose  deep  treachery  brought  you  here. 
Let  this  be  the  excuse  for  my  intrusion.  'T  is  indeed  my 
sad  part  '->  act,  for  the  time  being  your  jailer,  yet  kind- 
ness was  ever  a  portion  of  my  nature,  and  I  sympathize 
most  tenderly  with  beauty  in  distress.  It  is  all  over  with, 
Mesdemoiselles." 

"  Indeed,  what  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  " 

"  He  has  paid  the  full  penalty  of  deceit."  He  lied  unblush- 
ingly,  his  unwinking  eyes  upon  her.  "Yet,  as  a  soldier 
myself,  it  is  only  just  for  me  to  state  that  he  met  death  as 
becometh  a  brave  man." 

"  You  say  he  is  dead,  Monsieur.  Do  you  refer  to  that 
French  otT<cer  who  accompanied  us  hither  ? " 

He  bowed,  his  hand  yet  pressed  close  against  his  heart, 
but  I  noted  that  he  had  the  grace  to  lower  his  eyes  beneath 
the  keen,  inquiring  glance  she  bent  upon  him. 

"  It  was  all  over  with  fully  an  hour  ago.  His  last  words 
were  a  frank  confession  that  he  was  a  mere  adventurer  — 
a  wandering  coureur  de  bois  —  who  hoped  to  share  in  the 
reward  by  thus  delivering  you  up  to  Pontiac." 

I  was  intensely  interested  by  the  varied  expressions  upon 
those  three  faces  before  me  —  Rene's  startled,  yet  evidently 
greatly  amused ;  Mademoiselle's  stern,  her  gray  eyes  grown 
suddenly  dark  with  indignation;  and  Monsieur  Quilleriez, 
his  sober  chin  drawn  down  into  such  eminently  proper 
gravity.    No  one  answered  him,  and  he  went  serenely  on. 
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his  tone  becoming  more  pompous,  and  his  chest  swelling 
out  as  though  the  echo  of  his  high-sounding  words  propor- 
tionately increased  his  feeling  of  importance. 

"  Pardieu,  Mesdemoiselles,  it  was  no  surprise  to  me ;  I 
knew  it  would  prove  so  from  the  first.  The  fellow  had  the 
eye  of  a  criminal,  and  would  never  meet  my  gaze  fairly  — 
no  doubt  he  realized  that  I  suspected  him,  and  trembled 
accordingly.  Sacrel  but  't  is  never  easy  to  fool  Etienne 
Quilleriez.  I  have  seen  men,  and  know  well  their  sly  de- 
ceils.  'T  was  this  knowledge  which  caused  me  to  throw 
myself  so  impetuously  upon  him  at  the  time  of  our  first 
meeting,  and  again  upon  the  trail.  Holy  Mother  I  but  I  am 
too  old  a  soldier  to  be  so  rash,  were  not  the  cause  an  excuse 
for  it.  But  for  the  interference  of  those  Indians  I  should 
have  saved  you  even  then  from  all  this  discomfort.  Such 
was  my  sole  purpose;  for  that  I  fearlessly  ventured  my 
life.  Alas,  the  depravity  of  man  I  't  is  a  sight  to  make  angels 
weep.  Yet  even  now  I  p'  sess  sufficient  power  to  preserve 
you  both  unharmed." 

"You,  Monsieur?    Then  why  not  execute  it?" 

He  hesitated  at  so  direct  a  query,  a  bit  embarrassed  still  by 
her  calm  scrutiny,  yet  losing  no  whit  of  his  own  importance. 

"  There  is  a  slight  condition  necessary,"  he  admitted  fin- 
ally, playing  nervously  with  the  hilt  of  his  sword,  and 
permitting  his  uneasy,  shifting  eyes  to  stray  toward  the 
more  responsive  face  of  Rene.  "  As  a  high  official  in  the 
councils  of  Pontiac  —  I  may  indeed  say  his  principal  lieu- 
tenant, the  one  upon  whom  he  leans  for  expert  military 
advice  —  I  am  compelled  by  my  sacred  duty  to  guard  safely 
those  prisoners  intrusted  to  my  care.  However  disagreeable 
to  one  of  my  sympathetic  nature,  as  a  faithful  soldier  I 
cannot  shift  my  responsibilities ;  yet  even  Pontiac  would 
hardly  venture  to  hold  any  longer  as  prisoners  the  wife  of 
Monsieur  Quilleriez,  and  her  most  intimate  companion." 

The  cat  was  at  last  out  of  the  bag.    I  caught  the  quick. 
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surprised  glances  flashed  instantly  between  the  two,  the 
gleam  of  merriment  in  the  brown  eyes,  the  glitter  of  scorn 
in  the  gray. 

"Your  wife,  Monsieur?  In  truth  you  greatly  honor  m; 
yet  from  your  speech  there  remains  some  doubt  as  to  which 
this  gracious  offer  may  be  intended  for  — your  words  seem 
directed  toward  me,  while  your  eyes  follow  Mademoiselle 
Rene.  It  might  be  well  to  relieve  our  painful  uncertainty." 
The  underlying  sarcasm  in  these  quietly  spoken  words, 
the  intense  indignation  thrilling  through  them,  were  utteriv 
wasted  upon  the  fellow.  Yet  he  knew  not  exactly  how  best 
to  gam  that  special  information  he  required  to  guide  more 
definite  speech,  and  twisted  uneasily,  his  face  a  picture  of 
perplexity  as  he  surveyed  them. 

"Pardieul  'tis  indeed  most  difficult  to  determine  Mes- 
demoiselles,"  he  confessed  at  last.  "  Like  the  ball  in  la- 
crosse I  am  driven  backward  and  forward  by  beholding 
so  much  beauty.  'T  is  a  choice  such  as  would  trv  the  heart 
of  any  man,  susceptible  as  am  I  to  female  loveliness.  Pos- 
sibly before  we  decide  upon  so  momentous  a  matter  it  would 
be  as  well  for  me  to  lay  before  you  both  certain  documents 
I  possess  of  interest  and  value." 

He  fumbled  solemnly  within  the  breast  of  his  coat,  and 
finally  drew  forth  two  papers,  both  deeply  creased  and  some- 
what soiled  from  much  handling.  Holding  these  closely  in 
his  fingers,  his  eyes  shifted  from  the  one  giri  to  the  other. 
He  must  have  decided  upon  Rene  as  best  adapted  to  his 
purpose,  for  he  stepped  suddenly  forward  and  extended  the 
papers  toward  her. 

"Kindly  read  these  aloud.  Mademoiselle,  so  that  both 
may  comprehend  their  import,"  he  said,  with  a  low  bow 
sweeping  the  earthen  floor  with  his  hat.  "  T  is  few  enough 
in  these  degenerate  days  who  could  produce  testimonials  of 
such  value." 
She  accepted  them  gingerly,  her  dark  eyes  filled  with 
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wonderment.  I  saw  her  glance  at  the  writing,  her  lipi 
trembling.  Then  she  looked  up  once  more  into  that  sol- 
emnly observant  face. 

"  I  do  not  wholly  comprehend,"  she  said  doubtingly. 
"  This  sounds  most  odd  —  am  I  to  read  it  aloud,  exactly 
as  it  is  written,  Monsieur?" 

"  Word  for  word,"  and  he  expanded  his  chest  proudly. 
"  I  would  have  you  both  realize  the  true  value  of  him  who 
now  bows  humbly  before  you." 

She  read  slowly,  no  doubt  experiencing  some  difficulty 
in  deciphering  the  strange  handwriting,  her  clear  voice,  as 
she  proceeded,  thrilling  to  the  utter  absurdity  of  the  whole 
thing,  while  Monsieur  Quilleriez  watched  her  with  solemn 
admiration. 

"  This  writing  certifies  that  Monsieur  Etienne  Quillerie!!,  of  Pointe 
Rochtr,  has  been  my  true  and  loyal  husb-..id  for  the  space  of  three 
years  and  seven  months,  we  having  been  duly  joined  together  by  the 
parish  priest  at  Three  Rivers,  according  to  rites  of  Holy  Church,  lo 
July,  1742.  I  do  hereby,  of  my  own  free  will  and  desire,  confess  him 
a  good  provider,  and  most  entertaining  compmion. 

"JosETTE  Quilleriez." 

Monsieur  Quilleriez  nodded  gravely,  and  with  approval, 
as  the  puzzled  girls  glanced  curiously  up  into  his  face, 
then  deliberately  extracted  a  huge  red  handkerchief  from 
out  the  interior  of  his  hat. 

"  She  — she  was  the  first,"  he  said  solemnly,  wiping  his 
eyes.  "  That  was  given  the  night  before  she  died  — it  was 
a  fever,  and  the  doctor  had  broken  his  leg  and  couldn't 
come." 

"The  first?    Do  you  truly  mean  she  was  your  wife, 

Monsieur?" 

"  Ay,  a  most  sweet  and  tender  bud  in  her  younger  days, 
but  later  developing  a  temper  which  I  was  often  compelled 
to  humor  from  love  of  peace  in  the  family.     She  was  so 


Search  after  the  Fourth  Madame  Quilleriez  joj 

weak  that  only  her  great  affection  for  me  enabled  her  to 
write  her  name  thereon." 

"But  the  handwriting?  surely  'tis  not  all  the  same. 
Monsieur  ? " 

"  True ;  the  first  portion  is  my  own,  A  very  pretty  script 
even  then,  although  I  have  improved  greatly  since.  It  was 
to  be  regretted,  but  poor  Josette  had  been  much  neglected 
in  her  earlier  years,  and  could  barely  spell  her  own  name. 
Her  father  was  a  fur-trader  along  the  Ottawa,  and  not 
greatly  given  to  books.  To  me,  with  my  passion  for  learn- 
ing, and  genial  social  disposition,  it  was  quite  embarrassing 
at  times,  Mademoiselle,  as  you  will  readily  conceive,  yet  I 
bore  it  with  patience,  for  it  was  not  her  fault,  and  she  truly 
loved  me." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  us  that  your  poor  wife  signed  such 
a  paper  as  that  upon  her  deathbed.  Monsieur?"  broke  in 
Alene,  her  face  exhibiting  her  surprise  and  indignation. 

"It  was  a  pleasure  to  her  at  that  moment  of  final  de- 
parture from  the  vain  things  of  earth  to  attest  thus  her 
abiding  love,"  he  answered  meekly,  turning  toward  this 
new  questioner  as  though  welcoming  the  interruption,  re- 
joicing at  the  interest  thus  awakened.  "  Although  unable 
to  speak,  her  eyes  evidenced  the  comfort  it  brought.  The 
delirium  had  left  her,  Mademoiselle,  and  she  had  fully  re- 
gained her  normal  mind.  Tt  is  often  so  in  cases  of  fever." 
He  turned  again  to  face  the  hesitating  Rene,  his  whole 
appearance  that  of  easy  complacency,  although  he  yet  held 
his  handkerchief  pressed  against  his  eyes. 

"Will  you  also  kindly  read  ak.'.d  the  contents  of  the 
second  paper,  Mademoiselle.  I  pray  you  pardon  my  deep 
agitation,  but  all  this  brings  before  me  so  many  tender 
recollections  of  the  past." 
"  We  could  spare  you  the  necessity.  Monsieur." 
He  waved  his  hands  as  though  thus  casting  the  tempta- 
tion from  him. 


il: 
^11 11 


306 


A  Sword  of  the  Old  Frontier 


"  No,  Mademoiselle,  't  is  but  a  moment  of  weakness,  nor 
is  it  wholly  without  pleasure,  the  remembrance  of  good 
deeds  done.  I  beg  you  read  on,  and  I  will  strive  to  exer- 
cise greater  control  over  myself." 

She  opened  the  paper  slowly,  struggling,  as  I  could  plainly 
perceive,  to  smother  a  strong  inclination  to  laugh  outright  in 
his  face. 

"  Why,  this  is  the  same.  Monsieur." 

"  Not  altogether;  there  will  be  found  a  slight  change  in 
the  wording,  for  I  possess  just  pride  in  the  employment  of 
different  phraseology.  'Tis  a  poor  scholar  who  repeats 
even  the  same  thought  twice  exactly  alike.  You  will  also 
detect  a  variation  in  the  signature,  as  well  as  the  dates. 
Pray  read  on,  Mademoiselle." 

"  This  paper  bears  witness  that  I,  Marie  Croteau,  of  Saint  Regis, 
was  united  in  the  Holy  Bonds  of  Matrimony  to  Monsieur  fetienne  Qail- 
leriei  by  the  Abb<  in  charge  of  that  parish,  33  October,  1747,  and  that 
he  has  ever  since  been  a  faithful  husband  and  father.  I  especially 
commend  him  for  the  possession  of  a  loving  heart,  and  an  agreeable 
presence.    I  have  also  found  him  most  liberal. 

"Marie  Quilleriez." 

"  You  see,  ladies,"  and  he  lifted  his  hands  as  if  in  bene- 
diction, "  it  is  ever  the  same ;  no  tender  heart  has  aught 
to  fear  from  trusting  in  foienne  Quilleriez." 

"  And  did  she  also  affix  her  signature  to  such  a  document 
while  upon  the  deathbed  ?  " 

"  Ah  —  ah,  well,  not  exactly.  Mademoiselle,"  and  he 
stammered  slightly,  as  from  excess  of  feeling.  "You  see 
it  was  during  a  sickness,  and  I  thought  it  would  be  better 
to  have  it  safely  executed,  lest  she  might  not  recover.  It 
was  eight  months  later  when  she  caught  the  cold  which  left 
me  a  widower.  But,  believe  me,  her  heart  was  just  as  true 
tmtil  the  last." 

"You  have  been  twice  married  then.  Monsieur?" 
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He  stopped  imtantly  in  his  posturing,  and  had  recourse 
once  again  to  his  handkerchief. 

"Three  times,  Mademoiselle;  there  wndi  also  Toinette 
La  France,  a  most  vivacious  spirit." 

"  But  there  are  only  two  certificates  here.  Would  she  not 
sign,  Monsieur?  or,  terrible  thought,  can  it  be  that  you  are 
yet  married,  and  venture  to  approach  us  with  words  of 
love  ? " 

"Non,  non,  Mademoiselle;  it  was  not  that;  it  was  my 
misfortune.  Alasl  'twas  not  the  fault  of  poor  Toinette, 
for  never  was  husband  more  beloved.  She  could  scarcely 
live  out  of  my  .-ight,  but  she  fell  down  the  cellar  stairs  while 
I  was  away  in  the  north,  and  died  that  same  evening.  Had 
those  with  her  but  known,  there  was  such  a  certificate  ready 
drawn  within  my  writing  desk,  and  it  would  have  proven 
such  a  comfort  to  her  could  she  only  have  signed  it.  As 
it  is,  you  must  take  my  word,"  and  he  lifted  his  shoulders, 
and  spread  his  hands  appealingly. 

For  a  moment  there  was  profound  silence.  It  was  plain 
to  be  seen  that  all  this  greatly  amused  Rene,  while  it  was 
much  more  of  an  annoyance  to  Mademoiselle.  Monsieur 
Quilleriez,  confident  in  the  deep  impression  he  had  made, 
hesitated  to  press  his  advantage,  confused  still  between  the 
claims  of  the  two. 

"And  you  really  seek  after  yet  another  to  share  your 
home,"  questioned  Rene,  her  dark  eyes  bubbling  over,  "  but 
know  not  which  of  us  you  desire  the  most  ?  Fie,  Monsieur ; 
I  should  be  afraid  you  would  prove  fickle  at  heart,  if  the 
decision  is  so  difficult.  Besides,  there  would  be  matters  I 
should  wish  to  know  abcut,  if,  by  any  chance,  your  final 
choice  should  fall  upon  me.  You  hinted  gently  at  having 
children.  Monsieur;  how  larg  is  that  brood  I  might  then 
be  expected  to  mother  ?  " 

"There  are  five  olive  branches  living,"  he  responded 
gravely,  but  with  his  e;es  shiffng  uneasily  from  the  face 
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of  hl«  questioner  to  that  other  which  did  not  imlle,  "  but 
the  oldest  has  reached  an  age  which  v/itl  remove  him  from 
consideration.  They  are  all  most  dutiful  and  obedient  chil- 
dren ;  in  personal  appearance  they  greatly  resemble  me,  pos- 
sessing my  sympathetic  disposition,  and  being  talented 
socially.     You  would  enjoy  being  with  them," 

He  paused  as  if  waiting  for  some  fresh  word  of  encour- 
agement, but  Mademoiselle  merely  stared  at  him  as  though 
he  had  been  some  animal  utterly  beneath  contempt,  while 
it  was  plain  enough  Rene  durst  not  unlock  her  lips  lest  she 
emit  a  peal  of  laughter.  I  saw  the  fellow  choke  down  a 
lump  in  his  throat,  and  step  forward,  evidently  determined 
at  last  to  put  his  fate  to  the  touch, 

"  Fair  m<iids  of  England,"  he  began,  his  face  reddening, 
and  perspiration  commencing  to  bead  his  forehead,  "  I  have 
placed  all  this  privately  before  you  in  order  that  you  might 
fully  realize  the  loving  and  pliable  nature  of  the  one  who 
now  lays  his  life  at  your  feet.  Seeing  me,  as  you  have 
heretofore,  arrayed  in  the  grim  garb  of  war,  and  intimately 
associated  with  ferocious  savages  upon  the  warpath,  you 
may  have  deemed  me  unduly  bloodthirsty,  and  I  therefore 
felt  it  better  to  afford  you  a  glimpse  of  my  more  quiet  and 
domestic  virtues,  as  an  aid  to  your  final  decision.  And  — 
and  I  trust  you  will  not  permit  the  slight  difference  in 
nationality  to  remain  as  a  bar  between  us.  What  could  be 
a  fairer  picture  than  the  draping  together  of  the  red  banner 
with  the  flcur  de  lisf  It  might  even  make  for  peace  between 
the  nations  when  it  became  noised  abroad  that  I,  fetienne 
Quilleriez.  Intendant  Militaire  for  Pontiac,  had  espoused  an 
English  Colonel's  daughter." 

"  Ah,  then,"  Rene  exclaimed,  her  laughter  rippling  forth 
like  a  bird  song,  and  springing  to  her  feet  as  if  unable  to 
remain  quiet  any  longer,  "  so  it  is  the  English  Colonel's 
daughter  you  seek  for  the  honor  of  becoming  the  fourth 
Madame  Quilleriez?    Poof!    and  vou  know  not  which  of 
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ui  two  that  may  be?  Do  not  look  at  me  like  that.  Mon- 
sieur, for  if  you  knew  well  the  English  people,  you  would 
be  aware  that  luch  a  hoydeni.h  romp  as  I  could  never  ^y 
any  chance  hope  to  grace  the  peerage  of  that  proud  and 
dignified  nation.  But  reflect.  Monsieur,  with  what  gra- 
ciousnes*  and  charm  Mademoiselle  yonder  would  preside  in 
Castle  Quilleriei.  and  with  what  tender  care  she  would 
minister  unto  your  infant  progeny.  How  can  you  longer 
nesitate,  and  waste  your  words  and  bows  upon  so  insig- 
nificant a  little  commoner  as  I  ?  " 

I  doubt  if  the  smirking  creature  even  heard  her  raillery; 
he  had  caught  enough,  however,  to  solve  his  last  lingering 
doubts  as  to  which  of  these  two  was  the  English  heiress- 
and  as  Alene  rose  indignantly  to  her  feet,  her  checks  aflame, 
her  eyes  glowing,  he  flung  himself  directly  in  front  of  her 
upon  his  knees,  his  hand  pressing  his  heart,  his  eyes  plead- 
ingly upturned. 

"  Mademoiselle,  it  is  I,  ^tieime  Quillcriez,  who  thus  places 
at  your  feet  his  heart  and  hand,"  he  exclaimed  anxiously. 
Spurn  me  not!  for  never  before  — I  swear  it—  have  my 
affections  gone  fully  and  fervently  forth  to  one  of  your  sex- 
nor  deem  me  unworthy  of  such  an  alliance,  for  the  blood  of 
Quilleriez  is  among  the  noblest  of  France.  I,  Mademoiselle 
I,  who  now  kneel  humbly  before  you,  am  third  cousin  to  a 
Marquis,  and  have  gazed  upon  the  face  of  the  King.  I 
pray  you  smile  upon  me,  fair  mistress!  It  is  a  soldier,  a 
man  of  wealth  and  influence,  who  thus  prostrates  himself 
for  your  favor;  no  penniless  adventurer,  but  one  connected 
by  ties  of  blood  with  the  ancient  noblesse  of  France,  the 
rulers  of  kingdoms." 

For  the  moment,  as  he  rattled  on,  his  tongue  faltering 
in  choice  of  words,  my  lady  gazed  down  upon  him  in  dis- 
dam,  her  lips  parted  as  if  she  would  hush  his  clamor,  her 
dress  drawn  back  that  it  might  not  be  polluted  by  his  touch, 
bhe  towered  above  that  kneeling  wretch   like  some  fair 
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statue,  her  fingers  clinched,  her  gray  eyes  open  wide  with 
the  speechless  indignation  that  held  her.  Then  suddenly  she 
moved,  her  resolution  taken,  her  contempt  driving  her  into 
action.  Grasping  the  robe  on  y/h'.ra  she  had  been  sitting, 
with  one  hasty  movement  she  cast  it  over  the  head  of  the 
half  prostrate  Commissary,  smothering  that  surprised  and 
ardent  suitor  beneath  its  thick,  enveloping  folds,  and  bear- 
ing him,  kicking  and  sputtering,  to  the  floor.  With  one 
swift  leap  from  out  my  concealment  I  sprang  past  her,  and 
flinging  myself  prone  across  the  struggling  hero,  shut  off 
instantly  his  feeble  cry  for  help. 
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IN  THE  ROOM   ABOVE 

'npHAT  upturned  face  of  Monsieur  Quilleriez  was  cer- 
M.  tainly  a  sight  when  I  first  whipped  the  heavy  robe 
off  him,  and,  blinking  from  the  light,  he  looked  up  and  saw 
me.  His  skin  became  a  dirty  yellow,  and  his  teeth  chattered 
like  castanets,  but  he  read  that  within  my  eyes  which  held 
him  dumb.  He  was  so  like  a  helpless  baby  I  hated  to  do  it, 
but  our  future  safety  made  it  necessary,  so  I  tied  the  fellow 
tightly  with  his  back  against  a  post,  securely  gagging  him 
with  one  end  of  a  blanket.  I  should  surely  have  laughed 
at  the  odd  sight  he  made,  his  goggle  eyes  following  my 
every  movement,  his  solemn  face  piteous  in  its  mute  en- 
treaty, had  I  not  read  in  Mademoiselle's  compassionate  eyes 
that  growing  sympathy  with  which  she  r^arded  him.  Pish  I 
I  felt  as  little  pity  for  the  cowardly  rascal  as  though  I  had 
strapped  up  a  venomous  snake. 

I  would  have  appropriated  his  sword,  only  the  belt  was 
not  sufficiently  large  for  my  girth,  and  I  cared  not  to  be 
burdened  with  bearing  the  naked  blade  in  my  hand,  so  con- 
tented myself  with  slipping  his  hunting-knife  into  my  waist- 
band. It  was  a  fair  piece  of  steel,  and  its  leather-bound  hilt 
felt  pleasant  to  the  grip  of  my  fingers.  Certain  then  as  to 
the  security  of  our  prisoner  I  prepared  for  action. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  I  asked,  turning  toward  Rene,  "  was  there 
any  meaning  in  those  words  of  your  note  regarding  an  open- 
ing thorugh  the  earth  wall,  enabling  you  to  see  the  sky  ?  " 

She  shrugged  her  rounded  shoulders  as  a  French  woman 
might,  and  made  a  little  pout  at  the  distressed  Canadian 
hanging  in  his  bonds  like  a  trussed  fowl. 
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"There  was  at  the  time,  Monsieur,  for  I  worked  that 
hickory  pole  through  until  it  protruded  without.  But  the 
hole  has  been  filled  up  since,  and  the  earth  trampled  down 
tight.  'T  is  hardly  probable  that  poor  simpleton  yonder  ever 
discovered  my  meaning;  he  must  have  shown  the  note  to 
another  who  possessed  some  brains." 

Monsieur  Quilleriez  wriggled  uncomfortably,  while  the 
expression  of  his  eyes  was  not  pleasant. 

"  Anyway  the  time  it  would  require  to  tunnel  through  is 
more  than  we  can  spare,"  I  commented  decisively.  "  Know 
you  any  other  passage  leading  out,  except  through  the  trap 
door  ?  " 

"  None,  Monsieur."  And  as  I  turned  to  Mistress  Alene 
she  answered  my  questioning  eyes  with  a  grave  shake  of  the 
head. 

"  Then  I  shall  try  that,  but  it  must  be  attempted  with 
caution,  for  there  were  guards  without  as  I  came  hither. 
Both  of  you  stand  here,  close  beside  the  foot  of  the  ladder, 
so  that  you  may  keep  your  hands  upon  it  in  the  dark.  I 
am  going  to  extinguish  the  light." 

For  an  instant  we  stood  thus  close  together,  and  our  eyes 
met. 

"  You  have  regained  trust  in  me?  "  I  questioned  anxiously. 
"  You  will  do  exactly  as  I  say  ?  " 

Rene  nodded  silently,  the  roses  already  fled  from  her 
plump  cheeks,  as  she  began  to  realize  the  importance  of 
the  moment,  but  Mademoiselle  placed  her  hand  confidingly 
within  mine. 

"  We  will  fail  you  in  nothing.  Monsieur,"  she  returned 
softly.    "  You  have  proven  your  worth." 

My  heart  gave  a  great  bound  as  I  bent  low  over  her 
white  fingers.  It  seemed  so  much  when  she  unbent  thus 
graciously;  it  was  as  if  a  rneen  had  praised  me. 

"  The  knowledge  of  such  confidence  will  nerve  me  to  meet 
more  bravely  whatever  of  peril  may  lurk  in  our  path,"  I 


'•J  FELT  as  litlh  pity  for  the  cmardly  rascal  at  ibstgh 
I  had  strapped  up  a  vemmous  snake!  "—tag,  j,. 
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said  soberly  ••  I  am  going  up  now  to  discover  if  the  way 
^  clear,  and  .f  not  to  clear  it.  You  will  remain  eS 
where  you  are,  and  in  silence,  until  I  call  from  above 
Then  om  me  at  once,  making  as  little  noise  as  possible" 
_  I  cast  one  qu.ck,  final  glance  about  that  dingy  hole  mark- 
mg  Monsieur  Quilleriez's  staring  face  as  the  1fgh°  flickered 

and  the  gray  eyes  close  beside  me.     Then  I  bent    extin- 

fh"othM'  .^^'^'^-«^'"^'  -<!  began   my  upward  Xb 

S'ippfd  tJhtlTr  '"'"""  "°"^'"^  the'k,..fe-blade 
gripped  tightly  between  my  teeth,  T  tested  carefully  each 

iHnS  'at^'lat"  ''T'''"''^  ^^'"""^  "^  ^eigllr  u^on 
>t,  until  at  last  my  head  came  in  contact  with  the  floor 

■n  hat  blackness  beneath,  and  caught  the  faint  sound  of  a 
whisper  at  the  foot  of  the  ladder.    But  overhead  there  was 

I  uoTfterr  I"  '"''''"  '"'""■  '""'  ''  "'™"y  -  PO-ib" 
a  Jv  he  fl  ^T''''P-r'^  P^°"-"<led  my  head  cautiousi; 
atove  th  floor  level  The  roc.n  was  unlighted,  a  desolate 
weight  of  gloom  enshrouding  everything.    The  night  with- 

ray  of  1  ght  came  to  relieve  the  thick  darkness  of  that  in- 
tenor.  I  could  not  even  distinguish  the  door  leading  to  the 
open;   apparently  the  black  shadows  of  the  near-by  wood 

as  to  ™e  tt"  '"  '  T''"-  ^''  '  '"'^  — -bly  assu'd 
U  l„^rd  !u^~  "°  ''""^  "'"'"^^  """^'^  ^'*in  the  room, 
hafveit  ?•"""■''  *'^  """''  "^  "^''"""^  ^'*out,  for 
profound  as  to  be  impressive.  Thoroughly  convinced  that 
tranl  r/"*""'  ^  '^'^  "'^  "^y  "?'  ^"<J  'o^^^ed  the 

ore  .,1  '"lu  "'.""''•  P"'P°^'"^  '"  P™^P«<='  farther  be- 
fore calling  those  below  to  join  me.  I  stood  there  peering 
about  a  momer',  feeling  decided!-  uncertain  just  where  the 

Of  my  hand  when  held  before  me.     So  dark  it  was,  and 
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silent,  that  the  solemn,  black  mystery  of  it  caused  my 
strained  nerves  to  tingle,  and  I  clinched  my  teeth  savagely 
on  the  knife-blade  to  hold  myself  steady.  Then  all  at  once 
a  voice  addressed  me,  bursting  upon  my  startled  ears  from 
out  the  intense  stillness  like  a  clap  of  thunder,  and  send- 
ing my  blood  racing  hotly  through  the  veins. 

"  Mon  Dieul  but  you  are  cautious  enough  about  it.  One 
might  suppose  yo;;  had  just  murdered  somebody  down 
below." 

I  stood  straining  forward,  my  every  muscle  tense,  vainly 
endeavoring  to  locate  the  speaker,  half  believing,  even  in  that 
first  surprised  moment,  the  coarse  voice  was  not  entirely 
unknown  to  me. 

"  Damn  you,  you  little  whiffler  I  "  the  fellow  cried  again, 
and  I  could  hear  him  get  upon  his  feet  in  evident  anger  at 
my  silence.  "  Why  don't  ye  answer  me  ?  What  said  the 
girl  to  your  fool  proposition  ?  " 

There  was  no  doubting  any  longer  who  confronted  me. 
I  had  heard  that  bullying  tone,  that  bravado  of  utterance 
before.  Mon  Dieul  how  my  heart  leaped  with  rejoicing,  as 
the  keen  knife  slipped  from  between  my  lips,  and  my  eager 
fingers  closed  firmly  about  its  strong  hilt.  Every  blow 
struck  me  by  the  savages,  the  claws  of  that  great  dog,  those 
hours  of  mental  torture,  each  foul  indignity  offered  to  Made- 
moiselle, swept  across  my  memory  like  billows  of  flame,  and 
I  could  feel  the  muscles  swell  in  my  arms  as  I  crouched 
lower  amid  the  darkness,  striving  to  make  certain  of  just 
where  he  stood.  There  was  no  thought  in  my  mind  other 
than  of  struggle  —  struggle  to  the  death.  I  thirsted  for  it, 
hungered  for  it,  my  brain  a  volcano  of  passion,  fanned  into 
instant  flame  by  the  very  sound  of  that  hated  voice  —  the 
voice  of  Black  Peter. 

"Bon  Dieu!  the  vixen  must  have  smitten  you  dumb," 
he  growled  savagely.  "  But  when  I  once  get  hand  on  you 
there  will  be  noist  enough." 


In  the  Room  Above  3,, 

before  his  '^ncenrZ^'ll't:^:^^^^  T"  ""^ 
His  moccasined  feet  made  n„  =T  7,  touching  mo. 

although  I  crouchedTow  1°  ,,  "°"^  "'^  '^^''^-  =>"<!. 
deeper  shadow  bespeawLth  ^""  "°  ^""'P"  °^  ^"^ 

So  densely  dark  wasft  hft  h  %"'"/''"'="'^^  °^  '"^  body 
hand,  as  he  felt  hTdlh^f ,  °""''  ""=  '^"'-  b"  extended 
tact  with  my  upimed  at  ATl'fT.'"^  7'°  '^''^  -- 
knife,  with  no  visiWe  Ddntt  """^  ^  ''™<^'''  ^«'  ""y 

slash  the  cloth  o  M  coa  With""  '''  I?'  "°  ""^^  "'=- 
one  hasty  step  backward  "  '""''"^  °''"'  "^^  '°°'' 

"  What 's  got  into  the  Httle  fool  ?"  h.  a 
tonished  as  to  neglect  all  cluL°    I  ,.      demanded,  so  as- 
do  you  dare  try  to  knifj  "e '■"  ''''"  """"  2""'"=""- 

sterJrw;rgerg::nrhrirk^"'"r''  ^  -'<• 

wlL  b  St  omTitlfr  "'  T:"^'-'"^  -tonishment 
as  he  hasti  y  dr"w  bl  d  '  and"  '  ^/k""  ""^'^  °^  ^'-' 
sounds,  I  flung  mvsefrl.T,^";'''  ^''  '^'"^  ^'^  f'""' 
ing  Vic  ously  afteThi  h  H  '^^  ^°™"'^-  "^  *--"'f«  ''^k- 
chfek  I  thS  o  ete  °athed  r  f  '°"!!^'  ''™-  °"  '"^ 
once  our  blad.  culh'ed  ^her  L  sTeflhnts'T""'  ^' 
we  stniggled  fierc^lv  f^  ^,  "*  clanging  as 

this  was'L  mor"  L^  the  ^ofklf"'^'  "'H'''  ^""''-    ^"' 
denly,  he  slipped  aw^  f'Tf       '''°"'^''  ^""^  ""="'  ^«<J- 

the  darknesstyo^ITeatC ty^r  ^^""^"'"^  ''°-"  '" 

thereifo:;';Hi^HTt;"t°;r\'''r"'  ""-'"^  ^^"'-^ 
-oner::;Si-i:sns^---.:^ 
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wound  me,  but  I  swore  it  should  happen  only  after  my  blade 
had  been  sheaved  in  his  heart.  It  was  this  mad  yearning 
which  kept  me  aggressive,  lunging  recklessly  forward  into 
the  gloom,  groping  blindly  here  and  there  as  I  moved  on, 
in  vague  hope  he  might  yet  lurk  somewhere  within  that 
wider  sweep  of  the  arm.  But  the  coward  had  slunk  back- 
ward, stealing  away  silently  in  his  soft  moccasins  toward 
the  wall,  seeking,  no  doubt,  to  elude  me  under  cover  of  the 
darkness.  He  would  knife  me  if  he  could,  I  had  no  doubt 
as  to  that,  yet  if  attempted  at  all  it  was  very  certain  to  be 
in  some  sneaking,  cowardly  fashion.  It  was  not  in  that 
half-breed  to  fight  fairly,  and  I  paused  irresolute,  my  arm 
uplifted  on  guard,  my  every  instinct  alert  to  detert  his 
slightest  movement. 

I  thought  I  distinguished  the  faint  sound  of  breathing 
just  in  front  of  me,  and  took  one  quick  step  in  that  direc- 
tion, my  knife  held  ready  for  the  lunge.  Then  a  board 
creaked  at  my  right,  and  I  leaped  backward,  crouching  as 
I  wheeled.  Almost  with  this  motion  his  probable  purpose 
came  flashing  into  mind  —  he  would  steal  toward  the  door 
and  seek  help  without;  it  was  not  in  his  mongrel  blood  to 
dare  alone  such  desperate  battle.  I  could  perceive  nothing 
to  guide  me,  no  star-shine  without,  no  rustling  of  leaves,  no 
breath  of  fresher  air;  and  the  moving  here  and  there 
through  that  dense  gloom  had  confused  me.  Yet  the  chance 
must  be  taken,  and,  led  somewhat  by  the  direction  of  that 
noisy  board,  I  dashed  impetuously  forward,  my  hands  ex- 
tended to  protect  from  injury,  and  so  came  against  the  log 
wall.  Sacrel  how  still  it  was!  I  held  my  breath,  fearful 
lest  even  that  faint  sound  might  serve  to  betray  me,  for 
tliere  is  a  hush  so  profound  as  to  be  a  pain.  I  peered  about 
me  vainly  —  the  very  wall  against  which  I  leaned  was  in- 
visible; the  darkness  made  my  eyes  ache,  and  red  globes 
seemed  dancing  before  them.  I  knew  not  which  way  to 
turn  in  order  to  intercept  him ;  I  was  not  seeking  to  avoid, 
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sttel  fMm  the  wound.    I  hardiv  felt  the  h,„*  „f  ■;■     . 

-ment  of  desperate  strung,,  ^H  L  TavfllS 

K  iry  legs  about  him,  so  that  he  was  compelled  to 
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fairly  tear  me  loose.  I  disputed  every  inch,  as  he  bore  me 
st'-ndily  downward,  striving  madly  to  wrench  his  throat 
f  mi  out  the  clutch  of  my  fingers.  With  a  growl  of  ha'e 
he  a'  last  plucked  his  knife  free,  and  my  eyes  caught  the 
cruel  glimmer  of  it  uplifted  for  another  blow.  With  the 
strength  of  desperation  I  wrenched  partially  free  from  Lis 
grip,  and  with  clinched  hand  struck  the  upraised  wrist. 
The  knife  hilt  slipped  from  out  the  paralyzed  fingers, 
and  I  broke  -<y  from  him,  staggering  backward  against 
the  log  wall,  faint  and  trembling,  yet  with  no  thought  of 
flight. 

Like  a  maddened  bull  he  leaped  to  his  feet,  the  knife 
once  again  gleaming  in  his  han-^  his  head  lowered  'or  the 
rush  forward.  It  was  then  I  '.  earned  a  second  figure 
scarce  more  than  a  yard  away,  a  huge,  dense  shadow  in  the 
•gloom,  with  what  appeared  a  rifle  flung  forward  in  his 
hands,  as  if  the  fellow  knew  not  which  of  us  two  was  enemy 
or  friend.  My  heart  sank  within  me,  while  I  backed  closer 
against  the  wall,  my  teeth  set  for  the  unequal  struggle,  de- 
termined to  die  there  fighting.  The  half-breed  perceived 
this  newcomer  at  the  same  moment,  and  it  was  his  eager 
voice,  thrilling  with  victory,  which  ended  the  strain  of 
doubt. 

"Ah!  and  is  it  you,  Francois?"  he  cried  grufily.  "But 
you  have  been  long  enough  getting  here.  Jab  that  fellow 
back  with  your  gun  barrel,  until  I  carve  my  name  on  him 
with  this  knife." 

The  man  had  swung  up  his  rifle  as  though  it  were  a  club, 
and  taken  a  step  forward,  but  as  these  words  rang  out,  he 
stopped  suddenly,  wheeled  about  to  front  the  speaker,  and 
in  that  instant  the  gun  fell  with  a  sickening  thud,  and  the 
gloating  half-breed  pitched  forward  at  my  feet,  dead  before 
he  struck  the  ground. 

"  Saint  Andrew !  "  exclaimed  the  man,  glancing  from  the 
motionless  body  toward  me,  as  if  doubting  my  i.   aitions. 
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Then  come,"  I  said,  anxious  to  relieve  myself  by  action. 
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"  Our  ni|;ht's  work  has  but  just  bcfpin.  We  will  brini;  them 
to  the  free  air,  and  waste  no  more  precious  time  in  talking." 

Once  within,  I  groped  in  the  darkness  (or  the  iron  ring, 
and  finding  it,  flung  back  the  heavy  trap-door. 

"  Come  up,"  I  called  down,  my  voice  still  trembling. 
"The  way  is  now  clear  for  your  escape." 


CHAPTER    XXXI 

WHERE   LOVE   WALKLU   ,N   OARKNESS 

T^'TSryTtT'   '°"°"'''   "'^    f=""'«'    rustle   of 

slight  S;v,tTadr  ""t"'  '^■"^■'"•'^  "■- ' 

mount  at  once  ealanklt;;,r%K°"^''  '""'  ^""^-h'  '° 
I  know  not  which  of   hi  /  °^  ^'"^  '^'^  ^'°'"  be'"*. 

both  to  -ur?:;^Ll;';,  r  it^r' '  "•"''"=''  "^- 

voice  of  Mistress  Alene    hal  s^l^  '  ^''  "  *="  "'^ 

her  hand  I  grasped  as  I  5    w'^er  ;."  /h"'    "'  ''"'  "  ^'^ 
open  trap.  *  ""  '*"•"=••  a»ay  from  the 

hea7tlrsi'^oTirS'Y;:'-'''^^^^^^^^ 
deCoubert?-  '    ^°"  "^^  "«  injured,  Captain 

comfiture  beh'd  "i,-  \'To7]tT'"''.  '°  """^  "^  ''- 
acknowledge  n,v  „„.  .;,;„  fL^^^'  '"'"^'-  "Yet  I  must 
Portune  arrival  ox  a  mu.ual  renf"'"  """''  '°  '^^  "P" 

not  mean  Corporal  Cassidi?"  ^'       ^°"  ^ui-^'y  do 

ChllSer.""  '"  ""^  "^'~'"^-   I  '""'Sine.     Lieutenant 

•^^"£^d::s^s;-f^ 

thank  rr^L^dT^rh'  ^"V^^^^    °^'  '^--^  --'• 

-ys?    Robertas  bee^p^setTd torn  tr'"  "^  ^°"'- 

even  now  here  toaid  us     r,T.     .  J  T  ^  ''™«^^'-  ''"'^  ''= 

oaia  us.    Is  he  w.thm  this  room.  Monsieu.  '" 
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Her  hand-clasp  tightened  upon  my  arm,  the  eager  an- 
ticipation in  her  voice  chilled  me  until  I  was  all  of  a 
tremble,  yet  I  crushed  the  feeling  back,  seeking  to  answer 
cahnly. 

"He  is  keeping  guard  just  without  the  door  —  there, 
where  the  faint  light  shows." 

They  left  me  standing  amid  that  darkness  to  light  out 
my  battle  in  silence  and  alone.  I  heard  the  soft  rustle  of 
their  skirts,  marked  the  dim  outlines  of  their  figures,  as  re- 
vealed against  the  slight  star-gleam  without.  Then  the 
Englishman  sprang  swiftly  forward,  and  clasped  one  of  the 
two  close  within  his  arms. , 

"  My  own  dear  girl,"  he  cried  so  clearly  the  words  dis- 
tinctly reached  me.  "  What  a  strange,  sad  meeting  after 
all  these  months  of  separation,  here  in  the  heart  of  this 
wilderness;  yet  God  be  thanked,  I  have  reached  you  in 
time." 

Heartsick  I  turned  away,  their  very  happiness  a  blow 
harder  to  bear  than  any  ever  dealt  me  by  savage  hand. 
With  set  lips  I  bowed  my  head  upon  my  arms,  leaning  there 
against  the  Ic^s,  and  fought  out  a  struggle  with  despair, 
grimly  driving  back  the  bitter  evil  within  my  own  heart, 
and,  under  God,  rising  from  the  battle  a  stronger  man. 
I  know  not  how  long  that  conference  of  love  lasted ;  I  could 
catch  the  soft,  glad  murmur  of  their  voices,  yet  closed  my 
ears  to  the  sound,  feeling  no  desire  to  overhear  their  con- 
versation, nor  do  I  think  I  moved,  except  to  turn  my  face 
resolutely  toward  the  farther  wall,  unwilling  to  look  forth 
longer  upon  those  dim  figures.  From  the  dull  apathy  of 
that  lonely  moment  it  was  the  voice  of  Challoner  which 
aroused  me. 

"  Come  without,  De  Coubert,"  he  exclaimed,  his  head  pro- 
jected within  the  door,  his  voice  containing  a  new  ring  of 
iiappiness  in  it.  "  'T  is  a  long  journey  from  here  to  the  safety 
of  the  stockade,  even  if  there  be  no  interference  along  the 
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The  good  humor  thrilling  through  his  tone  nerved  me 
Ike  a  tome,  the  pride  of  my  heart  ready  enough  now  To 
h.de  completely  all  outward  evidence  of  pain 

Have  you  any  acquaintance  with  the  path  lyine  between 
here  and  Detroit,  Lieutenant'"  T  asked    hor, 
aside  at  the  little  group,  and  then  turn  n^  my  e^  retS 

we  seek  after  a  boat  along  the  shore'" 

'I  know  the  road,  yes;  'tis  a  well-beaten  trail  enough 

.!  Lf      "T  • '''  "''^  y°"'^''-    I  •'^"'^ve  we  shall  be  fuHy 
as  safe  w.thm  ,ts  shadows  as  we  should  be  upon  the  water^ 

much  detrBt-;  ^  "f  ^™''  *'^  '^'^''"-  ™ 
savages  patrolled  the  nver  m  their  canoes,  both  above  and 
below.  No  doubt  there  will  be  a  sufficiency  of  danger  front 
^Zr^-  -'  -'  -"  "-  ^'-  -  ^^es,  a^hre- 
"Very  well  then,  if  we  follow  the  land  route  it  becomes 
your  place  to  officiate  as  guide,"  I  answered,  stepp  ng  dow„ 
.nto  the  midst  of  them.  "You  alone  know  ^e  way  and 
you  cany  the  only  gun  in  the  party."  ^' 

fhl^nr^  ^-  •"°'"™'''  spirited  controversy  among  the 

of  I  hea7d'  R  -  f  Vr'  ™  ^''^^^-  -<^  ^'  *e  ending 
ot  It  I  heard  Rene  laugh  light-heartedly.  Bien  >  it  bore 
more  the  appearance  of  some  merry  pi'nic  party,  than  a 
desperate   march   through    Indian-haunted    woodl      Then 

betwr.hor'=i°"'  '-'"  -•"-  he  had  been  standing 
between  those  others,  and  started  alone  down  the  steeo 

sn-pon'^Lr  -' '-"''  -  ---  - 

qu'ier  m'°  r"'  ^ft\  ^°"'  Monsieur,"  she  announced 
never  be  encumbered  by  the  care  of  women." 
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"  A  most  sensible  decision  upon  his  part,"  I  replied,  sur- 
prised at  his  self-denial,  "  and  one  which  assuredly  will  add 
much  to  the  pleasure  of  my  journey." 

"  Perhaps  not.  Monsieur ;  we  also  have  our  strict  orders 
not  to  talk,  and  a  woman  who  must  keep  still  is  not  apt  to 
be  very  entertaining." 

"  It  depends  altogether  upon  the  woman.  There  are  those 
I  would  rather  walk  with  in  silence  than  listen  to  the  cackle 
of  others'  tongues." 

"  Indeed  ?  I  know  not.  Monsieur,  whether  that  is  spoken 
in  compliment  or  otherwise.  But  I  give  you  benefit  of  the 
doubt." 

We  were  moving  down  the  steep  slope  by  this  time, 
Mademoiselle  walking  close  beside  me,  with  Rene  beyond, 
and  a  little  behind.  Challoner  had  already  entirely  dis- 
appeared within  the  gloom. 

"Have  you  ever  experienced  any  reason  to  doubt  my 
delight  in  your  presence?"  I  questioned,  led  to  such  liberty 
of  speech  by  her  gracious  manner. 

"  I  have  had  no  reason  to  think  especially  about  it  at  all. 
Monsieur,"  and  although  I  could  perceive  little,  I  felt  that 
she  glanced  aside  seeking  to  obtain  glimpse  of  my  face. 
"We  have  usually  quarrelled,  as  I  remember,  and  it  has 
been  Rene,  with  her  gay  badinage,  who  has  managed  to 
keep  you  in  good  humor." 
"  That  young  lady  appears  sedate  enough  to-night." 
"  One's  nature  must  show  under  stress  of  circumstance. 
The  peril  we  are  in  only  serves  to  stir  my  blood  into  fever- 
ish activity,  while  with  Rene  it  has  ever  been  that  any  excess 
of  either  happiness  or  sorrow  seals  her  lips,  and  stills  her 
laughter.  I  know  her  so  well  that  I  understand,  but  I  had 
thought  dififerently  regarding  you.  Monsieur;  I  have  ever 
supposed  you  to  be  one  to  whom  dangerous  adventure  would 
prove  welcome." 
"  There  can  come  too  much  of  it  all  at  once." 
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"  No  doubt,  and  that  must  serve  to  account  for  it  I  harf 
never  before  discovered  you  diffident,  and  wonder  k  It 
what  at  your  hngering  so  long  within  the  house  when  we 
first  hurried  forth  to  greet  Lieutenant  Challoner     Indeed 

a;  '^^jr^  -  ^-'-  ^-  ^- US 

th,^','  ^'^u  *"!  "'^^^  "P°"  ""y  ''«^«  t°  steady  her  along 
that  rough  path  we  travelled,  and  so  tenderly  solicitou! 
was  the  low  tone  in  which  she  spoke  that  I  ventured  to 
touch  It  gently  with  my  own.  ventured  to 

"I  can  but  thank  you  for  retaining  any  memory  of  me 

with  trr-i'  °'  r  r  ■" '  -•^^p-^'.  ^y  voi^^chok^d 

^  nrlf  Tk      ."^'''^  ''"^"'■"•^  ''*'"''  •'^'^Ving  you  would 
U  w      no  delf"'  ''  '"="  "  ''""    ^"-'y-  MademoiselH. 

She  was  silent,  yet  her  hand  remained  upon  my  arm  We 
were  upon  the  bank  of  the  stream  by  now  and  ^erT  Ch^! 
SneT  "'  '  ""'  ™»dgeLid'the  sur^oun^ 
hi," J''  "''*f,'"J''<l«  "°^  deep,"  he  said  in  explanation  of 

ive'  herL  H    '*  '!"'  'f "  '^"'y  *^  ladies  across,  and 
save  them  the  discomfort  of  wet  feet." 

ch^Z  I^f  i,""^"'  P'"'"'"^  "P  "''=  °"=  "^^«st  him.   who 
chanced  to  be  Rene,  in  his  arms  as  if  she  had  been  a  child 

hesitlT  ^  disappeared,  plashing  through  the  water. 

tenln  f'  '7^'"f  ^'■°'"  ^''  ''°"^'  ^"d  mamier  he  in- 
tended to  return  after  Mademoiselle 

leslfnrn''"!'"  "u"  ''"f!,"°"^d  mockingly,  "are  you  fearful 
lest  1  prove  too  heavy  ? 

I  ^'!J'i'rf i"^  '''^"™^'  ''"''  """-^'y  ^^  °ff««d  before 
L,W  J  u  '.""^  ^""'  ''^'P'"S^  ''^■-  fo™  s°  closely  I 
Tn     >f  i"-!  "H"^'"'''  "'^"'''''"^  °f  ^^'  heart  against  my 

I  felt  ^°'  t"  f'  '°">' '"""  ■"* '"  *«<=-  °f^°y"«s' 

1  telt  the  shapely  roundness  of  one  arm  where  she  rested 
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it  confidingly  across  my  shoulder,  and  as  I  stepped  cau- 
tiously down  into  the  water,  thus  bearing  my  fair  burden, 
her  loosened  hair  brushed  my  cheek,  her  soft  breath  fanned 
me.  I  know  not  if  I  held  her  more  tightly  than  I  needed, 
but  her  lips  uttered  no  protest,  and  I  forgot,  in  the  intoxi- 
cation of  that  moment,  all  else  save  that  I  held  my  lady  of 
love  pressed  close  against  my  heart.  What  would  I  not 
have  given  to  view  her  face,  to  read  within  the  clear  depths 
of  her  truthful  gray  eyes  wh?'=oever  of  message  might  be 
hiding  there.  Twice  I  endeavored  to  speak,  to  breathe 
words  of  passion  bom  of  that  sudden  intimacy,  but  a  strong 
sense  of  honor  restrained  ,me.  Two  barriers  now  arose, 
grim  and  uny  !  ding,  betwetn  us  — her  plighted  word  to 
Challoner,  ari  Me  stern  fact  that  I  was  no  more  than  a 
penniless  adventurer.  Across  neither  barrier  would  I  seek 
to  leap;  yet  I  strained  her  to  me,  feeling  the  quickened 
heaving  of  her  bosom,  even  the  soft  touch  of  her  warm 
cheek  against  mine,  while  the  blood  swept  through  my  veins 
with  a  glow  like  fire. 

It  was  all  the  happening  of  a  minute,  and  upon  the  other 
shore,  barely  distinguishable  amid  the  dense  shrubbery,  we 
came  suddenly  upon  the  others.  I  doubt  if  I  should  have 
seen  them  had  not  the  Englishman  spoken,  his  voice,  I 
thought,  strained  and  unnatural. 

"  Ah,  Monsieur  de  Coubert,  so  it  was  too  long  to  wait  for 
my  return,  especially  as  the  lady  was  willing,"  he  said  sar- 
castically, and  I  made  out  as  I  placed  Mistress  Alene  upon 
her  feet  that  he  held  his  own  companion  by  the  arm.  "  Well 
then,  Rene,  'tis  not  our  nature  to  interfere  with  pleasure. 
Come  you  ahead  with  me.  It  will  scarcely  be  more  danger- 
ous than  loitering  behind  unattended,  and  it  becomes  quite 
evident  Monsieur  de  Coubert  already  has  his  hands  full." 
My  face  flamed,  and  I  would  have  answered  him  hotly, 
for  his  words  stung,  but  before  I  could  recover  from  the 
first  surprise  of  so  unexpected  a  greeting,  the  two  had  van- 
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ished  into  the  gloom  of  the  trail  ahead   and  we  were  left 

for  she  touched  me  gently  with  her  hand 

"He  was  ever  a  hot-head,  Monsieur  de  Coubert  and  will 
cool  just  as  quickly  when  the  first  flame  dies  down  "  The 
sa.d,  as  though  striving  to  make  excuse  for  him.  "  s;  whv 
worry  over  such  impetuous  speech?  Surely,  the  way  is  no^ 
long  that  you  will  be  thus  burdened  by  my  company." 
It  could  never  bt  too  long,"  I  answered,  greatly  re- 

reLlt  "''or  ■■  Trl'\  '""  "°'  ''  ="'  -^^""^^  ^o  the 
rZh  r  "'".  ,  '■'^''y  '°  *^^'^  *°'«'"  °ver  the  out- 
raged  feehngs  of  Monsieur  Challoner.  I  feared  his  incon- 
siderate words  might  prove  hurtful  to  you  " 

To  me?    Pish  I   I  have  known  Robert  long  enough  not 

Befr?.'-  "'•  1=  °"'  "''°  '^"^^^  «"'•  -"^  reflects  later 
Before  this  n.ght  ends  he  will  most  likely  be  at  my  feet 
with  an  apology."  '        ' 

CerUs.  she  must  queen  it  over  him;  nor  was  I  greatlv 
pleased  to  hear  her  thus  openly  assert  her  power-shI  was 
all  too  certam  of  it  for  my  liking. 

"But,  Captain  de  Coubert,"  she  went  on,  glancing  at  me 
cunously,  and  breaking  in  upon  my  rev;rie,  "  thV  wm 
be  far  m  our  advance  unless  we  hurry.    Faith,  but  this  is 
a  most  gruesome  spot  in  which  to  stand  conversing  at  night 
I  pray  you  help  me  in  climbing  the  bank  "  ^         s    ■ 

The  trail  we  were  compelled  to  follow  proved  a  narrow 
one,  yet  fairly  clear  of  underbrush,  the  trees  upon  either 
side  a  veritable  wall  of  blackness,  their  long  bran^es  arch- 
ng  like  a  roof  overhead.    I  thought  I  could  hear  the  soft 

^Tff  "T  """"""'  '°  °""  '^f'-  '""^  we  '""St  have 
tinT^^"^  ^"^''  °^  "'  "'*°"eh  the  eye  could  dis- 
tinguish nothing  of  Its  presence.  Indeed  I  could  only  feel  my 
way  forward  with  slow  uncertainty,  one  groping  hand  touch- 
mg  the  ree-trunks  as  we  passed;  the  other  clasping  Made- 
moiselle s  arm,  and  thus  holding  her  close  against  me.    No 
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doubt  that  solemn,  dead  silence  awed  her,  the  intense  gloom 
became  a  weight  upon  her  spirits,  for  she  clung  ever  more 

^^w,,  T  ^.^'V"^"''''''  ^^  ^  ~"'<>  frequently  re- 
mark the  sharp  mtake  of  her  breathing,  the  quick  start  of 
alarm  which  sent  its  quiver  through  her  body  at  each  un- 
wonted sound  that  greeted  us.  We  spoke  but  little,  and  I 
felt  she  already  regretted  that  foolish  quarrel  with  Challoner, 
even  though  she  chose  in  pride  to  make  light  of  it  in  mv 
presence.  Once  she  asked  a  question,  whispering  the  words 
close  beside  my  ear,  as  if  fearing  the  very  sound  of  her 
own  voice  amid  such  oppressive  silence 

«hin^'' w  ^yj"'}^^^'  W°nsi<=">-,  lying  just  without  the 

..         Was  It  he  with  whom  you  fought?" 

"Yes"  I  returned  evasively,  not  intending  to  tell  her 

then  who  the  fellow  was.     "And  but  for  the  unexpected 

arrival  _of  Lieutenant  Challoner,  it  most  likely  would  have 

I  felt  her  shiver  as  though  my  careless  words  had  been  a 
chill   while  her  fingers  tightened  upon  my  sleeve. 

Was  It  so  desperate  a  struggle  as  that?  It  must  have 
been  our  prayers.  Monsieur,  that  brought  him  to  your  rescue. 
I  was  terrible  m  that  dark  cellar,  Ustening;  I  tremble  yet 
at  memory  of  it.  And  Rene  and  I  both  prayed  that  you 
might  be  spared  -  nor  was  it  in  selfishness,  Monsieur.  Who 
was  the  man?  one  of  Monsieur  QuiUeriez's  guards,  for  he 
was  surely  not  an  Indian?" 

"  It  was  the  half-breed.  Mademoiselle." 

"The  half-breed  ?  "  her  accent  almost  "incredulous.  "  The 
half-breed?  Mean  you  Pierre?  Was  he  there,  waiting  for 
Monsieur  Quillenez?  Surely  there  was  more  of  villany  in 
that  blackness  than  I  had  before  supposed." 

"It  was  all  part  of  some  well  laid  plot,  no  doubt"  I 
answered,  marvelling  at  the  quickness  with  which  she  con- 
nected these  facts,  "although  we  may  never  know  more  as 
to  Its  details.    Anyhow,  the  half-breed  was  there,  waiting  in 
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ne  mistook  me  at  first  for  that  interesting  individual   but 
was  soon  otherwise  informed."  'naiviauai,  but 

"And  — and  you  killed  him,  Monsieur'" 

Her  voice  faltered  to  the  direct  question,  but  I  responded 

te::s'S^:^rz'SSL^s:^'-'^-  ^^-'^'- 
sh!  srditVer '" '" """'  '''""='''^- ""'  ^-  "'^ "-™ 

"  I  am  not  sorry  he  is  dead,"  she  said  at  last  soberly  "  for 
thur:udde?-"""°r*r  *°  '-.  »""  it  seems  te^'to  Z 

Strange  that  these  gentle  words  should  have  hurt  me 
yet  I  never  once  thought  of  the  deep,  womanly  tendemTs,' 
to  which  they  gave  utterance;  they  sounded  to  me  lik^re 
joicing  over  the  prowess  of  that  Englishman. 

His  life  was  fairly  forfeit  to  me  by  every  law  of  the 

border,"  I  retorted  somewhat  bitterly;  "'and  ylr TejoL  n^ 

ibbe"me"o7'^""  '"""^'^  ''  ''  Lieutenant' ChallonT;:!! 

MaS:moTs:i.:."""'  ^""  ''"'"''  ''  '"  -^-^'y  '"  t-e. 

She  drew  sharply  away  from  me  into  the  darknp«   ,«A 

stopped  still  as  if  I  had  struck  her  '  '"'' 

rJ.7°?,,'"''"".^"'"*"'''  Monsieur,"  and  her  low  voice  was 

TleZlrf  ""'"^J-  " '""'''  '^  '°  -y  ™"d  no  ^irt^e 
m  revenge.     I  rejoiced  merely  that  the  blood  of  even  this 

remember  you  as  an  honorable  soldier,  and  not  a  sava  J 
Remorseless  for  vengeance.  I  am  not' an  Indl  bu7fn 
Englishwoman,  Monsieur,  and  for  that  reason  am  indeed 

frnirhletr.^'"  ^'  ''''  '''''  '^^^^  "^^^ 
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It  was  not  in  my  long  forest  training  to  comprehend  her 
meaning  fully,  and  I  dimly  wondered  why,  if  she  considered 
such  act  a  disgrace,  she  could  condone  it  in  his  case  and 
not  in  mine.    The  thought  found  partial  utterance. 

"Nor  do  I  know,"  she  answered,  yet  speaking  with  a 
hesitancy  I  could  not  fail  to  rem  rk.  "  A  woman  does  not 
always  reason,  Monsieur;  she  feels.  I  do  not  rejoice  over 
this  act  of  Robert  Challoner;  I  am  simply  glad  it  was  not 
you  who  did  i:.  Beyond  that  it  is  not  right  you  should 
question  me." 

The  slight  reproof  within  her  voice  was  unmistakable, 
and  I  hastened  to  change  <he  topic  of  our  conversation. 
We  spoke  of  many  things  as  we  moved  slowly  forward 
through  the  black  overshadowing  night,  her  hand  upon  my 
arm,  her  face  upturned  as  she  responded  to  my  question- 
ing, or  gave  me  her  own  thought  in  unrestrained  frankness. 
It  was  all  a  most  strange  happening,  and  often  since  have 
I  turned  in  thankfulness  to  Providence,  which  puarded  us 
through  the  treacherous  blackness  of  that  midnight  road. 
It  was  more  the  careless  stroll  of  lovers  down  some  safe 
and  familiar  lane,  than  an  attempt  at  escape  from  deadly 
peril,  with  red  fiends  haunting  each  step  of  the  unknown, 
shrouded  path.     I  remember  that,  as  the  thoughtless  mo- 
ments slipped  by,  I  grew  forgetful  of  everything,  excepting 
only  that  unconscious  girl  at  my  side,  and  I  believe  every 
sense  of  surrounding  danger  became  blotted  from  her  mind, 
as  she  opened  to  me  those  little  glimpses  of  her  heart  and 
life.     It  abides  with  me  now  in  sweetest  memory;    I  can 
inhale  again  the  fragrance  of  the  woods,  the  perfume  of  the 
wild  flowers  crushed  beneath  our  feet;    I  hear  the  call  of 
distant  night  birds,  the  rustling  of  leaves  overhead,  the  soft 
murmur  of  her  low  voice  in  my  ear;  I  feel  the  vagrant  trees 
sweeping  my  cheek  in  the  play  of  the  wind. 

Yet  under  God  I  realize  this  day  all  that  deadly  peril 
which  then  menaced  our  careless  loitering;    how  narrow 
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prec,p,ce  of  discovery,  and  passed  by  unseen?^uSard 
Be  quiet,"  he  commanded  anxiously.    "There  is  some. 


CHAPTER   XXXII 

THE  SUHPRISE  OF  DALZELL's  MEN 

'T^HE  intense  excitement  manifest  in  Challoner's  voice 
*     startled  me.  and  I  immediately  drew  Mademoiselle 
down  mto  the  covert  of  bushes,  close  at  my  side,  and  peered 
anxiously  forth  to  learn  if  possible  the  cause  for  his  alarm. 
I  could  see  or  hear  little;  nothing,  indeed,  out  of  the  ordi- 
nary at  such  a  time  and  place.    The  heavy  forest  growth, 
hrough  which  we  had  been  groping  our  slow  progress  so 
long,  fell  away  just  in  front  of  where  we  now  rested,  and 
our  eyes  trained  by  the  vigils  of  the  night,  could  distinguish 
a  few  objects  within  the  narrow  radius  of  vision.    To  our 
right  and  front,  topping  a  somewhat  higher  elevation  of 
ground,  stood  a  rather  pretentious  log  cabin,  its  bare  out- 
lines plainly  silhouetted  against  the  lighter  sky,  but  appear- 
ing lonely  and  deserted.    Toward  the  left  I  could  dimly  trace 
another  shadow,  but  of  such  peculiar  shape  as  to  yield  no 
conception  as  to  what  it  might  represent.     The  sound  of 
switly  running  water  close  at  hand,  mingling  with  the 
rustle  of  leaves  overhead,  alone  disturbed  th^  brooding  still- 
ness of  the  night.  ^ 

"I  can  neither  hear  nor  see  ar  'hing  suspicious,"  I  ven- 
tured at  last,  confident  the  trouble  must  lie  with  the  Lieu- 
tenant s  over-taxed  nerves.  "  It  cannot  be  so  very  long  until 
dayhght ;  had  we  not  better  press  forward  ?  " 
.J  ^1'  ^'!'"  ^"'^  ^^  restrained  me  as  I  sought  to  rise.  "  I 
am  certainly  not  mistaken,  De  Cbubert.  There  was  some 
strange  movement  out  yonder,  just  before  you  came,  al- 
though It  seems  to  have  ceased  now." 
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l,.?*r'"'*1 ",'" 'P""*'  Ww"d  where  that  vague  shadow 

n  vam  for  any  further  information.    The  dim  .hade  K 

there  motionless  and  indistinct.  * 

;;  Do  you  know  how  far  we  are  from  the  stockade?" 

Ay,  a  tnfle  more  than  a  mile  and  a  half.    That  house 

.tandmg  aver  yonder  belongs  to  a  Canadian  named  MelX 

i  IJ    Z'  "k*".'  °'  "''  '""'  ^''^^  «•"  'hadow  deepens  S 

I  the  wooden  bndge  spanning  Parent  Creek.    We  a  e  hkelv 

to  discover  Indian  guards  there,  if  nothing  more"  ' 

reached  me  other  than  the  suppressed  breathing  of  our 
' '•  e  party.    I  touched  Mademoiselle's  hand  in  the  darkness 

me  that  sr"™*'  "'  "'T'''  "  "■°"«''  '"us  to  rtssure 
me  that  she  was  not  greatly  frightened.  Then  suddenly  my 
ears  caught  the  noise  of  some  movement  far  out  "n  tTe 
opaque  blackness,  beyond  that  vague  bridge  shadow  No 
sound  of  any  voice  reached  where  we  lay  but  therTcame 
a  steady  scuffling,  as  of  many  feet  drag/ed  along"  hTd! 

ostee,  %;'""'*"''.'  r"'""""^  •'y  '"«  sharp  clinking 
of  steel  To  my  mmd  there  could  remain  no  longer  anv 
reasonable  doubt  as  to  the  cause;  it  arose  from  a  con sider- 
ft  L^'  °.f -"enupon  the  march.  The  familiar  sound  of 
t  sen   a  quick  thnll  of  exultation  through  me,  and  I  leaned 

th.s  mean?  Was  that  mysterious  column,  wending  silent 
way  through  the  darkness,  some  organized  body  of  Cana- 

Z%'t'"LVt  """""f  •  "^=  "  =■"  '^"g'i'h  reenforce- 
ment?  or  d,d  it  form  a  desperate  sortie,  sent  out  by  the 
beeaguered  garnson  of  Detroit?  T  might  not  even  guess. 
Of  only  one  thmg  could  I  feel  confidently  assured,  no  body 
of  savage,  ever  marched  like  that -it  must  be  composed  of 
some  white  detachment  feeling  their  uncertain  way  with 
cauton  through  the  gloom.  I  plainly  distinguished  the 
sturdy  tramp  of  th.  first  ranks  as  they  struck  the  echoing 
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wood  of  the  brid^,  and  a  moment  later  I  obtained  a  dim 
view  of  vague,  scattered  figures  scouting  in  advance  of 
the  main  column.  They  formed  merest  smudges  here  and 
there,  so  silent  and  gliding,  so  indistinct  and  spectr-',  I 
was  unable  to  decide  whether  they  were  white  or  Indian, 
but  as  the  column  itself  loomed  up  dark!-,-  bo'Mnd  them, 
its  front  narrow  but  compact,  the  steady  t.p  of  the  men 
resounding  in  unison,  I  could  no  longer  doubt  —  these  were 
troops  under  discipline.  Challoner  leaped  to  his  feet,  im- 
patient to  spring  forth,  but  it  was  my  turn  no«r  to  catch 
and  restrain  him.  I  v  is  far  from  feeling  assured  as  to 
the  character  of  the  approaching  mass,  and  I  knew  too  well 
the  nervouK  vigilanrt  with  which  those  advance  scouts  were 
scanning  thi  (;!  .>m  in  their  front  — they  would  be  apt  to 
fire  first,  and  in,restigate  afterward. 

"Wait,"  I  muttered  sternly.  "Let  us  be  certain  that 
they  are  friends.  It  will  be  ample  time  if  we  join  the 
rearguard,  and  we  run  far  less  danger  of  being  halted  by 
a  shot  when  we  first  appear." 

He  shook  off  my  hand  from  his  arm  as  though  not  greatly 
enjoying  the  touch  of  it,  yet  remained  quiet ;  and  I  smiled 
to  myself,  it  was  so  like  the  action  of  a  jealous  boy. 

"Who  are  tliey.  Captain  de  Coubert?"  whispered  Rene 
almost  at  my  ear,  and  as  I  turned,  barely  able  to  discern 
her  white  face  in  the  darkness  of  our  covert,  I  could  note 
Mademoiselle  lean  forward  hoping  to  catch  my  answer. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  determine  safely  as  yci,  but  they 
are  certainly  white,  and  no  doubt  English.  It  is  my  belief 
they  compose  a  sortie  party  from  the  fort,  although  of 
greater  strength  than  J  had  supposed  might  be  spared  for 
such  purpose." 

I  cannot  convey  by  mere  words  the  deep  impression  made 
upon  me  by  the  steady,  ceaseless  advance  of  that  black, 
shadowy  column  of  armed  men.  There  was  an  impression 
of  unreality  about  it,  as  though  spectres  of  the  night,  and 
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not  mere  fleih  and  blood,  composed  that  weird  proceision 

InS'fir^nW  •'    V'''  *'"■  "°"""^  '•"  "''  «>"»  f~«f«»» 

life  No  li  "^  °'  »ccou,remen,.  ,0  >,dd  .embUnce  of 
li  e.  No  wh.,per  reached  our  .trained  ear,,  no  uplifted 
v..ce  of  command;    just  the  sight  of  that  shadowTllI 

owaTu,  asti  Z'  "'"  '"°^'"?  '°'^'^'  deliberately  dowl 
toward  us,  as  might  some  majestic  stream.  No  flag  fluttered 
agamst  the  hghter  sky  above  them;  I  could  de.e«  no  ^ 
pearance  of  umform.  not  even  the  sheen  of  their  gunT 
Demon,  could  have  thronged  that  dim  forest  aisle  witlTno 
T.T1  ;°'™"f  ■  "°  ^^  awe-inspiring  presence.    I    w.^ 

11  ^^/  *^''°'"  '•""'  ^°^''  ^^°™  »•"  'hose  haunt" 
shadows,  and  swept  stealthily  down  upon  u,  for  «,me  u^ 
known,  mysterious  end. 

The  little  body  of  advance  scouts  — not  more  than  t«. 
or  twelve-glided  swiftly  past  us  like  ^  man"  sSctreT 
the.r  moccasmed  feet  noiseless,  their  anxious  glances  sCng 

Back  of  these,  although  not  more  than  thirty  steps  behind 
and  apparently  leading  the  main  column,  one  Z  wa Iked 

STcIive  theT""*  ';"  ""'.'''"'"•  '"''  '  "'°"«'"  "-  d 
perceive  the  gleam  of  a  naked  sword  in  his  hand     CloM 

upon  his  heels  bore  down  the  others,  silent,  strong   ml" 

er  ul.  the  sturdy  sound  of  their  heavy  tread  in  °ha^  n^ht 

soilness  like  the  regular  beating  of  a  pendulum,  their  b^dle 

houZr-  °"^'7^"''  ^'"'"'^  "^^''"-  'heir  heads  and 
shoulders  rising  and  falling  with  the  uniformity  of  waves 
They  marched  eight  abreast,  and  I  imagined  I  could  Xrt 

he  white  gleam  of  cross-belts,  the  glimmer  of  gun  barret 
as  they  swung  solemnly  past.  "^rreis, 

Jd'l^th'  '.'"f  °?'°"''  ^"^  'J-»='PP»--ed  around  a  sharp 
officer  in  L'  u"'  ''^""^  "^  ^'^'"'  ^he  solitarj 
was  bu    ,  V        uT''  ''»^'  ^''"  '^'  commander, 

was  but  a  vanishmg  shadow  amid  the  dense  gloom  ahead 
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and  the  centre  of  the  main  column  had  already  reached 
opposite  where  we  lay  watching,-,  when,  without  the  slightest 
warning,  the  black,  night-wrapped  shrubbery,  along  either 
side  of  that  narrow  trail,  burst  into  red  sheets  of  flame; 
there  were  a  dozen  sputtering  reports,  then  a  roar  of  rifles 
seemingly  in  our  very  ears,  instantly  followed  by  the  awful 
reverberations  of  the  war  whoop,  as  a  thousand  warriors 
yelped  in  their  dark  coverts.  It  seemed  as  though  hell  had 
opened  on  every  side  of  them,  and  was  belching  its  horror 
into  their  very  faces.  In  the  swift  leap  of  those  deadly 
flames,  rending  the  black  night  asunder,  I  beheld  the  whole 
dread  picture  — the  white,  startled  faces,  the  falling  figures, 
the  disordered  ranks,  huddled,  confused,  trembling  to  sudden 
panic;  the  gleam  of  brown  rifles,  the  flinging  up  of  hands 
as  if  to  ward  off  death ;  every  agonized  look  and  action  of 
men  smitten  by  unexpected  disaster.  Then  the  dense  cur- 
tain of  night  dropped  down  over  the  awful  scene,  blotting 
it  utterly.  It  would  have  seemed  a  dream,  a  horrid  fantasy, 
but  for  the  cries  of  fright,  the  screams  of  pain,  the  hoarse 
shouts  of  command  yet  echoing  amid  the  ferocious,  exulting 
yells  of  the  savages. 

"  Down ! "  1  cried,  my  voice  trembling  from  excitement. 
"  Down  quick  on  your  faces  to  escape  the  return  fire !  " 

I  grasped  Mademoiselle,  forcing  her  face  downward  upon 
the  earth,  and  flinging  my  own  body  prostrate  between  her 
and  where  those  disordered  troops  were  huddled.  Nor  was 
I  an  instant  too  soon.  Spiti  of  vicious  fire  cut  the  black 
night,  irregular  but  deadly,  and  we  could  hear  the  fierce 
zip  of  bullets  through  the  air  above  us,  with  an  occasional 
dull  chug  as  the  lead  found  billet  within  a  tree.  I  could 
mark  that  dark,  shapeless  mass  in  our  immediate  front 
writhe  and  undulate,  creep  closer,  and  then  swerve  bark. 
ever  changing  formation,  its  outer  edges  already  beginning 
to  crackle  fiercely  as  the  startled,  frightened  men  regained 
some  control  of  themselves,  and  remembered  the  use  of 
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their  rifles.  The  bushes  blazed  with  constant  running  fire- 
^n/^°A  'rt"'^'<^-  ^'  =>"?"  or  terror  dominated  their' 
m mds;  darlc  figures,  naked  and  threatening,  leaped  forth 
into  the  open,  and,  with  fiendish  yells,  emptied  their  belch- 
mg  guns  mto  that  huddled  mass,  rushing  back  within  their 
coverts  to  reload.  Over  all  was  uproar,  hideous,  devilish, 
as  If  those  black  woods  were  thronged  with  demons  in- 
c^ate.  Here  and  there  a  single  face  stood  forth  in  sudden 
nfle  flame  clear  cut  for  the  instant  as  a  cameo,  white  as 
T  r'f.^y^'  ='^"ng  in  awful  fright;  men  cursed  each 
other,  fightmg  madly  to  get  back  within  the  centre  of  that 
seethmg,  revolving  mass,  while  dark  bodies,  some  among 
them  yet  writhing  in  their  age -y.  lay  outstretched  upon 
the  earth. 

AH  this  was  barely  a  minute,  although  it  .emed  a  year 
Then  above  that  indescribable,  hellish  uproar,  that  infernal 
dm  of  savagery,  pealed  out  one  voice,  dominant,  command- 
ing. I  saw  a  single  dark  figure  leaping  recklessly  through 
the  flame  of  the  Indian  rifles,  the  gleam  of  a  naked  sword 
as  Its  wielder  struck  remorselessly  at  those  huddled,  un- 
nerved men,  driving  them  back  into  line  like  so  many  cattle 
cursmg  them  as  cowards,  lashing  them  mercilessly  with 
tongue  and  steel,  commanding,  beseeching,  imploring  in  one 
breath.  Others  joined  him,  and  almost  as  by  magic,  began 
mouldmg  the  seething,  frightened  mob  into  some  semblance 
of  a  hne  of  battle,  forcing  the  crazed  men  into  their  proper 
places  with  bitter  blows  and  taunts.  It  made  my  blood 
leap  to  see  it  done;  to  watch  those  few  figures  pressing 
dauntlessly  here  and  there,  their  backs  turned  contempt- 
uously to  the  savage  fire,  utterly  heedless  of  death,  and  to 
hear  that  one  dominant  voice  of  authority  cracking  above 
the  uproar  like  the  cruel  lash  of  a  whip. 

"Back  there!  Stand  back,  you  sneaking,  cowardly 
hounds,"  he  cried,  the  flat  of  his  sword  pounding  out  an 
accompaniment  to  his  stinging  words.     "  By  the  Eternal, 
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I  I;,' 


did  you  suppose  we  were  out  here  on  a  picnic  to-night? 
Damn  you,  take  line  I  take  line,  I  say!  This  is  battle,  and 
you  fellows  have  got  to  fight  I  Get  back  into  your  places; 
we  can  whip  all  the  howling  red  savages  in  these  woods, 
if  you  '11  only  act  like  men.  Here,  Gray,  Hobart,  Brown, 
help  me  drive  these  fools  back  into  Une.  By  God,  I'll 
shoot  down  like  a  dog  the  first  skulking  coward  who  dares 
to  run.    Get  back  there  into  line,  I  say  I" 

By  this  time  I  could  dimly  make  out,  by  the  faint  light 
of  those  spitting  guns,  a  squad  of  men  half  kneeling,  their 
long  rifles  pouring  a  scattered,  but  continuous,  fire  into  the 
black  bushes  in  their  front.  The  commander  must  have 
perceived  them  at  the  same  instant,  for  he  sprang  back  from 
his  fierce  pommelling  to  stare  at  them  a  moment,  and  then 
shouted : 

"  Major  Rogers,  charge  that  house  up  yonder,  and  clean 
out  the  riff-raflf  from  the  yard.    Take  them  flying !  " 

There  was  a  minute  of  hesitation ;  the  next  that  slender 
line  of  kneeling  men  were  upon  their  feet,  and  rushing 
rapidly  forward,  with  a  shout  that  echoed  above  the  infer- 
nal uproar  of  the  combat.  It  was  most  gallantly  done.  I 
could  see  the  spiteful  spurts  of  flame  cleaving  the  dense 
night,  and  those  dark,  leaping  figures  as  they  sprang  reck- 
lessly up  the  steep  hill  into  a  veritable  sheet  of  fire,  sweeping 
the  crest  clear  of  lurking  savages.  I  doubt  if  they  reached 
their  red  foemen,  for  the  latter  would  scatter  like  so  many 
hares,  but  the  diversion  helped  below,  giving  the  maddened 
commander  opportunity  to  drive  his  terror-stricken  men  into 
some  semblance  of  order,  even  to  throw  forward  a  thin  line 
of  skirmishers  to  sweep  those  death-dealing  bushes  on  either 
side  of  the  trail.  One  such  squad  bore  down  directly 
toward  us,  their  rifles  held  ready  to  sweep  the  covert  at  the 
slightest  sound. 

"  Challoner,"  I  whispered,  "  hail  those  fellows,  or  they  '11 
kill  us  all  with  a  single  volley." 
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His'iiS^T'.!'''  ?.'"'"  •"  '"''''  •""  ^'"'^  "''"6  Clear  and 

The  party  halted  as  one  man,  unable  to  see  anything 
where  the  voice  came  from.  Challoner  crawled  out  into 
aie  open,  h.s  hands  held  high  in  air.  An  officer,  attracted 
by  the  sound  of  his  voice,  cume  leaping  forward. 

"  What  is  it,  sergeant  ?  " 

"A  cove  what  looks  like  he  was  white,"  returned  the 
fellow  doubtfully,  "  but  maybe  we  better  plug  him  sir  " 

Gray  I"  exclaimed  the  Lieutenant,  striding  forward  heed- 
less of  the  levelled  guns,  "I  am  Challoner,  of  the  Forty- 
seventh  ;  you  know  me."  •' 

The  other  stared  at  him  incredulously. 
^I^Challoner?    By  God,  I  believe  it  is.    Are  you  here  alone, 

"  No ;  there  are  tw>  English  ladies  with  me,  and  a  French 
Omcer. 

''  A  Frenchman ?    Do  you  mean  he  is  a  fugitive  also?  " 
Ay,    and  the  Lieutenant  turned.    "  Bring  the  girls,  De 
Coubert,  and  come  out." 

I  lifted  them  to  their  feet.  Mademoiselle  stood  firm 
but  Rene  swayed  so  from  excitement  I  was  compelled 
o  support  her  as  we  made  slow  progress  toward  the 
little  group.  The  officer  surveyed  us  curiously,  his  eyes 
wandering  from  the  white  faces  of  the  ladies  to  mv 
own.    Then  he  lifted  his  hat  in  a  somewhat  ceremonious 

^    "If  you  will  kindly  accompany  me,"  he  said  politely, 
1  will  endeavor  to  find  you  a  safer  spot  than  this.    McBain 

go  on  with  your  squad,  and  clear  out  those  bushes.    This 

way  with  the  ladies,  if  you  please." 
As  we  moved  slowly  along  the  front  of  the  troops,  now 

swiftly  forming  into  some  semblance  of  order,  aalloner 

questioned  briefly. 
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"What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this,  Gray?  a  sortie  from 
the  fort  ?  " 

"Ay,"  a  bit  gruffly;  "and  like  enough  to  prove  a  fool's 
errand,  as  Gladwyn  thought  from  the  start.  Saint  Andrew  I 
but  that  skirmish  line  out  yonder  is  having  it  hot  enough 
even  now.  By  God,  Challoner,  did  you  know  we  were  within 
an  ace  of  a  stampede?  " 

"  Who  is  in  command?   'T  is  a  strange  voice  to  my  ears  " 

"  Dalzell." 

"  I  know  not  the  name.  Yet  hold,  there  was  such  an 
officer  on  Sir  Jeffrey  Amherst's  staff     Is  this  the  same  ?  " 

"Yes,  a  native  of  the  colonies.  He  came  in  only  this 
mommg  with  some  reehforcements,  and  nothing  would 
satisfy  him  but  a  sortie.  It 's  my  mind  that  Pontiac  will  give 
him  his  fill  before  daylight." 

"  What  troops  have  you  ?  " 

"A  portion  of  the  Fifty-fifth  and  Eightieth  regiments  of 
the  hne,  with  a  company  of  Rogers's  Provincial  Rangers 
These  last  are  the  best  of  the  lot  for  such  bush  fighting." 

While  he  was  speaking  the  firing  toward  the  head  of  the 
column  redoubled  in  intensity,  and,  as  though  this  were  taken 
as  a  signal,  those  shrouded  bushes  all  along  the  trail  became 
mstantly  luminous  with  flame.  The  re-forming  line,  not 
yet  thoroughly  steadied  into  a  machine,  cowered  under  that 
sudden  hail  of  lead.  Gray  seeing  it,  sprang  toward  their 
front,  shouting  words  to  us  back  across  his  shoulder  as  he 
ran. 

Take  them  to  the  rearguard.    Grant  is  in  command  there ; 
he'll  know  you." 

I  stood  motionless,  for  the  moment  fascinated  by  the 
tragedy  being  enacted  so  close  at  hand.  I  saw  those  slender, 
cringing  lines  start  to  shrivel  away,  as  the  scorching  rifle 
flames  swept  them  with  messages  of  death,  the  faces  of  the 
men  showing  white  and  ghastly  against  the  sudden  glare; 
the  skirmishers  along  the  flanks  came  back  toward  us  at  a 
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run.  some  falling  in  their  tracks,  others  stumbling,  weakened 
by  wounds.  Savages,  certain  of  victory—  horrible-looking, 
pamted  devils  -  leaped  after  them  into  the  open,  brandish- 
ing their  guns,  their  fierce  yells  making  of  the  night  a  pan- 
demonium. Then  Dalzell-a  tall,  slender  fellow,  with 
closely  trimmed  beard,  his  eyes  glowing  like  two  coals  of 
fire -stormed  down  the  shrinking  line;  Gray  joined  him. 
and  another  officer  called  Brown.  For  a  moment  it  was 
touch  and  go.  I  grasped  a  musket  from  out  the  open  hand 
of  a  dead  soldier,  and  flung  myself  in  front  of  Mademoi- 
selle. But  I  barely  had  snapped  its  lock  in  trial,  when  those 
shattered  troops  rallied,  swung  cheering  forward  into  close 
formation,  and  swept  that  accursed  trail  clear  of  savages 
from  one  black  covert  to  another,  the  night  a  babel  of  cries 
a  volcano  of  spurting  fire.  Discipline  had  conquered;  be^ 
neath  goading  and  taunts,  cursing  and  blows,  those  fright- 
ened entities  had  become  welded  once  more  into  a  fighting 
machine,  a  swift,  merciless  engine  of  destruction;  had  been 
made  a  rock  against  which  the  red  waves  of  savagery 
would  break  in  vain.  I  tell  you  it  was  fine  to  see  — the 
Briton  had  set  his  teeth,  had  become  a  wounded  bear  at 
bay;  he  would  die  in  his  tracks  now,  fighting  desperately 
while  he  retained  strength  to  strike  a  blow. 

I  was  yet  staring  at  this  dim,  ever-changing  picture,  my 
soldier  instinct  thrilling  responsive  to  the  gallantry  of  it, 
when  Mademoiselle  called,  her  voice  strained  with  anxiety: 

"Monsieur,  help  Lieutenant  Challoner;  he  has  been 
wounded." 

I  turned  toward  them  in  surprise,  finding  him  lying  ex- 
tended upon  the  ground,  with  both  women  bending  sympa- 
thetically above  him.  Instantly,  all  else  forgotten,  I  dropped 
upon  my  knees,  lifting  his  head  upon  my  arm.  His  face 
was  ghastly,  yet  his  eyes  smiled  confidently  back  into  mine. 

"  It  is  not  much,  De  Coubert,"  he  said  quietly.  "  A  ball 
touched  me  in  the  left  arm  and  side  during  that  last  melSe, 
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but  I  doubt  if  it  is  more  than  a  flesh  wound    It  is  loss  of 
blood  that  leaves  me  so  faint." 

I  looked  anxiously  about  for  some  one  to  help  transport 
him  to  the  rear.  There  were  .soldiers  along  the  abutments  of 
the  bridge,  but  those  who  had  been  in  column  near  us  were 
now  skirmishing  hotly  down  the  road.  At  that  moment  Gray 
came  back  hurriedly.  Upon  sound  of  my  shout  he  halted 
"Challoner  wounded?  That's  bad,  but  we'll  get  him 
fixed  safely  in  a  minute.  We  have  two  batteaux  yonder  on 
the  creek,  and  shall  send  the  women  and  wounded  to  the  fort 
by  water.  I  am  after  bearers  now.  I  tell  you  this  is  bound 
to  be  a  big  fight.  Pontiac  is  receiving  reenforcements,  and 
even  now  we  can  barely  hold  our  front." 

Stooping  merely  long  enough  to  cast  one  hasty,  compas- 
sionate glance  into  the  face  of  the  suffering  officer,  he  bur- 
ned away,  and  I  heard  his  voice  issuing  quick,  peremptory 
commands  at  the  bridge.  We  waited  in  silence.  I  cast  one 
glance  at  Mademoiselle  as  she  sat  on  the  ground,  her  hand 
claspmg  that  of  the  Lieutenant,  her  face  as  white  as  his 
own.  Rene  upon  the  other  side  was  crying  softly.  Then 
men  bearing  blankets  twisted  about  their  gun  barrels,  thus 
forming  rudely  improvised  litters,  passed  us  upon  a  run 
Some  came  back  with  heavy,  groaning  burdens.  Then  a 
red-coated  sergeant  touched  me  on  the  shoulder. 

"Orders  to  take  the  wounded  officer,  with  the  ladies,  to 
the  boat,"  he  said  gravely.  "  Give  me  a  hand  here  with  the 
htter." 

From  his  grufl?  tone  of  command  it  was  evident  he  sup- 
posed me  no  more  than  an  engage,  but  without  stopping  to 
«ilighten  him,  I  took  hold,  and  in  all  tenderness  we  bore 
Challoner  between  us  back  toward  the  bridge  head.  The 
girls  followed,  their  arms  wound  about  each  other  in  sup- 
port, and  I  could  hear  the  stifled  sobs  of  Rene  as  we 
tramped  along.  A  small  party  of  troops  went  by  us,  their 
guns  thrown  eagerly  forward,  their  set  faces  toward  the 
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front,  where  the  firing  seemed  growing  heavier.  A  guard 
of  perhaps  thirty  men  remained  before  the  bridge,  and  the 
young  officer  in  command  motioned  us  with  his  sword  to 
carry  our  burden  down  the  bank  to  where  we  could  see  the 
dim  outlines  of  two  boats  revealed  by  the  uncertain  light 
of  flickering  lanterns.  He  gazed  curiously  at  the  women  as 
we  passed,  but  contented  himself  with  hastening  the  move- 
ments of  the  sergeant. 

"  Hurry  along,  Joyce ;  there  must  be  a  dozen  more  coming 
behmd  you,  and  the  Lord  only  knows  how  long  we  can  con- 
tinue to  hold  back  those  red  devils." 

"Is  your  entire  force  engaged?"  I  questioned,  as  Joyce 
sought  safe  foothold  on  the  steep  bank. 

The  officer  swept  me  with  his  eyes,  as  if  wondering  at  the 
audacity  which  enabled  me  to  address  him  thus. 

"  All,  except  the  few  you  see  here  at  the  bridge.  Come, 
move  on ;  we  must  get  these  boats  away  before  those  fellows 
out  there  are  driven  back,  and.  Saint  George!  I  believe  they 
are  coming  now." 

We  deposited  our  burden  in  the  larger  of  the  two  boats, 
where  a  number  of  wounded  men  were  already  lying,  and  I 
stepped  back  upon  the  gunwale,  assisting  the  two  silent  giris 
to  places  beside  him.  I  saw  Mademoiselle  lift  his  head  and 
rest  it  upon  her  lap,  while  Rene  bent  over  him,  her  white 
handkerchief  wiping  the  perspiration  from  his  face.  I  be- 
lieved I  was  utterly  forgotten  in  their  anxiety  for  Challoner; 
yet  as  I  stepped  back  again  upon  the  black  shore,  Mademoi- 
selle looked  up  quickly,  and  called  to  me. 

"  Captain  De  Coubert,  surely  you  go  with  us?  " 

"  No,  Mademoiselle,"  I  answered  gravely,  yet  feeling  her 
inquiry  an  odd  comfort.  "  There  is  plenty  of  work  for  every 
arm  to-night,  and  I  fight  under  the  red  banner  of  England." 


I 


CHAPTER  XXXIII 

BENEATH  THE  ENGLISH   FLAG 

J  LINGERED  there,   in  the  gloomy  shadow,  of  those 
L  rtl    I!!'"^  '7"'  """''^'"^  everything  passing  below 
M       \^   ■  .^  "="  '"^"^'y  '"=y°"''  observation,  yet  I 
could  see  Mademoiselle's  face  where  the  feeble  lantern  light 
flickered  over  .t,  and  marked,  with  throb  of  unrestrained 
delght,  how  eagerly  she  scanned  that  dark  bank  as  though 
s  m  seekmg  me      Body  after  body  was  borne  down  the 
steep  track,  and  deposited  within  the  boats,   the  bearers 
being  dnven  faster  and  faster  in  their  unpleasant  duty  by 
the  sharp-voiced  officer  stationed  above.     The  continuous 
dm  of  finng  seemed  constantly  drawing  nearer,  as  though 
tfie  slender  Enghsh  fighting  lines  were  being  steadily  forced 
backward  by  ovenvhelming  numbers,  while  the  unceasing 
gtow  of  the  nfle  flames  lit  up  those  black  branches  arched 
above  me.     I   could  distinguish  the  fierce  voices  of  the 
combatants  with  occasionally  peremptory  tones  of  ccromand. 
No  doubt  I  might  be  of  service  out  yonder,  yet  I  would 
no    leave  until  that  boat  bearing  my  lady  should  be  safely 
out  upon  the  bread  nver.    The  delay  was  not  long,  although 
t  seemed   so  then;    the  soldiers   worked   feverishly,   the 
last  parties  coming  down  the  uank  on  a  run,  the  officer 
above  leaning  over  to  urge  them  to  greater  rapidity.    The 
hitherto  silent  rifles  of  the  guard  at  the  bridge  began  to 

thl.  rr'  ^"''  J  '°"'''  ^'"  '^'  'P"«f"'  ^'P  of  b«"ets 
through  the  boughs  overhead. 

''Cast  off  I    cast  off,  Duiand!"  came  a  sudden  shout 

All  are  m  we  are  able  to  pick  up,  and  you  may  have  a 


Beneath  the  English  Flag  345 

fight  for  it  even  now  to  get  back  into  the  river.    How 
many  riflemen  have  you  ? " 
"Six  to  the  boat,  sir." 

"  Hardly  enough,  but  it  will  have  to  do.  Cut  the  ropes 
at  once,  and  get  away.  I  doubt  if  we  shall  be  able  to  hold 
this  bridge  five  minutes  longer." 

I  saw  the  glitter  of  a  knife,  caught  one  more  faint  glimpse 
of  that  fair  face  I  loved;  then  the  lanterns  flickered  sud- 
denly out,  leaving  the  night  black  over  the  water.  I  heard 
a  tow  order  spoken,  the  splash  of  oars,  the  moan  of  a 
wounded  man,  and  the  two  dim  smudges  I  knew  were  boats 
faded  slowly  away  down  stream.  Over  the  hubbub  above 
me  roared  out  the  stentorian  voice  of  Captain  Dalzell : 

"  Grant,  move  your  men  back  to  the  other  shore.  Take 
position  rapidly  now.  The  Rangers  and  the  Fifty-fifth  will 
defend  this  approach  until  you  are  safely  over." 

I  sprang  up  the  steep  bank,  my  gun  loaded  and  ready, 
feeling  perfectly  free  at  last  to  hurt  myself  headlong  into 
the  doubtful  fortunes  of  the  fight.  Saint  Denis!  but  that 
was  no  encouraging  sight  which  greeted  me.  Twenty  or 
more  men,  their  red  coats  glaringly  conspicuous  in  the 
outbursts  of  light,  were  at  the  bridge  head,  many  of  them 
kneehng,  all  firing  rapidly  into  the  dense  masses  of  under- 
brush closely  bordering  the  trail.  Beyond,  in  the  open,  as 
many  more  were  running  toward  us,  stopping  now  and 
*hen  to  send  back  spiteful  shots  into  the  gloom,  where,  in 
'at  far  distance,  I  could  occasionally  distinguish  faint 
■  jwes  leaping  black  and  savage  in  some  sudden  outburst 
of  fire.  Rifle  flames  cleaved  the  air  on  every  side,  spring- 
ing from  the  heart  of  dark  coverts,  spurting  out  of  the 
tops  of  trees,  forming  a  perfect  ring  of  fire  along  the  low 
fence  guarding  the  Meloche  house,  and  glittering  like  fire- 
flies farther  down  the  trail.  The  noise  was  like  the  sharp 
crackling  of  near-by  thunder,  solidifying  into  a  deep,  sullen 
roar  as  the  barking  reports  blended,  the  unceasing  storm  of 
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of  the  battlmg  soldiery,  who  were  being  steadily  driven 
bacl^  the  pifful  cries  of  wounded,  deserted  to  their  fate,  the 
gruff  shout,  of  command;  while  above  all,  rising  stronger 
and  stronger  «  fiendish  exultation,  pealed  the  ferocious 
war  whoop  of  the  advancing  savages 
I  saw  all  this  with  one  quick  glance,  my  blood  leaping 

nZf  ^^"^  I?'"''  "^  ■''"'^  P°""'""K  """"y-     The  next 
h.  t  ,,  ^'    ''"'■  "'  ""y  "S*"  """»  "P  his  hands,  the  gun 
he  had  been  using  rattling  to  the  ground,  as  he  reeled 
heavily  agamst  me     I  caught  him  as  he  fell,  yet  one  glimpse 
at  h>s  face  told  me  I  held  a  dead  man,  and  I  laid  the  corpse 
down,  stnpped  hm  of  his  powder  horn,  and  ran  hastily  for- 
ward to  join  those  grimly  battling  men  out  in  the  open. 
They  were  without  uniforms,  as  I  could  see  plainly  enough 
now   attired  m  hunting  shirts  and  fringed  leggings,  their 
head<ovenngs  vaned  and  peculiar.    Without  questioning,  I 
knew  I  had  allied  my  fortunes  for  that  night  with  Rogers' 
Rangers.    As  I  pressed  into  their  skirmish  line,  upon  my 
nght  was  a  man  of  sixty,  with  long  gray  beard  and  the  frame 
of  a  Hercules,  half  kneeling  to  fire  his  long  rifle  as  though  in 
argrt  pract.ce.  his  thin  lips  tightly  set.  his  eyes  glowing  with 
the  fierce  passions  of  battle;  upon  my  left  a  mere  boy 
danced  about  m  mad  excitement,  shouting  crazily  with  each 
shot  he  sent  at  those  forms  skulking  before  him  in  the  gloom, 
perfectly  oblivious  of  the  blood  streaming  from  a  severe 
wound  in  his  forehead. 

"  Steady  now,  lads,"  cried  a  voice  which  pierced  that 
hideous  uproar  like  the  blade  of  a  sword.  "  Fall  back  to  the 
bridge;  the  soldiers  have  all  passed  over.  Take  it  slowly 
and  keep  up  your  fire." 

It  was  already  ticklish  work,  for  not  only  were  those  leap- 
ing fiends  fronting  us  down  the  open  trail,  but  the  black 
bushes  along  either  side  hid  scores  of  skulking  marksmen, 
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whose  fire  almost  scorched  our  faces.  At  the  bridge  head, 
protected  somewhat  by  the  high  wooden  supports,  we  again 
halted,  pouring  such  rapid  volleys  into  thos,,.  red  devils  press- 
ing against  us  as  to  hold  them  back  yelling  but  impotent, 
and  sweeping  the  near-by  bushes  with  a  constant  and  deadly 
storm  of  lead.  Rogers  passed  back  and  forth  down  the  rear 
of  our  slender  line,  calling  each  man  by  name,  and  speaking 
hearty  words  of  encouragement.  Occasionally  he  would 
suddenly  fling  forward  his  long  rifle  across  the  iron  shoulder 
of  some  borderman,  and  take  hasty  shot  at  a  dim  figure 
within  range.  I  caught  glimpses  of  him  in  the  continual 
flare  — a  strong,  compact  figure,  a  square-jawed  face,  with 
prominent  nose  and  deeply  indented  eyes;  his  plain  dress 
that  of  the  frontier,  his  manner  blunt,  comradely,  straight- 
forward. As  he  came  to  me  he  peered  into  my  face  in 
puzzled  amazement. 

"  By  the  Eternal,  you  shoot  well,  friend,"  "le  exclaimed 
cordially,  "yet  never  before  saw  I  you  in  this  company. 
Did  you  drop  from  the  sky,  or  come  up  from  below  for 
exercise  ?  " 

"  An  escaped  prisoner,  returning  my  compliments  to  those 
fiends  yonder  for  courtesies  received." 

He  laughed,  patting  the  stock  of  his  rifle,  his  eyes  ever 
shifting  from  my  face  to  the  battle  scene  in  our  front. 

"Ay,  and  a  Frenchman  at  that,  by  the  twist  of  your 
tongue,"  he  responded.  "  Yet  't  is  little  I  care  for  the  blood, 
so  you  continue  to  fight  well.  Stand  up  to  the  music,  Parley- 
Voo,  and  you  '11  always  have  a  friend  in  Bob  Rogers." 

He  stopped  suddenly,  listening  to  a  sharp  rattle  of  guns 
in  our  rear.  The  sound  rolled  lown  the  long  line  through 
the  blackness,  ominous  of  evil. 

"  Fall  back,  boys,"  he  cried,  realizing  instantly  the  dire 
meaning  of  it.  "  Don't  hurry  too  much  now,  but  we  must 
make  touch  with  the  red-coats.  The  savages  have  got  across 
the  stream,  and  are  already  firing  into  the  column." 
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That  which  w  .wiftly  followed  ha.  long  ,ince  becom. 
Jr?'  *""'"  '^*"  "y  '"  «bler  pen,  ,ha^  Zn"  T^^ 
only  a  very  .mall  part  of  it,  a  mere  unit  in  that  .lender 
finng  l^e.  .eein^  little  excepting  that  narrow  "ice  dS  y 
before  me,  realu.ng  little  but  to  fire  constantly  a.  weTon 
■nually  fell  back,  step  by  .tep,  before  the  fie  ce  "dvance^i 
tne  m«,lent,  outflanking,  yelling  foe.    I  am  glad  I  wa,   here 

S  to  lie  full  T  "*"  *'"'  "^  °*"  'y"  "'"'  "««'« 
tested  to  the  full.  I  witnessed  the  sullen  defiance  of  their 
r  treat   ,h.        ,  .^j,^;,^  ^.^^  ^^.^^  "«  of  j, 

back  those  thronging,  exultant  warrior,  bursting  upo„th«n 

Sg:'srt^:---«£^ 

«"-s  yet'it  'f  l'  ''•=  =°"""^  "^  "'°-  '^'°  - 
of T;™!^^^  .r*  ''P'.^heering  us  even  as  we  lost  sight 
!nnl  ^  T  .  °""*f  »'°°'"-  The  boy  on  my  left  dis- 
appeared, I  knew  not  when  nor  how     A  tall  m,n       1 

of  IJe  reYuc'.^rn'^'^'".'  '"'u"^  ^"^  ^■■"'  "''  "°*  ^■"i"? 
»nH  L  \  ^"'^'  ''"'  ""^  f^a^  river  fog  hung  dense 
and  sodden  shutting  down  about  us  in  great  flfecy  curS 

01  night.    Those  thick,  obscuring  mist-clouds  rose  and  fell 
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S^^','''  r^'''"""'  '•>'  """'y  *°"~'«'''  h»  «ye»  .taring 
pathefclly  af,,r  u.  ..  we  .lowly  gave  way  before  the  ad^ 
vanung  ,avage5  Dalzell  mw  him.  and  in  an  in.tant  hi,  tall 
form  leaped  recklessly  forth  into  that  enshrouding  mi- 1  1  ,ut 
even  as  h.  bent  above  the  man  to  lift  him,  a  storm  o(  bul- 
lets  struck  and  he  went  down,  dead  before  he  touch  ,1  the 
ground  I  strove  to  reach  him,  shouting  to  tl».v-  n.arcst 
me  as  I  sprang  hastily  forward,  but  none  fnll„«e,J  and  I 
was  hurled  backward,  stunned  and  blinded  by  »  volley  wii.ch 
seemed  fa.rly  to  scorch  my  face.  As  I  ca,m  staK^c,  I-m. 
agam  to  my  feet,  above  us.  like  a  cUrion,  roared  Rn^c,  Vs 
voice  of  command : 

"The  house  on  the  left.  lads.    Dear  those  devils  o.,l  of 
that  house  there  on  the  left  I  " 

Seeing  nothing  except  the  spits  of  fire,  hearing  nothing 
but  he  deafenmg  roar  and  rattle,  mingled  with  savage  yells 
we  leaped  through  the  dense  fog  like  so  many  madmen! 
clambermg.  stumbling,  falling  up  the  steep  bank,  pounded 
the  barred  door  down  with  our  rifle  butts,  and  dashed  into 
that  smoke-enshrouded  interior,  driving  those  skulking  red 
demons  out  like  so  many  ants,  battering  our  remorseless 
way  through  them  until  we  attained  the  furtl'er  wall  And 
there  they  trapped  us.  the  merest  handful,  grimly  and  hope- 
lessly frontmg  those  ever-increasing  hordes  without.  Sacrel 
how  the  memory  stirs  me;  how  cleariy  lives  that  picture 
of  desperate  struggle  painted  upon  my  brain.  The  bare 
desolate  walls,  the  broken,  overturned  furniture;  the  stem' 
powder-stained  faces  of  the  men  about  me.  many  bleeding 
from  forgotten  wounds;  the  thick,  stifling  smoke,  amid 
which  we  groped  blindly ;  the  ceaseless  red  flare  of  our  rifles  • 
the  curses  and  groans ;  the  sharp  incisive  tones  of  command  l 
the  motionless  bodies  we  trod  upon  as  we  changed  positions; 
and  old  Campau  bareheaded  and  white  haired,  standing  like 
a  statue  over  the  trap-door,  seeking  thus  to  protect  his 
women  huddled  in  fright  below. 
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Pardieu!  that  was  a  death-trap,  an  inferno,  a  memory  to 
bum  the  mind  until  death  comes  as  a  release.    Yet  how  little 
I  recall  what  happened  — so  little  it  seems  a  dream,  some- 
thmg  shadowy  in  which  I  bore  no  real  part.    Faith,  't  is  better 
so.  or  never  a  soldier  yet  but  would  turn  sick  at  remembrance 
of  his  battles.    I  know  I  fired  unceasi.tgly,  my  gun-barrel 
hot  to  the  hand,  grasping  powder  and  ball  from  beside  the 
dead  upon  the  floor  — fired  from  door,  and  window,  and 
loop-hole  into  that  shifting  mist  without,  which  was  red- 
dened by  flame  and  shrieking  with  the  ferocious  cries  of 
savages,  punctuated  here  and  there  by  glimpses  of  dark 
leaping  forms.    I  heard  the  chug  of  balls  against  the  solid 
logs,  the  screams  of  the  stricken;   I  saw  men  reel  and  fall, 
the  ghastly  faces,  the  crimson  stains;    I  felt  the  wind  of 
bullets  fan  me,  the  sharp  sting  as  one  seared  my  flesh;  I 
choked  in  the  dense  smoke-cloud,   my  eyes  blinded   und 
aching.    Twice  they  sought  fiercely  to  press  in  upon  u  .    ,nd 
we  hurled  them  back,  striking  those  red  hands  clutching  the 
window  frames,  and  battering  with  our  rifle  butts  against 
their  wedged  bodies  in  the  doorway.    It  was  then  I  cau  ht 
one  crazed  glimpse  at  the  face  of  old  Anse,  his  head  b^re, 
his  coat  ripped  wide  open,  his  eyes  blazi.ig  with  the  demon 
light  of  battle.    I  leaped  toward  him,  but  he  went  down  curs- 
ing before  I  could  beat  my  way  through  the  crusn,  and  when 
we  finally  cleared  the  door  of  that  red  scum,  there  he  lay 
dead  across  the  threshold.    All  this  is  before  me;   but  be- 
yond, nothing.    Of  how  we  who  lived  came  forth  I  have  no 
memory ;  it  is  with  God,  hidden  behind  the  swirling  smoke, 
the  struggling,  reeling,  falling  figures  crowding  that  room' 
of  carnage.    Those  who  have  since  written  the  history  of 
that  day  say  it  was  the  boats  upon  the  river  that  saved  us, 
sweeping  the  bank  with  their  swivel  guns  until  the  Indians 
fell  back,  ihus  permitting  our  escape  from  that  chamel  house. 
All  that  I  personally  know  is  this :  there  suddenly  came  a 
time  when  we  ran  for  it,  scrambling  dowr.  the  steep  slope 
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through  those  thick  banks  of  swirling  cloud,  stumbling 
across  the  dead  bodies  lying  thickly  in  our  path,  yet  ever 
guided  by  Rogers's  dominant  voice,  until  we  came  somehow 
mto  contact  once  again  with  those  battling  red-coats  who 
composed  the  rearguard  of  that  retreating  column. 

And  inch  by  inch  we  fought  our  way  southward  —  five 
hours  wmning  a  mile  and  a  half —  every  dark  covert  of  the 
woods,  every  fence  of  oaken  pickets,  every  Canadian  door- 
yard,  pounng  into  us  missiles  of  death.  About  us  the  fog 
wrapped  its  clammy  folds  of  undulating  vapor,  while  we 
struggled  grimly  on,  firing  blindly  at  those  flashes  of  flame 
playmg  like  fireflies  to  right  and  left  and  rear.  It  was  like 
a  march  through  hell,  with  every  ghastly  form  of  torture 
fronting  us  wherever  our  eyes  strayed,  every  man  holding 
his  life  by  sheer  hard  fighting,  more  than  once  hand  to  hand 
And  so,  at  last  — it  was  eight  of  the  clock,  they  told  me  — 
weary  and  wounded  and  heartsick,  we  of  that  stricken  rem- 
nant staggered  in  through  the  opened  gate  of  the  Detroit 
stockade,  and  those  great  oaken  doors  crashed  tight  behind 
us,  shutting  out  that  hell  of  battle  which  had  pursued  us  re- 
morselessly to  the  end. 

Faint  and  dizzy  from  the  first  reaction  of  such  breathless 
struggle,  I  leaned  back  against  the  log  wall.  All  I  seemed 
conscious  of  was  that  it  was  over;  I  could  take  free  breath 
again.  Moaning  on  the  ground  at  my  feet  lay  the  poor 
fellow  I  had  dragged  in  that  last  moment  to  safety ;  about 
on  every  side,  panting  from  exertion,  ragged,  blood-stained, 
white  of  face,  their  eyes  yet  blazing  fiercely,  were  those  who 
had  come  back  — some  fallen  prone  from  sheer  exhaustion 
others  trembling  like  leaves  in  storm,  a  very  few  among 
them  yet  holding  manfully  to  their  places  in  rank,  grasping 
the  still  hot  and  smoking  barrels  of  their  rifles.  Then  a  man 
strode  in  amongst  us,  bareheaded,  his  short  cropped  hair 
iron  gray,  his  eyes  stem,  his  lips  trembling. 
"My  God!"  he  cried,  gazing  about  him  like  one  de- 
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mented.    "Is  this  all?    Is  this  all?    Captain  DalzeU,  what 
does  this  mean  ?   My  God,  sir,  what  does  this  mean  ?  " 

It  was  Grant  who  stepped  forward,  his  red  coat  slashed 
from  shoulder  to  waist,  his  head  bound  about  with  a  bloody 
handkerchief,  his  face  blackened  with  powder 

"I  am  compelled  to  report  that  Captain  Dalzell  is  dead, 
sir,  he  responded  gravely.  "  I  had  the  honor  of  brineinir 
in  what  remained  alive  of  the  detachment " 

"Dead I  Dalzell  dead?"  Gladwyn  echoed  the  word,  as 
though  he  scarcely  comprehended  its  meaning.  "Where  is 
nis  body  ? 

"We  w-re  forced  to  leave  it  behind,  sir,  in  order  to 
save  the  hv.ng.  The  fighting  has  been  most  desperate  for 
five  hours  and  at  times  seemed  hopeless.  We  brought  in 
most  of  the  wounded,  but  not  all.  Did  the  batteaux  laden 
with  injured  and  women  arrive  safe?" 

"Safe?    Yes,  but  what  a  strain  to  thus  learn  of  your 
predicament,  and  have  no  men  to  send  to  your  relief  I    I 
can  scarcely  bear  such  burden.     But,  Captain,  your  com- 
mand is  completely  worn  out;  dismiss  them  to  the  barracks 
and  we  will  give  our  attention  to  the  wounded." 

I  walked  along  among  those  men  beside  whom  I  had 
fought  knowing  nothing  better  to  do,  and  so  completely  ex- 
hausted as  to  care  only  for  an  opportunity  to  lie  down.  With 
Gladwyn  s  words  telling  of  the  safe  arrival  of  the  boats 
all  mcentive  to  further  action  left  me.  I  stumbled  into  a 
vacant  bunk -there  were  plenty  of  them  that  morning  in 
Detroit --and  scarcely  had  my  head  pressed  the  hard  straw 
pillow  before  I  was  unconsciout , 
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eyes  were  bright  and  filled  with  anx^s  i^    t'         •"" 

to  ea^thU  da°r '£  '^  1'  ''"'"^-  "  ^"^^  "P  "  ^^  -re 
IT.V    \   ^'        "  "*"  ^'^P-  't  seems,  as  well  as  firht  " 
Although  every  bone  within  my  bodv  acheTr  Z 

head  touching  the  bunk  above,  and  ^S  tb  't      "■""' 

^rhi^vnz^in^'T'""-""^^^^^^^^ 

havino.  ,  H  ^  "'^^  ^  '°"^'  '°^  ^°°"'.  and  not  wide 

at  X%'r  Th'es  *'  ""'"  °'  "■  "■*  -^"  -"^-'' 
(,.n7*       ?  "^  "'^'■^  "P"'-  and  without  glass      Per 

beard,  takmg  from  his  hand  the  food  offered  ^    ^ 

i  have  had  more  than  the  one  night  of  it,  friend  "  I  ex 

-"iTver-^nr  "^ '"  t  ''^^  *°  ="'  '■'-  -[fti  - 

in  bod'Ld  ™tad  as"  .erTh'"    T  ='^"^°-"^'"y  worn  out 
y  ana  mmd  as  c/er  I  have  been  in  life.    I  am  glad  to 
»3 
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see  you  came  forth  in  safety  from  that  hell  of  Indian  fire. 

I  missed  you  after  we  left  the  house,  and  feared  you  had 

gone  down  with  the  others." 
He  stroked  his  long  beard  reflectively,  and  there  was  no 

answering  smile  in  his  eyes. 

"  It  was  rather  a  mixed-up  afl'air  after  that,"  he  replied 
gravely,  an'  I  did  most  uv  my  fightin'  long  with  them  red- 
coats uv  the  Fifty-fifth.  I  reckon  thet 's  why  ye  lost  sight 
uv  me  fer  a  while.  But  I  wus  thar,  just  the  same,  an' 
keepm  the  brown  barrel  het  up.  Did  n't  I  hear  ol'  Rogers 
<^II  ye  a  Frinchman  about  the  time  we  wus  tryin'  ter  hold 
the  bridge -long  whin  ye  furst  jined  in  atween  me  an'  thet 
xlolus  boy? 

"  He  made  a  stiff  guess  at  it,  and  chanced  to  be  rieht 
I  am  French." 

"/  =°'^«f./«<:koned  as  how  ye  wus,  fer  yer  English  ain't 
spoke  jist  like  ours.    Well  I  'm  from  down  York  way,  but 
derned  if  I  care  much  where  a  feller  cums  frum  so  he  's  got 
sand  m  him,  ner  neither  does  the  rist  uv  the  boys,  only  we 
naturally  wus  n't  expectin'  much  out  uv  a  Frinchman.    But 
blamed  ,f  ye  did  n't  fight  like  a  regular  rip-tarring  ol'  devil 
m.t  yonder  in  the  dark,  an'  we  sorter  agreed  atween  us  thet 
if  It  wus  accordin'  ter  yer  wishes,  we  'd  kinder  like  ter  have 
ye  stay  long  with  us  in  the  Rangers.    Bill  Hicks  an'  a  lot 
uv  us  hev  sorter  been  talkin'  it  over  while  ye  slept,  an'  while 
none  uv  us  ever  took  no  stock  in  Frinchmen  afore    the 
boys  told  me  ter  put  it  ter  ye  whinever  ye  woke  up,  an'  .ee 
whut  ye  d  say.    Thar  ain't  overly  much  pay  in  it,  but  thar 's 
liable  ter  be  a  fa:  r  amount  uv  fightin',  so  long  as  Bob  Roeers 
hes  eny  show  ter  git  in." 

His  manner  was  kindly,  full  of  the  solicitude  of  comraJe- 
ship,  and  I  thanked  him  warmly,  promising  an  early  decision. 
After  he  had  rejoined  the  others  I  sat  there  eating  slowly, 
my  mind  busied  with  the  new  problem  which  had  bc-"n  in- 
stantly brought  to  the  front  by  his  words.    What,  indeed, 
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a  panah,  an  outcast,  a  mere  dog  without  a  home  entile 
to  no  respect,  no  consideration  other  than  might  be'accodd 

fares' rclld'"^  """":  "'  '""■  ^'^  '"-•  ^-"-  o 
tar  as  I  could  perceive,  there  was  nowhere  else  no  soot  i^ 
all  that  westen,  country,  in  which  I  could  be  an;  better  off 

reception  on  my  return  to  Chartres      w„ 
ffreatlv  iriv™  t/fi.  >-nartres.     He  was  a  man  not 

greatly  given  to  the  acceptance  of  excuses  for  failure  His 
hand  was  ,-ordial  enough  when  there  was  work  to  be  accom 
P  shed  but  it  could  also  prove  hard  upon  occ^^on  bT 
s.cle.,  had  he  not  frankly  warned  me  that  in  case  o  capture 
no  such  name  as  mine  would  be  found  on  the  French  armv 
o  him  ;^^''  T  ^'"'""'^"  ^'  "-'=  characteristc  memory 
stn     Then  1 "'  '"'''  .'"^"^  '''  ''-^"^  F-"*  comm^ 

victo  V  L;"-";  "r  ""^''^'^  ^'*  'h-^  ^"^"-  of  bloodv 
vctory.  and  vigilantly  guarding  every  trail.    No,  it  was  not 
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■Ml 'ill', 


Monsieur  de  Villiers;  and  if  not,  what  then?  The  Rangers 
as  well  as  any;  they  were  a  rough  lot  of  border  fighters,  no 
doubt,  possessing  small  discipline,  and  employed  mostly 
upon  Indian  service.  Hardly  as  I  had  been  treated,  I  wouiJ 
yet  never  consent  to  bear  arms  against  France;  but  this 
Pontiac  —  sacrel  I  was  wilUng  enough  to  fight  it  out  with 
him. 

It  was  at  this  point  my  thought  recurred  to  Mademoiselle, 
and  for  the  moment  all  else  faded  away  before  that  memory. 
How  feverishly  my  mind  dwelt  upon  the  simple  incidents 
of   that    strange,    intimate    walk    through    those    savage- 
haunted  forest  aisles  —  the  confiding  touch  of  her  hand,  the 
soft  intonations  of  her  vpice,  the  words  she  spoke  so  gra- 
ciously, the  upturned  gray  eyes  when  I  left  her  within  the 
boat,  and  above  all  the  sweet  intoxication  of  that  moment 
when  I  bore  her  across  the  stream  pressed  close  within  my 
arms,  her  hair  brushing  my  cheek.    That  was  all  over  with 
now,  a  dream  and  nothing  more ;  I  had  no  doubt  she  would 
go  back  to  her  own  people,  I  to  the  intense  loneliness  of 
the  great  woods.     Sometime,  perhaps,  amid  the  glamour 
of  London  drawing-rooms,  my  face  might  rise  again  out 
of  the  mist  of  the  past  to  vex  her  memory  with  an  in- 
stant of  regret,  but  that  would  be  all;    already,  by  her 
mere  coming  into  the  safety  of  this  isolated  frontier  post 
of  her  nation,  the  abyss  had  again  opened  wide  between 
us,  a  chasm  which  could  never  be  bridged.     That  forest 
intimacy,  born  of  our  mutual  danger  and  need,  was  now 
altogether  of  the  past ;  perchance  ere  this  she  had  regretted 
it,  her  pride  of  caste  more  dominant  than  ever  in  moment 
of  reaction.    And  then,  there  was  Challoner.    I  knew  tlic 
plighted  word  of  an  Englishwoman  was  held  as  a  sacrctl 
thing,  nor  had  I  slightest  cause  to  deem  that  she  had  evor 
for  a  moment  regretted  it,  for  in  my  heart  I  feU  him  to  lie 
worthy  of  her,  a  soldier  and  a  gentleman.     So,  in  that 
time  of  decision,  my  own  duty  stood  before  me  sufficiently 
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''''^.'Ti  '°"'''  ^"^"^  °^  *•""  '«"'  l^"'  °f  what  indeed 
might  be  were  cxrcumstances  only  slightly  different,  yet  I 
could  not  presume,  nor  press  any  claim  based  upon  so  frail 
a  foundation.  AH  that  remained  was  to  avoid  her,  to  drop 
utterly  and  completely  out  of  her  life.    I  shut  my  teeth  to  it 

physical  could  ever  be;  yet  I  conquered  myself,  and  rose 
up  from  that  bunk  a  man. 

It  was  to  be  the  Rangers,  then.  Ah,  bien/  fate  might 
have  dealt  worse  with  me;  vet  before  final  decision  it  would 
be  well  to  seek  mterview  with  Major  Gladwyn,  and  tell  him 
my  story  frankly;  such  act  might  by  a  miracle  open  before 
me  some  more  amb«ious  plan.  I  walked  slowly  toward  that 
httle  group  at  the  table,  recognizing  b«  few  of  their  faces 
now  that  they  had  been  washed  clean  from  powder  smoke, 
bu  becommg  conscious  as  they  eyed  me  of  my  own  dis- 
ordered appearance. 

"  Lads,"  I  said  heartily,  "  I  am  truly  grateful  for  the  invi- 
tation to  jom  you,  and  am  inclined  to  think  well  of  it  al- 
though last  night  was  the  first  time  I  ever  struck  a  blow 
under  your  flag.  But  what  I  need  the  most  now  is  a  chance 
to  spruce  up  a  bit,  aiid  some  clothing  to  take  the  place  of 
these  miserable  rags." 

Several  were  upon  their  feet  instantly,  and  one  laughed 
grimly  as  he  made  reply. 

"Plenty  to  choose  from  now.  Monsieur,  for  it  was  a  small 
half  of  us  came  back  from  last  night's  shindv.  There  's  a 
pile  of  clothing  over  yonder,  such  as  it  is,  anil  vou  're  wel- 
come to  help  yourself." 

One  or  two,  among  them  the  old  graybeard,  assisted  me 
m  selecting  such  articles  of  apparel  as  I  stood  most  seriously 
in  need  of,  and  I  was  soon  quite  respectably  stocked  al- 
though the  clothing  was  entirely  of  the  rough,  border  varioty 
I  discovered  the  fellows  about  me  to  be  good-hearted  lads 
>n  the  mam,  although  coarse  of  speech,  and  boisterous,  as 
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was  natural  from  their  training  as  well  as  the  life  they  led. 
Tiring  somewhat  of  their  rude  jokes  and  border  boasting, 
and  becoming  anxious  to  push  my  own  affairs  to  some  con- 
clusion, after  I  had  washed  the  stains  from  my  face  and 
given  some  fresh  arrangement  to  my  hair,  I  left  them  and 
stepped  without  the  door,  hoping  from  there  to  gain  a 
glimpse  of  my  new  surroundir,^., 

I  was  never  of  a  dispositio  .  .reatly  inclined  to  melancholy, 
yet  I  was  far  from  happy  !■.  that  hour  of  bitter  disappoint- 
ment and  failure.    The  remembrance  of  another  opportunity 
lost,  together  with  the  recollection  of  Mademoiselle,  com- 
bined to  depress  my  spirits  to  the  lowest  ebb.    The  burden 
upon  me  just  then  was  indeed  a  heavy  one,  and  not  to  be 
easily  shaken  off.    Yet,  as  I  emerged  into  the  open,  some 
slight  feeling  of  curiosity  awakened,  and  I  gazed  about  with 
growing  interest  upon  the  interior  of  this  English  stockade. 
It  was  hardly  what  I  had  supposed  it  to  be  from  those  pre- 
vious glimpses  I  had  had  from  without.     A  more  simple 
system  of  defence  would  be  hard  to  conceive.    It  consisted 
of,  perhaps,  a  hundred  rudely  constructed  log  houses,  hud- 
dled together  with  no  apparent  plan  of  arrangement,  and 
extremely  small  walking-space  between.    Surrounding  these, 
yet  far  enough  away  to  leave  a  hundred  feet,  or  more,  of 
space  intervening,  a  high  palisade  of  logs  had  been  erected, 
which  served  alone  as  protection  against  the  Indians.    These 
logs  were  sharpened  at  the  top,  and  supported  a  narrow  plat- 
form, running  along  their  entire  length,  for  riflemen  to  stand 
upon.    A  strongly  barred  gate  faced  the  west,  while  close 
beside  it,  clustered  in  front  of  what  was  probably  the  guard- 
house,  was  a  group  of  armed   soldiers  on   duty.     Others 
patrolled   the   walls,   their   bright   red   jackets   conspicuous 
against  the  blue   sky,   while   I   noted   here  and   there   the 
sheen  of  brass  cannon.     All  in  all  it  was  scarcely  a  war- 
like picture,  and  impressed  me  with  its  quiet  as  comparcil 
with  all  that  terrible  peril  lurking  just  without.     Marking 


wmsM^^^'iM-  H*. 


I  Receive  News  from  Home  359 

it,  I  found  it  hard  to  realize  that  I.stood  within  a  fortifica- 
tion which  for  months  had  been  in  a  state  of  desperate 
siege. 

I  was  yet  wondering  at  the  spectacle,  even  rubbing  my 
eyes  to  arouse  my  faculties  from  day-dreaming,  when  a 
man  stepped  briskly  forth  from  the  open  door  of  the  two- 
storied  log  house  opposite,  and  started  down  the  narrow  lane 
directly  past  where  I  stood.    His  somewhat  peculiar  appear- 
ance immediately  attracted  mv  attention.    A  heavy-set  man 
his  short  gray  whiskers  clipped  halfway  down  the  cheek,  his 
face  florid  but  kindly,  he  possessed  a  distinctively  military 
bearing,  yet  was  attired  in  light-colored  small-clothes,  and 
wore  a  shapeless  green  coat,  buckled  loosely  at  the  waist 
As  he  drew  nearer  my  position  he  glanced  curiously  that 
way,  his  keen  eyes  surveying  me  from  beneath  bushy  brows 
With  my  first  purpose  still  in  mind,  I  ventured  upon  halting 
him  with  a  question. 
"May  I  inquire  if  you  are  an  officer  of  this  garrison?" 
He  stopped   instantly,   standing  squarely  on  his  short, 
sturdy  legs,  and  inspecting  my  figure  from  head  to  foot  as 
though  I  puzzled  him. 

"Surgeon  — Carver,  Fifty-fifth,"  he  answered  in  some- 
wiiat  gruflf  tones,  firing  oflf  his  snappy  sentences  as  if  they 
were  pistol  shots.  "  No  sinecure,  let  me  tell  you  — regular 
shambles  that  hospital.  Don't  think  I  ever  saw  you  before 
—  sure  I  never  had  a  knife  in  you." 

"  You  certainly  have  never  enjoyed  that  pleasure  as  yet," 
I  returned,  smiling  at  his  brusque  manner  and  professional 
enthusiasm.  "  I  came  into  Detroit  this  moming,  a  volunteer 
in  the  ranks  of  the  Rangers,  and  have  been  messing  with 
them  since." 

"  Came  in  with  the  Rangers! "  he  exclaimed,  interruptmg 
me,  "  and  no  wounds :■•  A  likely  story!  Anyhow,  you 're  the 
only  one  of  the  kind  I  've  hc-ird  about;  picked  leal  out  of 
half  of  'cm  myself  this  morning  -  must  have  been  a  ton 
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of  it.    Are  you  sure,  young  man;  hadn't  I  better  look  ve 

"l',.  V'~''T"  '"''  *'"»•  '««"  '"  'he  .ystemV        ' 
1  think  not,  doctor;  except  for  feeUng  a  little  tired   I 
am  m  most  excellent  health." 

n„lT/''  ^"'  ^"^  ''°  '°°'*  *»»n''nably  well,  now  that  sun  is 
ou   of  my  eyes,  and  I  can  see.    Thought  at  first  you  were 

T   7whTlH""  ""-"""'  ""'  '^«'  '"e  blaZ: 
1  nen  what  did  you  stop  me  for  ? " 

me'wh'^r?'/  k"u1'°  """''  '"""'^y  '^  y°"  '=°"'d  i"f°"n 

nl?''"^7?^7^''"''^"'      L''"*   »=='    '^h'"   did    I   see 

-second  building  down  yonder -one  with  glass  in  the 

Zn°"hTsTi;  T  ':  '''="'^''  ="  ''  •'^  had'rheu2,  m 
^™  r^  M  k'L'  °^  "  *'""=  ^''h  rheumatism -could  cure 
him  If  he  'd  behave  himself.  Sure  you  Ve  all  right,  young 
man? -don't  want  anything  in  my  line,  hey?"  ^ 

Perfectly  sure,  doctor,  and  very  much  obliged  for  the 
n-formation,"  and  I  bowed  to  him  as  I  turned  awaj.  I 
v^s^  aware  that  he  yet  remained  standing  there,  staring 

"Damn  it,"  he  called  out  explosively,  "you  walk  with  a 

mlht'"  "''.1.'"*'  '''-•"""  let  me'look To"r- 
SL;T     °°^  poison -won't  cut  it  oflF,  unless  it's 

vou^hTtl/'"''/""  "^r^  ■"*"'"* '''-'°°'''  f""'".  a"  °f 

Tl'stht^I  r     /'f'^-     "^"''^"^  =^^'"  breeds  more 

eihto  1 1       '"'  °/  '""  "■°^'''-    ^°"''  h-'f  °f  y°"  know 
enough  to  take  care  of  yourselves.    Well,  go  on,  then,  and 

Sicifb^iraryhTj."''™''  -- '-'  -'"^'°-'  - 

He  started  to  stump  off,  the  very  squaring  of  his  shoulders 
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and  you  „ap^„ed  .0  ^  dLXreriTC^X' 
to  ca  I  you     You  Ve  got  the  eyes  and  nose  ;?  a  De  Coubm  " 

asiors^:^^^--^-'-..:;^! 

take  it.^  Had  a  brother  Charles,  did  n't  you  ?  " 

steadv't^v'u''  '  '''*"''  °"'  '"'"''  »^'''"«  'he  log  wall  to 
•teady  myself  uncertain  what  might  be  coming. 

Sure  you  did -I  knew  him -odd  old  chap -had  hi, 

Sl"llT^r'  '':  'r— 'owed  tL  th'an  ai; 
inman  1  ever  knew  -  terrible  nervous -look  of  a  knife 
m    e  h,m  squeamish  like  a  won.an,    Xo  fun  working  ov 

I  sho^^.    ^    '?•  'T  "'  ^"  "''^  ^"^-l  °f  *«=  family  ? " 

on  whaTheT  ''™'^'  '"•^'  ""'^^  '"'^^"'  concentrLd 

on  what  he  knew  concerning  my  people. 

Where  d,d  you  meet  Charles  de  Coubert?"  I  asked 

VVinS  '   ";'""•  ""^"^  -'^-"=''  -""  him  th  re  one 

VVmter-poor    sl.ot- lacked    nerve.      Died    at    Asak. - 
miasmatic  fever -most  interesting  case" 

Died  ?    Is  Charles  dead  ?    How  do  you  k.  ow  this?  " 
He  stared  at  me,  deliberately  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff  from 
out  a  silver-mounted  box  before  answering 

would"„7^'-  ^:J'-:'  ■'•     '^^°''^^'  -  ""=h,   or  vou 

know?    GoodUrd,  man,  why  shouldn't  I  know?    I  took 
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the  body  home -hated  to  do  it,  but  wasn't  so  bad  when 
I  got  there  — nobody  but  servants,  and  they  didn't  cry 
much -hanged  if  I  remember  seeing  one  of  them  shed 
a  tear.  Most  infernally  good  wine  in  the  cellar -had  to 
leave  some  of  it  too." 
He  stopped,  impressed,  perhaps,  by  the  look  of  my  face. 
Ihmk  much  of  him  ?  "  he  asked  more  gently     "  If  I  'd 

t°hrou''f  "*"°'''*''  '""'^  °'  ''"'"'"''  ^  "''^'"  '"^''^  P""'"'  '•'"' 

"  No,"  I  replied  honestly.    "  I  merely  recall  him  as  a  boy 

whole  Hfe»°'  P''^'^"''>'-    ^"'  "'''  information  changes  my 

"Thought  as  much -rather  like  your  face,  or  wouldn't 
have  told  you.  Never  exactly  took  to  that  brother  of  yours 
-  a  bit  nifty,  a;',d  no  nerve.  Well,  got  to  move  on  -  most 
interesting  case  in  hospital  -  double  compound  fracture - 

fZ    u"Z  T  r*'^'  '°  ^°  ^'*  ''  -^°'  '°  '^y  something, 
though     If  that  leg  hurts  you  any  more,  better  let  me  look 

Charle?'  ^°"  '"^^^ -''''"  '°  '^°  "-K°'  better  chin  than 

He  did  not  turn  away  immediately,  yet  for  a  moment  I 

hard  y  saw  him      My  vision  was  across  the  great  water. 

and  there  arose  before  me  once  more  the  gray  towers,  the 

1,1^1'  n^  '°"^  castellated  front  of  the  home  of  my 
childhood,  all  about  it  the  sweep  of  green  meadow  land,  bor- 
dered by  a  dark  forest.  It  was  mine  at  last  -  mine  1  After 
all  those  years  of  wandering,  of  privation,  and  of  hardship, 
I  could  agam  go  home.  But,  Mademoiselle?  The  very 
thought  of  her  brought  my  mind  instantly  back  to  the  grim 
present.  ° 

„  "  '^■"i  "f  yver,"  I  asked  quietly,  yet  through  clinched  teeth, 

how  is  Lieutenant  Challoner's  wound'" 

"Challoner?  Oh,  Bob  Challoner,  Forty-seventh?  Don't 
amount  to  a  damn  -  wound,  I  mean.  Gunshot  -  right  arm 
-ball  extracted -slight  sliver  of  bone -out  in  a  week. 
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Lucky  dog-  always  was  — going  to  be  an  Earl  some  day, 
when  the  other  fellow  dies  — other  fellow  got  weak  lungs. 
Luck  with  him  even  out  here,  where  nobody  else  has  any  — 
got  fiancee  to  nurse  him  — what  do  you  think  of  that'  — 
pretty  girl,  too  — old  Maitland's  daughter  —  knew  old  Mait- 
land  well  in  '57  -  scraped  his  rib  -  got  nerve.  Well,  must 
go,  De  Coubert  —  see  you  again,  and  look  at  that  leg.  Wish 
I  knew  what  to  do  for  that  double  compound  fracture." 

I  watched  him  going  down  that  narrow  lane  directly 
toward  the  guard  house,  a  stumpy,  positive  figure,  every 
movement  decisive  and  aggressive,  yet  my  thoughts  were 
not  with  him.  All  things  past  and  future  stood  out  plainly 
before  me.  I  had  won  much,  I  had  lost  more.  Across  all 
that  fair  prospect  of  French  chateau  and  sunny  meadow 
land,  that  inheritance  which  had  been  the  dream  of  years 
which  once  would  have  proven  my  fondest  pride,  there  fell 
now  the  shadow  of  a  woman,  her  face  turned  toward  another 
Wealth  without  love,  the  dreariest  thing  in  all  this  world, 
held  out  its  fleshless  hands  to  me  in  sheerest  mockery.  Yet 
the  pride  of  it  somehow  remained,  the  pride  of  birth  of 
station,  of  power ;  the  pride  of  being  able  to  stand  once  t^ore 
the  social  equal  of  any  man  I  faced.  The  knowledge  swept 
through  my  veins  like  new  wine.  I,  the  head  of  one  of  the 
great  old  houses  of  France,  a  De  Coubert,  and  a  chevalier, 
could  hold  my  head  erect  amid  the  proudest.  Sacre!  but 
it  brought  a  flush  to  my  cheek,  a  new  light  to  my  eye  as 
I  walked  down  that  narrow  squalid  lane  toward  the  house 
with  the  glass  windows.  I  would  see  Gladwyn;  there  was 
some  sense  in  it  now. 
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A  PASSAGE  AT   ARMS 

VrJ^^-  */f  ^'^""^  °^  momentary  exultation  which  led 
^  me  directly  mto  trouble.     We  are  apt  to  receive  in  tWs 

r  rr:::r  i  '■""*  ^"^^  ^^  ''""'■  -^^  ^  "Te  -lutt 

IrZXu  °*  ""^  '"^""'"  ^'"^  "^  "=""^=11  -effect  on  those 
IhTch  J  7  T  ""f""  °'  '"^"™»'  -''hin  the  house 
which  proudly  boasted  windows  of  glass,  and  I  could 
pamly  distinguish  the  sounds  of  it  as  I  dr  w  near.  EvU 
dentty  the  group  of  officers  gathered  within  were  in  convTv^l 
mood,  possibly  celebrating  their  safe  deliverance  from, 
desperate  fight  of  the  night  before.  That  ^rn't  " 
the  dtd  7.^  "''"'  ^°'  ^"y  '^"^hy  mourning  oT; 
!^om«  ■'.rt  "  '°''^'"'''  P''"°^°P'^y  everywhere  s<r„ 
b«:omes,  Let  us  eat  and  drink,  for  to-morrow  we  die" 
As  I  paused  somewhat  doubtfully  upon  the  doorstep,  I  couW 
hear  numerous  voices  within,  one  loudly  uplifted  in  ribald 

iLt  fd  -w  ^l""^*"  ''"'*  ^'^  ^''''  f"--  "e  to  turn 
about  and  wait  for  a  better  opportunity  for  the  advancement 
of  my  purpose,  but  the  door  stood  invitingly  ajar  mv  spS 
was  unusudly  high,  and  I  stepped  recklefsi;  withinf   ' 

For  the  first  moment  I  gazed  about,  unnoted  by  those 
revdlers,  most  of  whom  had  their  backs  toward  me     I 
s^ood  watching  them,  wondering  to  which  I  had  best  direc 
my  questioning.    It  was  an  exceedingly  large  room  extend 

opening   leading  apparently  into  another  apartment  at  the 
rear,  a  brown  cloth  drapery,  which  hung  there  as  a  screj 
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being  partially  drawn  aside.    The  walls  of  squared  logs  were 
whitewashed,  as  was  also  the  ceiling,  yielding  to  the  entire 
interior  a  look  of  lightness  and  cleanness  somewhat  unusual 
In  addition  they  were  profusely  decorated  in  numerous 
ways  — with  pictures  rudely  but  cleverly  drawn,  heads  of 
wild  animals,  horns  of  the  bison,  all  artistically  mingled 
with  a  large  variety  of  the  weapons  of  war.     These  had 
been  most  tastefully  arranged,  and  the  entire  apartment,  in 
spite  of  Its  size,  possessed  an  appearance  of  homely  com- 
fort, extremely  attractive.     Chairs,  rude  of  manufacture, 
but  lookmg  strong  anc  restful,  were  scattered  everywhere 
while  toward  the   farther  end  were  several  tables    with 
benches  about  them.    It  was  there  the  present  occupants  were 
gathered,  a  roistering,  noisy  lot,  each  man  with  glass  in  hand 
while  numerous  black  bottles  were  kept  in  constant  circula- 
tion.    The  majority  wore  the  red  fatigue  jackets  of  the 
regiments  of  the  line,  although  here  and  there  were  the  green 
coats  of  riflemen,  with  an  occasional  yellow  hunting-shirt 
bespeaking  the  presence  of  a  Provincial  Ranger.    Altogether 
they  formed  a        ure  full  of  color  and  life,  and  for  the 
moment  I  gazeo  upon  it  with  aroused  interest.     Then  a 
half-drunken  fellow,  who  was  dawdling  in  one  of  the  big 
chairs  aga;nst  the  wall,  caught  sight  of  me,  and  called  out 
loudly,  with  a  laugh  at  his  own  wit : 

"Hullo,  there,  my  buck  I  What  are  you  doing  here' 
Are  you  lost,  strayed,  or  stolen?" 

Making  no  response  to  this  drunken  salutation,  I  instantly 
stepped  forward  into  the  room,  hoping  to  catch  sight  among 
those  present  of  some  officer's  face  I  had  seen  before.  I  had 
barely  advanced  three  steps,  when  one  attired  in  a  red  coat, 
a  httle  hat  perched  jauntily  on  the  side  of  his  head,  strode 
directly  in  front,  and  barred  my  progress. 

"  Who  are  you?  "  he  demanded  brusquely.  "  Don't  you 
know  this  is  the  officers'  mess-room,  and  no  place  for  any- 
one else?" 
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daj    i.pe.ative.  His  whole  ^ne"  a^^nf 'an';  o^ 
clned^o  h     "^.r'-'""^  ""^-^  '  ^«»  ««'e  enough    n- 

"Not  being  an  enlisted  man,"  I  replied  coollv  "=.n^  ^ 

that  ?  "  question.    Have  you  any  objections  to 

at  the  others  now  clustering  about  us  in  curiosify/'  "peSlv 
.nee  the  good  of  the  service  brought  me  into  th  s  hole     Bm 
I  think  you  are  about  the  oddest  specimen  I  Ve  comTacros 

y^  ha^f7ar'whar  '^^  ^'"""''  *^  <=>-.""- 
Ld  then  be  offT        '°""'  ''"""°"-     °"'  "''"  '»'  f«"°w. 

bufrh'iVck  tvir'b  *™"'' '"'  '"=°'"*  ^°""^  f-'. 

quarrel  '"'"^  °"^  "^^"  '"  "^^^-^h  after  a 

;;  I  sought  a  brief  interview  with  Major  Gladwyn  " 

Aly  errand  is  of  some  importance." 
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"OK  of  course;  they  all  are.    Just  the  same  you  can't 

"  This  chances  to  be  a  persotial  matter,"  I  returned,  losing 
all  pauence  with  the  fello«'.  "and  is  for  the  priva  e  co„! 
s.dera.on  of  the  commander  of  this  garrison,  not  .or  the 
ears  of  every  whipper-snapper  of  a  lieutenant,  who  is  without 
sufficient  sense  to  be  civil." 

Saint  DenisI  as  these  sharp  words  struck  him  his  face 
grew  red  as  the  flag  he  served,  and  he  sputtered  for  breath 
hke  a  drownmg  man.  Nor  were  those  others  grouped  about 
h.m  much  better  off  in  their  startled  astonishment.  The 
worm  had  turned;  the  despised  cour.ur  de  bois  had  dared 
to  sting.  I  caught  but  a  single  glimpse  of  them  as  I  swu„g 
hastily  on  my  heel,  and  strode  toward  the  door.  I  had  no 
question  but  the  Lieutenant  would  be  heard  from  long  be- 
fore I  could  get  without;  I  hoped  he  would,  for  my  heart 
was  hot  with  anger,  but  for  that  minute,  at  least,  I  would 
show  him  and  those  others  like  him,  the  unutterable  con- 
tempt I  felt  Nor  was  I  wrong;  there  was  a  sound  of 
scuffling,  a  gruff  oath,  the  clang  of  a  sword  leaping  from 
Its  scabbard;  then  a  voice  cried  harshly: 

•'  Come  lack  here,  you  ragamuffin;  come  back  here,  and 
1  11  wnte  my  answer  across  you  with  steel  " 
I  wheeled  and  faced  them,  marking  the  many  angry  faces 

hlnZsp"'  '"  ""'"«  '"^'  ''^  ^--  --'^  °» 
"Monsieur  questioned  my  claim  to  being  a  gentleman 

fft  meT"'  "^°'"  '  '''"  ''"^"y-    "  "°-   '"-•  -"  " 

" Monsieur- Monsieur  1"  mockingly.  "Are  you  then 
a  damn  Frenchman?"  ^    '         ' 

I  bowed  somewhat  coldly,  pleased  to  note  the  evident  im- 
pression my  calm  bearing  was  already  exerting  upon  those 
officers  grouped  about  this  young  hot-head 
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,u^L""  ^'^'''•.  ^°"»'«"':  wh-^her  or  not  I  also  deserve 
n,l  V  T^""^  '°  ^  '''"•    ^^  I  '°  understand,  then, 

that  you  condescend  to  fight  a  Frenchman  whom  you  do  no 
acknowledge  as  being  of  your  equals  ?  " 

f  JlLr'"  '"n  y°'"'.''^"'  °"'  fo'  y°"r  insolence  I  "  he  shouted, 
forgettmg  all  caution  under  my  taunting 

un'amed."""'  ^°"'''"''  *°"''^  ^  '""''"'  "  ^  *"  ^ere 

how"  °^u"  f^V  "''"■■"'  ''"  •"""•I  °"  *e  fellow's  arm, 
holdmg  him  back  stem  y. 

"  Don't  be  rash,  Maitland,"  he  said  quietly.    "  The  fellow 

Z'  r.v°^f ''  ■°. """"'=•  '°  -"y  "°"°"-    Your  lan^^ 
was  anythmg  but  civil."  6"«s«^ 

fj/itw  ^'^'u""''  °'  """  "'^^'  *«  """d  d^erting  my 
S^s  ,«  r  h,m  wonderingly.    Could  this  nincom^p^ 

this  mil  .ary  coxcomb,  be  brother  to  Mademoiselle?    Ch 
mg  could  possibly  be  less  to  my  present  taste  than  such 

I  sSd'da  ""  "  '™'  "  ''^'  ""^  ^'"^"  ^''°-  -  '°  -^ 
'•Your  namo  is  Maitland?"  I  questioned. 

And  if  it  is,  what  then  ?  " 
"Only  this.  Monsieur;   I  refuse  to  fight  you" 
An  instant  he  stared  at  me,  as  though  douoting  the  report 
of  his  own  ears;  then  he  broke  into  a  harsh  laugh,  in  wWch 
I  noted  some  few  of  the  others  joined 
"By  Gad,  I  thought  as  much;   he  asks  my  name -this 

and  then  declares  he  will  not  fight  me.  Damn  you,  sir  I 
don  t  suppose  you  will ;  but  I  '11  give  you  cause  enough  you 
sneaking  French  coward  I  "  '^""ugn,  you 

^tnnnJ'J," "^  ^V^'^'  ''"  ^^""^  "P'^f'-^d  to  strike,  but  I 
stopped  him  with  a  quick  gesture,  even  as  that  olde;  officer 
once  again  grasped  hi;  arm. 

"Wait!"  I  said  st   nly.    "We  have  had  enough  of  this 
boy  s  play.    Now  listen  to  me.    Major  Rogers.  iL  gdng 
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wnetner  1  am  a  coward  or  rot." 

The  old  Ranger  had  L.en  leaning  lazily  against  the  wall 
seemmgly  but  slightly  interested  in  our  cont^roversj  buTl 

ILZ  h""'^'"  '*  ""'  '°™"''-  P-l'-e  his  way'  oughly 
through  the  group  until  he  faced  me.     For  a  momenf    e 
peered  at  me  in  that  somewhat  uncertain  light.  hTsTec"  , e 
t.on  apparently  at  fault.    Then  his  grim,  hLd  face  relaxed 
into  a  smile  of  recognition.  ^ 

^   "Great  smoke!"  he  exclaimed,  and  held  out  hi,  hand. 

pJnl         T'.^  *"'  ''"'"«^  y°"  f'^"°ws  about -tha 
Frenchman  who  joined  us  at  the  bridge" 
Am  I  a  coward?" 

firl,™s  wlVh  ^°'''^'  "^  P'"'^  ^'"'^  -^q-^intance  with 
nrearms.  What  has  made  you  so  tender  all  at  once  about 
fightmg?     Is  it  lack  of  skill  with  the  small  s'^d    m^ 

J.  ?'^"'!.*''°'"  °n  'hose  interested  faces,  quick  enoueh 
totake  the  hmt  of  his  words,  and  thus  vindicate  mvs^"f 

landT7,h^'°.l!  ''^"''"^  '°  ^^^'  *'*  Lieutenant  Mait- 
and  .s  altogether  a  personal  one,  and  can  be  explained  'ater  » 
I  sa.d  ^reless  y.  "You  have  already  testified  a's  to  my  col;- 
age.  Regardmg  that  other  matter,  it  can  also  be  easily 
disposed  of  If  .„y  gentleman  present  will  kindly  loan  ^^ 
the  use  of  h.s  steel,  I  will  agree  to  disarm  the  best  swordsmTn 

Wades  "T  :"""  '^^  """"'^^  °f  '"^  «"'  mee,i:"orour 
blades.    You  have  mj  challenge,  Messieurs." 

th,t      V*^'  *  '"°"""'  °'  astounded  silence,  the  eyes  of 

SaLTmLfT  "'^"."'^  '"  ^""''^""^  .-ncrudulity. 
Sacre,  th,s  was  far  more  than  they  had  bargained  for;  this 
w^strange  boasting  to  fall  from  the  lips  of  a  wandering 
French  voyageur.     I  smiled  back  into  Rogers's  nuzzled 

o^n  w  th'r  r^l  °"^  '°''''  '^^•^'^  broSt  his  hS 
aown  with  a  sharp  slap  upon  the  table. 

I  really  believe  he  means  it,"  he  exclaimed  heartily. 


37*         A  Sword  of  the  Old  Frontier 

"  If  my  old  tuck  will  serve  your  turn,  here  it  ii  to  your  hand, 
and  may  you  teach  those  young  jays  a  lesson  with  it." 

He  whipped  it  forth  as  he  spoke  from  out  its  plain  scab- 
bard of  leather,  and  the  next  insunt  I  held  the  solidly  wound 
hilt  in  my  hand,  the  naked  b'ade  resting  point  downwari' 
upon  the  floor.  It  looked  to  be  a  ;  lut,  springy  piece  of 
steel;  the  touch  of  it  felt  good  to  the  grip  of  my  Ingers, 
and  the  thrill  of  a  swordsman  tingled  within  my  arm. 

"  Messieurs,"  I  said,  and  not  without  a  faint  touch  of 
mockery  in  my  vuice  as  I  surveyed  them,  "you  appear 
extremely  slow  to  respond;  are  your  English  blades  onlv 
intended  for  dress-review,  or  is  there  none  among  you 
acquainted  with  the  finer  points  of  swordsmanship?" 

These  words  were  sufficient,  instantly  supplanting  their 
wonderment  with  anger.  I  marked  the  indignant  ctir  o{ 
bodies,  the  growl  of  oatf  s,  the  glow  of  eyes  directed  toward 
rne.  Then  voice  after  voice  echoed  the  one  name,  "  Durand." 
Immediately  the  group  parted,  and  I  stood  there,  facing  the 
man  they  had  unanimously  chosen  as  their  champion.  He 
was  of  stalwart  build,  perhaps  thirty  years  of  age,  quick 
of  movement,  a  long  dark  moustache  curiing  upward  to  his 
ears,  and  cool  gray  eyes  containing  a  glow  of  dare-deviltry 
in  their  depths.  He  was  attired  in  the  dark  green  of  the 
rifle  corps,  and  surveyed  me  with  a  mocking  smile  of  inso- 
lei.ce  curling  his  thin  lips. 

"  Odds  lite  I  "  he  exclaimed  sne;ringly.  "  I  imagine  any 
one  of  you  lads  might  be  well  able  to  amuse  this  fel- 
low. However,  the  exercise  will  not  be  unwelcome,  anJ 
I  have  no  objection  to  plucking  the  comb  from  so  loudlv 
crowing  a  French  cock.  Only  I  beg  you  not  to  retell 
the  story  to  my  shame  in  England.  Well,  are  you  ready, 
fellow?"  and  his  sword  whipped  into  the  air  like  a  flash 
of  light. 

I  bowed,  not  a  little  amused  at  his  easy  cont  and 
confidence. 
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"Perftctly,"  aid  I  flung  my  loose  jacket  Vhind  me  on 
tne  floor.       Eh  garde,  Monsieur." 

V»  our  blades  touched  lightly  I  knew  instantly  I  fronted 
a  master     Long  of  reach,  strong  of  arm,  wiry  an.I  compact 
of  body,  his  wrist  supple  as  rubber  and  stiff  as  steel  his  eye 
clear  and  quick  to  observe,  he  was  the  very  beau  ideal  of  a 
light  swordsman     .\n<l  tlie  man  knew  i.-.  and  thought  now 
to  show  off  his  gracos  with  small  danger  to  himself.    I  saw 
that  in  the  self-satisfied  smile  curling  his  thin  lips,  the  care- 
lessness cf  his  first  posture,  the  showy,  boyish  way  in  which 
he  flashed  his  gleaming  point  before  my  eyes,  as  though 
expecting  thus  to  dazzle  and  fr:ghten  me.    It  amused  me 
to  watch  him  >n  this  early  sNowing  oil,  ev.-n  while  I  was 
stiffening  to  that  sterner  work  I  felt  must  he  ahead  of  us 
playing  but  soMy  with  his  blade,  until  I  should  become  more 
certain  of  my  own.    He  possessed  a  most  pretty  fence  and 
guard,  and  brought  forth  many  a  sly  trick  of  swora,  lay  that 
taxed  my  ingenuity  to  meet ;  nor  was  I  overly  well  pleased 
with  the  insolent  way  he  had  of  interspersing  bits  of  trifling 
speech  with  every  thrust  and  parry. 

"  Th-re,  Master  Coureur  de  bois! "  he  cried,  forcing  his 
glittering  point  to  dance  the  length  of  my  blade,  "an 
eighth  of  an  inch  more  and  I  should  have  had  ycu  It  was 
an  awkward  turn  of  the  wrist,  although  I  see  you  do  know 
a  sword  from  a  mariing  spike.  So  much  the  better,  and  I 
will  now  teach  you  a  few  more  tricks  worth  your  remem- 
biance.  Ther-,  try  that  one!  What,  you  know  the  guard ' 
Saint  Andrew,  friend,  it  seems  you  are  not  so  green  as  your 
clothes  would  promise.  What,  you  would  attempt  to  drive 
^e?  Odds,  man,  that  is  more  than  the  best  swor('s  of 
turope  hav'j  ever  done.     Parry  that,  if  you  can ! " 

We  were  at  it  by  now  in  dead  earnest,  both  fully  awak- 
e.ied  to  the  fact  that  this  was  to  be  no  boy's  play,  but  stem 
desperate  work  The  look  in  his  eyes  had  changed,  the 
smile  had  faded  Ir-m  his  lips,  and  they  were  pressed  tightly 
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together   while  his  groping  ,tccl  fel:  mine  cautioi.My,  with 
tha    50ft    purrins  carc5s   which   promises   deadly   action. 
With  swift  feint  and  Ruard,  thrust,  stroke,  and  parry  we 
tried  each  other,  ever  circling  rapidly  while  our  nervous 
blades  leaped  in  and  out,  seeking  vainly  to  ferret  forth  some 
unguarded  spot  of  weakness  for  direct  attack      Certej    I 
warmed  to  it,  ever  loving  such  antagonist,  my  heart  re- 
sponding instantly  to  the  reckless  daring  of  his  onslaughts 
the  masterly   coolness  of  his   defence.     I   watched   every 
movement  like  a  hawk,  permitting  him  to  press  me  slowly 
back,  heedless  of  the  loud  jeers  of  his  companions,  or  hi. 
own  mittered  comments,  if  by  such  device  I  might  only 
secure  some  safe  line  upon  his  sword-play.    And  he  forced 
me  hard,  relentlessly,  his  glittering  blade  never  still,  a  con- 
stant darting  flash  in  my  eyes,  whose  deadly  point  I  turned 
aside  as  by  instinct,  our  steel  ringing  a  merry  chorus,  our 
feet  shuffling  across  the  rough  floor. 

"Pish,  man,"  he  said,  "but  you  are  not  so  bad  a  hi-nd 
at  this  sort  of  thing,  now  that  I  am  beginning  to  get  you 
warmed  up  to  it.  You  have  a  right  pretty  thrust  from  the 
shoulder,  and  I  have  met  poorer  at  a  parry.  A  maUre 
darmes.  no  doubt,  thinking  to  show  us  a  French  trick  or 
two  for  sake  of  the  coin  it  might  bring.  Ah,  first  blood 
there,  my  good  fellow,  first  blood!  Odds,  but  I  am  begin- 
ning to  tickle  you  -  try  what  you  can  do  with  that  1  There  I 
and  not  so  bad  a  feint  either." 

We  were  at  it  now  hot  and  furious,  for  the  slight  touch  of 
his  point  on  my  cheek  had  brought  blood,  and  stirred  me 
into  closer  action.  Step  by  step  I  began  forcing  the  fighting, 
driving  my  own  point  against  him  so  relentlessly  as  to  hush 
his  speech,  and  force  him  upon  the  defensive.  At  last  he 
opened  his  guard  to  that  stroke  I  had  been  seeking  after 
so  long,  and  I  let  him  have  it,  thinking  to  see  his  sword 
fly  hannless  into  the  air.  But  a  quick  turn  of  his  wrist 
blocked  me,  catching  my  point  full  on  the  flat  of  his  blade. 
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•nd  hurling  :;  wide  io  quickly  that  I  nearly  fell.    It  was  a 
pretty  ,r,ck   well  done,  and  he  an,  ,cd  ^c  by  lauRlnnT 

Ah,  ha.  Monsieur,  other,  have  .tudied  also  under  Mon- 
"-"'  ^°""/"»  '"  »"»•  I  thouRht  from  ^our  low  -ojard 
you  were  from  .ha.  school.  And  ,o  tha.' was  what  you 
rested  your  boas,  on?  Odds  I  now  here  is  a  stroke  I  war- 
ran,  you  ne\'>r  learned  there." 

I  parried  .  with  a  quick  thrust  upward  thr.  r:  aed  hii 
.houKler  my  teeth  set,  .letermined  now  to  bring  •  ,tr„el 
o  a  sudden  ending.  Twice  we  circled  .he  centre  of  fhe 
r.  om.  .he  exc.tcd  crowd  making  way  for  us,  as  we  fouRht 

n',kn?^"       M  *"'  ""^  """'■'•  "^'"  E"Rlishman,  my  match 
m  sk,  I  as  well  as  strength,  but  I  kept  him  bu.sy.  testing  his 
knowledge  w.th  every  thrust  and  fein.  I  knew,  the  sheer 
audacty  of  my  fierce  attack  forcing  him  to  yield  ground 
before  me,  wh.  ,  my  s.cel  point,  glittering  and  ominous, 
twisted  .n  anr     .ut  along  his  protecting  blade.     We  were 
both  panting  i.r  breath,  our  faces  flushed,  the  perspiration 
dnppmg  from  our  bodies,  the  light  scintillating  from  off 
he  shmmg  swords  as  they  dated  back  and  forth  in  cease- 
less thrus.  and  parry.     Sain      -enisl    .hat  was  a  bout  at 
fu™lr  ,  "T^^'  '^^^t  o^*"-.    y^       as  I  strained  to  it  I  was 
thankful  I  had  saved  my  breath,  for  that,  and  that  onlv 
made  me  the  better  man,  forcing  him  remorselessly  back 
mch  by  mch,  fighting  like  a  demon,  until  he  could  retreat 
no  farther,  his  foot  already  pressing  against  the  wall      I. 
was  .here  we  ended  it -he  with  a  high  guard  to  block  my 
fern,  .oward  his  lef.  shoulder,  I  with  a  quick  upward  .hrust 
t>eneath  his  steel,  which  sent  the  point  of  ny  blade  hurtline 
through  his  sleeve,  and  nailed  his  sword  arm  .o  the  log 
wall.     Cents.  It  astonished  him,  his  eyes  glaring  angrily 
as  he  strove  in  vain  to  wrench  loose. 

"  A  trick  of  Monsieur  Constans,  Monsieur,"  I  explained 
politely,  although  panting  yet  from  lack  of  breath,  "  which 
perchance,  he  failed  to  teach  you."  ' 
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There  was  the  sound  of  a  sudden  movement  behind  me, 
and  I  wheeled,  my  sword  yet  pinning  him  fast  to  the  log, 
thmkmg  those  others  in  their  anger  might  attack  me.  But 
they  were  staring  toward  the  farther  end  of  the  room,  and 
I  glanced  m  that  direction  also.  There,  within  the  shadow 
of  the  portiires,  stood  an  officer,  attired  in  red  coat  richly 
embellished  with  a  profusion  of  gold  lace,  and  by  his  side 
was  a  woman. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI 

BY  AID  OF  MADEMOISELLE 

T^HE  man  was  Gladwyn,  his  face  purple  with  rage,  his 
*  eyes  dark  with  threat;  yet  at  that  first  moment  I 
hardly  saw  him,  my  entire  attention  riveted  upon  her  who 
stood  beside  him  with  the  proud  bearing  of  a  queen  It 
was  Mademoiselle,  and  as  our  wondering  eyes  met  I  forgot 
everything  else,  even  that  hapless  prisoner  whom  I  yet  held 
nailed  against  the  wall  with  the  point  of  my  sword.  There 
was  an  instant  of  hushed,  painful  silence,  then  the  Com- 
mandant strode  directly  toward  us,  his  brow  frowning  with 
indignation.  ^ 

"What  may  be  the  meaning  of  all  this,  gentlemen'"  he 
demanded,  surveying  us  coldly.  "  You  have  had  your  orden. 
regarding  brawling  in  this  mess-room,  yet  I  find  you  here 
with  swords  arawn,  and  eyes  full  of  anger.  Captain  Durand, 
you  appear  to  occupy  a  most  conspicuous  position  in  this 
disgraceful  scene.    Kindly  explain  yourself." 

"  The  merest  incident,  sir,"  and  as  best  he  could  Durand 
bowed,  first  to  the  justly  irate  Commander,  and  then  to  my- 
self. "  I  sought  to  teach  this  stray  Frenchman  a  slight  lesson 
in  fence,  but,  by  Gad,  he  turned  about  and  instructed  me." 

Gladwyn  wheeled  and  faced  me,  his  quick  glance  survey- 
ing me  from  head  to  foot. 

"A  Frenchman?"  he  ejaculated.  " How  ever  came  the 
fellow  here?  How  dare  he  start  a  brawl  in  this  English 
mess-room?  Saint  George  I  never  heard  I  before  of  such 
unmitigated  msolence.  Remove  your  sword,  you  — vou 
reprobate!"  .  /  you 
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Recalled  to  the  situation  by  these  words  I  drew  back  my 
blade,  thus  releasing  my  late  opponent  from  his  embarrassing 
position,  and  lowering  the  point  to  the  floor,  stood  facing 
my  questioner  calmly.  Gladwyn,  gazing  intently  at  me 
seemed  to  hesitate,  as  though  uncertain  how  far  it  might 
be  best  to  go  in  the  exercise  of  his  authority.  Nor  had  he 
reached  decision  when  Mademoiselle  swept  past  him,  and 
came  up  to  me,  both  hands  extended  in  a  warmth  of'  wel- 
come which  seemed  to  wave  aside  all  caution. 

"  And  you  are  here,  and  well  ?  "  she  exclaimed,  her  cheeks 
flushed  from  excitement.  "  I  have  asked  so  many  among 
the  officers,  and  no  one  of  them  seemed  to  know  anything 
about  you  after  the  time  we  left  in  the  boat." 

"Had  I  dreamed  of  any  anxiety  on  your  part.  Mademoi- 
selle," I  returned,  striving  hara  to  conceal  from  the  eyes  of 
the  curious  about  us  my  true  feelings,  "  I  should  have  found 
some  way  in  which  to  send  you  word  of  my  safety.  I  sup- 
posed, beyond  doubt,  our  brief  days  of  friendship  would 
end  with  your  return  to  the  people  of  your  own  nation." 

"  It  must  be  that  you  hold  me  supremely  selfish  then," 
and  her  voice  became  colder  with  the  unpleasant  thought. 
"  The  fact  that  I  trusted  you  in  the  wilderness.  Monsieur,  is 
to  my  mind  no  good  reason  why  I  should  distrust  you 
now." 

It  was  Gladwyn  who  broke  in  upon  us,  his  voice  assum- 
mg  a  dictatorial  tone,  his  gaze  upon  my  face  full  of  dislike 
and  a  vague  suspicion. 

"  You  appear  to  have  enjoyed  former  acquaintance  with 
this  man.  Miss  Maitland?"  he  questioned,  his  manner  evi- 
dencing surprise. 

She  instantly  turned  toward  him  with  a  smih  of  confi- 
dence, all  hesitancy  gone,  thinking  at  that  moment  only  of 
those  ordinary  courtesies  of  her  old-time  English  life. 

"  Certainly,  Major  Gladwyn.  I  ask  your  pardon  for  such 
neglect,  but  I  was  greatly  surprised  by  this  unexpected 
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Coubert.  of  the  French  army.     Arthur,"  and  she  singled 
out  from  am.d  that  staring  group  of  officers  the  d'com 
fited  young  aide  who  had  first  started  the  trouble,  "  this™ 
the  gentleman  whose  gallantry  and  care  preserved  thTv 
of  Rene  and  myself."  ^ 

You  could  have  heard  a  pin  drop  in  that  big  room     I 

b  eathZ  r  ;  r.T  ""=''  ^  »""''  ^"=  *at  of  heavy 
brea  hmg.  I  watched  Gladwyn's  face  curiously.  It  was 
Perplexed,  uncertain,  darkening  with  dissatisfaction  at  slh 
an  outcome.  I  thought  he  would  much  prefer  discounte 
nancng  „,  in  presence  of  that  fair  woman,  if  op^tun  ty 
on  y  served     Her  openly  avowed  friendship  towardme  d  d 

"W^  f"^«^'^"«.''  "°*  f^^m  her  brother's  face  to  his 
What  does  th.s  m^an?"  she  asked  impetuously    and    " 
mstantly  took  a  step  nearer  me,  proud  indignation  ^how 
>ng  m  the  gesture.     "I  had  supposed  soldifrs  were  ever 
g^erous  to  their  enemies.     This   man  is  a  so"d  er    an 
officer  and  a  gentleman,  a.  I  chance  to  know,  ye'Vur 

thil^'  h?ve  just  cause  to  suspect  all  of  his  nation  along 
XfTK^'C  ^'l^'^<'-y"  ^'dly.  his  temper  not  greatly 
^tered  by  her  rebuke.  "Nor  is  his  presence  here  to  be 
easdy  explamed,  any  more  than  his  daring  to  draw  w4non 
agamst  the  officers  of  this  garrison.  I  indeed  r'gTeTZ 
necessity  yet  I  must  question  further  before  treating  such 
as  he  wUh  any  form  of  respect.  How  happens  it  you  "re 
here  m  Detroit,  Monsieur?"  ' 

J!^^"  l^l  '"  ^^^"^  ^°«^"'^  command  last  night  and 
entered  w.th  the  remnant  this  morning."  I  replied,  ende;vor. 
>ng  to  speak  as  formally  as  possible. 
"Indeed I    Rogers,  have  you  any  recollection  of  him?" 
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"Ay,  I  can  bear  witness  to  that.  He  joined  us  at  the 
br^ge  over  Parent  Creek,  and  fought  alang  with  the  best 
until  we  got  back.  Wherever  the  fellow  dropped  from  ] 
have  no  knowledge." 

to  the  lady  here.  You  assert,  Miss  Maitland,  that  he  is  a 
French  officer,  a  captain,  I  believe  you  said?  May  I  inquire 
where  you  first  met  ?  "  ^ 

tow!'rH''"'''w'"  '''',^'""'  1«^''i°"i"?.  her  eyes  turning 
toward  me  before  making  answer. 

"At  Fort  Chartres." 

"Ah!  he  was  in  uniform,  I  presume'" 

She  hesitated   evidently  realiring  then  for  the  first  time 
how  very  httle  she  really  knew  regarding  me 
A  "  ^a"  .'I'\<:°"f«ssed  frankly.    "  I  met  him  at  a  ball,  and 
danced  with  h.m  the  same  night  he  departed  from  the  fort 
«e  was  attired  as  a  coureur  de  bois." 

"  )^^\^,*'  "°'  «^'"  presented  to  you  as  an  officer  of  that 
garrison?" 

"  No." 

J'^t  8^^""f">"'«  -^l^™'  to  distinction  do  not  greatly 
strengthen  under  investigation,"  commented  Gladwyn  his 
manner  becoming  more  brusque  as  he  pushed  his  advan- 
tage. I  judge.  Miss  Maitland,  from  your  remarks  when 
firs  greeting  him,  that  you  must  have  met  again  upon  the 
trail.  Was  he  at  that  time  in  uniform,  or  did  he  exhibit 
any  proof  of  his  rank?" 

"No,"  she  acknowledged  reluctantly.  "But  I  have  per- 
tect  confidence  in  his  word." 
The  Commandant  bowed,  a  smile  upon  his  lips. 
Oh,  no  doubt.  Such  confidence  does  great  credit  to 
your  heart,  I  am  sure,"  he  said  politely.  "  Unfortunately  a 
soldier  in  command  cannot  permit  himself  to  be  swayed  by 
the  emotions  m  judging  such  matters.  It  is  his  duty  to 
reqmre  proof."    He  turned  toward  me.  his  face  instantly 
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hardening  into  judicial  severity.    "  And  now,  Monsieur,  we 
will  listen  to  what  you  have  to  say  " 

Jr!!!'  '  w  ^^f.^'"™'«"^'»  ^KS  were  upon  me  in  anxious 
entreaty,  but  realizing  the  weakness  of  my  own  position  I 
did  not  venture  to  glance  toward  her. 
"  I  have  nothing  to  say  " 

rineoSr'n'"?  '  ""'''  "°'  '*'"^'"  '"''^"^'"e  ">  ^e 
ring  of  unalloyed  pleasure  in  his  voice.    "  Do  you  mean  that 

you  possess  no  papers  of  authority  ?  " 

1  resented  his  evident  antagonism,  "that  you  will  bear  me 
out  in  the  statement  that  thus  far  I  have  advancl^^  no  claims 
l^Th^  '  f-'-'^h  officer.    All  your  inquiry  has  been  basTd 

sake,  and  not  in  the  least  because  I  care  for  your  judgment 

erv  c^ T<L  f  r '  *^'  '  '"^  ^"  •"«'="-  ^^  F- "'! 
Mnn.        ^^^,      *"  '°""''y  "P°"  ^  =^"et  mission  f  ^ 

ta  un  oL  M  '"'  "''?  ""'  ^^'^°""'  ^-  '"y  -'  being 
m  uniform.  My  papers  of  authority  were  stolen  from  mf 
by  treacheor  along  the  trail,  and  the  loss  of  them  involved 

TrouVl  t'T'  I"  "'  u^"'"  '==""P-  The  mission  which 
brought  me  to  Pontiac,  while,  as  I  have  already  said,  secret 
was  not  one  which  could  have  wrought  you' any  i^";,' 
and  as  our  nations  are  at  peace  I  had  anticipated  some  s  igh 
courtesy  at  your  hands  when  necessity  compelled  me  to  turn 
here  for  protection.  I  reached  this  stockade,  after  bearine 
my  part  m  action  with  your  troops,  and  entered  this  mess- 
room  seeking  interview  with  you,  in  the  hope  that  y  would 
receive  me  upon  my  own  word  in  accordance  with  rank 
Wiich  IS  that  of  a  captain  of  hussars." 

I  could  read  no  sympathy  in  those  faces  clustered  about 
me,  while  that  of  Gladwyn  was  as  hard  as  flint 

'It  IS  indeed  to  be  regretted.  Monsieur,"  he  replied  iron- 
ically, that  you  are  so  unfortunately  situated  as  regards 
the  evidence  of  your  position  and  your  purpose  in  entering 
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here.    Believing,  as  we  have  ample  cause  to  do,  that  this 
Monsieur  de  Villiers  is  furnishing  our  enemies  with  the 
munitions  of  war,  if  not  with  men,  I  am  little  inclined  to 
treat  with  courtesy  any  messenger  he  may  have  despatched 
o  that  arch-murderer,  Pontiac.    Your  taking  part  in  the  ac- 
tion of  last  night  may  have  been  no  more  than  a  deeply  hid 
plot  to  gain  admittance  here,  for  the  purpce  of  learning  our 
condition;  ,t  is  cerfainly  no  excuse  for  the  invasion  of  this 
private  mess-room,  nor  for  the  picking  of  a  quarrel  with 
my  oth.   .3.    T  might,  indeed,  grant  you  more  civility  were 
your  rank  and  purpose  better  attested,  for  it  is  true  there 
IS  no  declaration  of  war  between  our  nations  which  would 
warrant  my  holding  you  as  prisoner.     But  as  it  is    I  can 
merely  consider  you  as  a  wandering  coureur  de  bois,  and 
treat  you  accordingly.    You  will  leave  the  room." 

Scarcely  had  he  pronounced  these  final  words  when  Made- 
moiselle swept  impetuously  toward  me,  her  cheeks  burning 
with  indignation,  her  eyes  dark  from  the  depth  of  her 
emotion. 

"Captain  de  Coubert,"  she  implored  anxiously,  "I  am 
sure  there  must  be  some  way  of  establishing  your  identity 
and  your  rank.  I  doubted  you  once,  down  in  that  Indian 
camp  but  here,  and  among  my  own  people,  I  possess  abso- 
lute trust  in  your  word." 

For  a  moment  I  looked  down  into  her  eyes,  clear,  confi- 
dent loyal  to  their  very  depths.  Although  I  had  not  the 
slightest  conception  as  to  what  might  result  from  such  an 
experiment,  yet  for  her  sake  I  would  make  the  trial.  Tt 
could  scarcely  injure  my  cause,  and  I  knew  of  nothing  else 
m  which  there  was  any  possibility  of  bettering  it.  I  turned 
somewhat  doubtfully  toward  GUdwyn,  who  sfood  frowning 
at  me.  ** 

might  be  worth  your  while,  before  banishing  me  in  disgrace, 
to  interview  Dr.  Carver,    f  the  Fifty-fifth."  "'"S"'-'^' 
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anl?a"ce"""t;;^  '\'  ^""i""'"''''"'''  f»ce  reddened  with 

-TrwouKinirr  e^'r^  "'^  '^"°-  -■'" 

But  I  am  inchned  to  believe  this  reference  merely  an  effort 
questing  Dr  Carver  to  jom  me  here  immediately  " 
tn„^  /'  I     '"  '"""'''  ^^'"^^y"  ^'='"din&  with  h,s  back 
S  nVLtXrTheT  ""^°"^'"  '"e  -ro.tin?ot 
wi.Jal„som:rjH^^ 

^=^^rtrrrraSr^;^S 

'ng,  he  as  seemingly  deiiant.  ^  ^ 

surgical    case    flying    half    on^n     H,,      .    .     • 

shinin<y  fn   ft,.   1-  uf    ^;         P    '      "*    *'^'^'    "istruments 

belch    J,d  fl      ^^        PT"'"^  *'^   "P°"   ^   ^"-cnient 

"You  were  not  sent  for  professionally,"  said  Gladwyn, 
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turning:  around  and  looking  at  him  coMly,  "but  merely  to 
answer  a  question."  ' 

"Question  be  damned!"  and  the  irate  surgeon  snapped 
his  case  together  angrily.  "Left  most  interesting  case- 
double  compound  fracture  — go  back  to  it." 

-.1„7r!!n".F*"'"'"  ""''  Gladwyn's  voice  rang  out  like  a 
church  bell,  "you  w.ll  stay  here,  sir,  and  you  will  answer 
my  questions.  If  you  start  to  leave  this  room  before  I  give 
you  permission,  I  will  order  you  un.ier  arrest.  I  want  you 
to  examme  this  man." 

The  doctor's  face  had  grown  red  as  fire  beneath  this 
sudden  storm  of  words,  but  he  was  m  :  a  man  to  be  easily 
put  down,  even  by  threat  of  military  discipline 

"  Devil  of  a  note,"  he  muttered,  "  to  put  such  a  fool  thing 
ahead  of  a  double  compound  fracture.  Must  have  another 
touch  of  rheumatism  to  make  him  so  damn  cranky.  What 
man  ? 

"This  fellow  with  his  back  against  the  wall.  He  claims 
that  you  know  him." 

The  doctor  walked  stiffly  across  to  me,  and  with  grave 
professional  deliberation  stared  me  in  i  le  face.  Then  he 
pressed  back  one  eyelid  and  peered  within,  tried  the  other 
m  the  same  way,  took  most  careful  scrutiny  of  my  profile 
as  outlined  against  the  window,  walked  around  to  gain  view 
of  my  back,  and  was  opening  my  mouth  for  an  inspection 
when  Gladwyn  burst  forth  angrily : 

"  What  the  devil  are  you  up  to,  sir?  " 

Carver  glanced  about  in  apparent  surprise,  his  hands  yet 
testing  upon  my  shoulders. 

"  Is  n't  this  the  man,  sir  ?  " 

S  ?1  T""^  t ''  '^  "'^"  ■  ^"'  *"  ^  '^^'^  ^a*  whether  o- 
not  you  knew  him. 

"Oh,  I  see;  it  was  not  professional  then  — merely  an 
unimportant  social  inquiry.  Oh.  yes,  exactly;  eye  looks  a 
httle  bilious;  but  I  know  him  ' 
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lou  are  certain  ? " 

when  .,e  was  born   but  i!     ".'^'1''°'"';  'hink  I  was  there 

Fine  pUce-oSLL^iTririSr"  ^'''"'="'"^- 
lent  wine -lucky  dog"  "^"O' -  P'«uresque  -  excel- 

ey«t:^iS'"tr'i:i;i;r  •"------ HIS 

"  nM' V°"  T  '  "''^•"  ''*  "^''"■'ned  hotly 

«e.  The  otherl^iousSt  """^^  P^fessionally  I  ne.er 
daily  association^  rthe  ly"  dLIT""!"  ^^°"'  ""^ 
People  one  has  to  meet  inTserv^  rThU  '  '^""  °' 
me  about  — persorillv  I  tnT    I  '^  '"*"  y°"  ask 

I  shall  ve,y^„_e^/.^"°'^  •;■"■•   Professionally  I  trust 
to  _get  at  Z^        "''  '"''°"^'  ''^'  ^  lame-simply  got 
"Well,  then,  v/ho  is  he?" 

spS^irss'S/'ii-r^^'^^'-^o-^his 

aboit'  thHeelto^esl^"''  *  ""'^  """"  ^'^  ^-'^   weight, 

astS-hrr:;;?^^:^— ^-^'H-o- 

my  "uSnslrhar  ""''  ^"■'  ^-^^P'  '"  '^■-'  reply  to 
Wha^  I  wantVlw  i  this  ''Tr'^'''''  ^^^r.'^^n 
Fr^ch  army?  Now  aLwl.  ml  tSl  "'"  ""  °'''="  °^  '"' 
eye?twLt?'  ''"'^"^  "  "'■"•  "^^  «  wide  open,  hi, 
-;^Lf-5^^5----e^I've^ 
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I'lTi  °l^!\  ^"  ""■*  '  »*  him  wa.  at  Ver«ille,_ 

Dc  Coubert  ?    and  the  old  rogue  turned  toward  me,  hU  face 
as  innocent  as  that  of  a  child. 

a  h.ng.  Mademoiselle  laughed,  the  silvery  sound  ripplim^ 
out  above  us  like  a  sudden  burst  of  music  "^^ 

forwaJd  ^"  v"""'"  '^t  '"""'""=''•  '^•'P'"^  impul  vely 
fonvard        You  are  such  an  old  dear  I    If  I  only  ,'  red   I 

me  wfth  IT"  '"^  '°"  '^'"  "°""  ^"^  '"™''  '-«d 
General  H,  P  T  '""""""^  '"""y-  '  ^^^^'y  Monsieur  le 
S^war"  """  ""*  •*  '''"^'''  *'"' «"  ""  honors 

ben'irhisrhy  trs"'  """  *'  ""•  "''  '^•^  ""•  P'""""' 
"Humph  I  "  he  grunted.  "  So  you  're  interested,  are  you  ? 
Must  have  made  wrong  diagnosis  of  the  fellow',  cafe- 
might  be  m  love,  not  bilious  at  all  -  same  symptoms.  Per- 
haps you  d  rather  hug  him,  my  dear,  and  not  waste  time 
on  an  old  codger  like  m'.." 

Mademoiselle  stood  motionless,  her  cheeks  flaming  For 
a  rnomait  words  would  not  come  to  relieve  her  emtorrass- 
ment,  then  suddenly  her  .^es  fell  upon  GUdwyn's  face 
^JuVrrTI^  endeavoring  to  smother  a  laugh  bVhind  his 
handkerchief  and  mstantly  her  indignation  blazed  forth. 

Major  Gladwyn."  and  the  cool  lashing  of  her  toneuo 
stung  sharply,  "  I  am  unaccustomed  to  being  made  the  laufh 

Z  T  .1 '"  "''.""'  ""="•    ^^  ''--  °*  humor  may  po  - 
sibly  be  deficent,  but  really  I  can  perceive  no  fit  cause  for 

Tf^rd'    r-     """'  ''"''""'"■  C='P'=""  ''^  cX,  is 
my  fr^end;  he  preserved  my  life  in  midst  of  great  peril  and 

proved  hjmself  worthy  of  that  friendship.    fshouM  be  do 

void  of  all  ^aftude  had  I  deserted  him  to  your  condemna- 

.on  unheard.     The  time,  however,  has  now  arrived  when 

such  judgment  on  your  pa.t  is  impossible.    An  officer  of 
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I -h."  b.  plea5«i  if  yoTw,7co°H.r'  """"""«"'•    Arthur, 

*»"'  y      Major  Gladwyn  ,  °^,1""  "'  '°  °"^  ^°°'"»-    No, 

A«  the  portiire,  she  Sscdfo         ''°"'"'=  ^°"  '»«h"" 

^^-r-H..or:2:— eri^^r^^^^^ 

hdcn,  of  your  ability  ,o  tVke'  «r      r     '""""^'  "  '  '"'  ~n- 
g«ntlemen  of  England,    /or  o^c!  l[rT^^  ^"^"^  ">"< 

">to  each  other',  face.  ^    '  '**"'"«  "*  S^ing  blankly 
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•'  I  "-HERE  is  no  reason  why  I  should  dwell  upon  those 
•*•  weary  weeks  that  followed.  Not  even  were  they  in- 
teresting historically,  while  personally  they  proved  utterly 
devoid  of  incident,  heavy  and  dull.  Without  the  guarding 
stockade  the  ceaseless  vigilance  of  those  surrounding  savages 
eflFectually  shut  us  off  from  all  avenues  of  communication 
with  the  world  beyond.  We  lived  in  complete  isolation, 
the  only  English  post  withstanding  the  -■"torious  red  men 
in  all  that  wide  waste  of  wilderness.  The  green  fringe  of 
forest  stretching  along  the  west,  and  harboring  those  red 
hordes  in  its  bosom,  bounded  utmost  vision  in  that 

direction;  while  upon  the  othei  ,t  of  our  frail  defences 
we  gazed  despondently  across  the  oad,  deserted  river,  be- 
holding little  else  than  the  yellow  i  .:oke  of  distant  Indian 
villages.  Occasionally  a  stray  French  voyageur  would  drift 
in  from  out  the  vast  solitude  of  woods,  but  the  scant  news 
he  bore  seldom  referred  to  civilization,  so  that  during  all 
that  time  of  helpless  waiting  no  word  reached  us  in  promise 
of  early  relief.  Apparently  we  were  left  to  work  out  our 
own  salvation,  the  last  remnant  of  British  power  along  that 
whole  Indian  haunted  border.  Yet  we  suffered  little,  besides 
the  constant  strain  such  a  situation  puts  upon  the  nerves. 
Beyond  an  occasirnal  night  skirmish,  with  the  never-endinj: 
rifle  fire  fnm  the  summit  of  the  palisades,  there  was  no 
fighting  worthy  of  the  name.  Yet  with  all  this,  scarcely 
an  hour  pass 'J  when  we  were  not  sternly  reminded  of  the 
near  presence  of  our  sleepless,  vengeful  enemies. 
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conTvil'r/*"  """"i!'""  °'  "■*  ••°"<«''«  'h"'  w.,  much 

'nfZll  ir      '^^""  merrymaking.     Theatrical,  a„,l 
o  hTn        f  *"'/"°"«l  'o  a,  makchift.  with  which 

nresomc,  while  drmking  bouts  in  the  mess-room  became  all 

Tarabrfo";  0^°  ""  '"" .'f  """"'""^  ff"*  "'--""" 

eahzedTha.  I    K     u  k  "^  "™  "'"'  '"'"'  -"^"'i""'-    ' 

t^n  !o  keen  "J  "^  **  "™"^'  »""  »'"  '"  '"^^h  '"<>'"- 

.on  to  keep  away  from  temptation.    \or,  in  one  respect  at 

!«.«.  was  this  at  all  ,.ifficult.    I  had  not  found  the  o^cer 

of  the  garnjon  sufficiently  cordial  to  tempt  me  br.he 

i^ult  tlr  T'''^-     ^"""^'""^  ""^  retaine.rmuch 

were  nol  av '      T    ""J'^"  °^  '"^  ^''"«  '"  D"™"-  »■«» 
were  not  averse  to  making  a  Frenchman  feel  his  natural 

mfenonty  Major  Gladwyn  had  grudgingly  g^amed  me 
fmm  Jn  I"  ""•  '"'■  '  '"'''  "^hosen'them'af  fa  aw"; 
of  courtesy  shown  in  the  assignment,  and  I  resented  the 
manner  m  which  i.  was  do,  I  messed  with  the  riflemen! 
but  Durand  and  the  Hocto,  alone  among  the  officer,  ex 
h.b,ted  any  desire  to  cultivate  my   friendship,  and  under 

whh  1  ^Z  '^  ^""^  ''°"'-  ^^=""''"<'  'hook  hand, 
w,th  me.  muttenng  a  perfunctory  word  of  thanks  for  my 
a.d  to  h.5  sister,  but  he  was  too  much  of  a  boy  to  be  tak"n 

kS  me""ri  n"''  """'"'"^  "-^  would 'much  pSr 
a  friflf  ^^    ^'  '°""  ^"^  "''"=''  ^"°"gh  in  his  way.  but 

and  command.  I  met  h.m  occasionally  for  a  word,  but  soon 
grew  to  avoiding  him  whenever  possible.     Indeed,  he  was 

Xu°'"i.TT'^^^'"  ""'''"="  ^''"P'  ^^^^  '"  <:o™Pany  with 
either  Mademoiselle  or  Rene,  and  upon  such  occasL,  I 
lelt  happier  withm  the  security  of  my  own  room. 


i 
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I  was  not  exactly  afraid  of  myself -I  really  had  nothing 
to  be  afraid  of;   yet  I  felt  this  to  be  the  easiest  method 
for  us  all.    The  past  was  dead;  my  sole  desire  now  to  ijet 
as  far  away  from  it  as  possible.    No  doubt  it  was  hers  also 
and  m  this  I  could  continue  to  serve  her.    The  very  cor- 
diality of  her  manner,  her  warmly  expressed  friendship, 
held  me  aloof  as  no  coldness  on  her  part  could  have  done 
I  could  not  take  advantage  of  her  natural  gratitude  for  ser- 
vices rendered,  nor  add  to  my  own  despair  by  seeking  the 
slightest  intimacy.     I  heard  their  engagement   discussed 
again  and  again,  and  this  certainty  of  the  utter  hopelessness 
of  any  ambition  on  my  part,  only  served  to  render  me  more 
anxious  to  avoid  all  needless  contact  with  them.    If  I  could 
only  have  gotten  away  and  discovered  some  fresh  interest 
elsewhere,  the  struggle  would  have  proven  less  hard.    But 
there  I  was  compelled  to  remain,  neither  prisoner  nor  free 
viewing  her  almost  daily,  even  while  I  made  every  endeavor 
that  she  should  not  see  me.    Is  there  any  torturer  as  merci- 
less as  that  demon  we  call  love? 

In  all  these  years  since  I  have  never  had  cause  to  regret 
that  I  did  then  as  my  conscience  bade  me.    Yet  it  was  not 
in  the  nature  of  things  that  a  day  of  reckoning  should  not 
arrive.    With  what  wealth  of  detail  I  recall  it,  a  day  mo- 
mentous enough  in  the  history  of  the  siege.    The  sun  was 
already  beginning  to  lower,  its  golden  light  shimmering 
along  the  narrow  streets,  when  some  unusual  happening 
attracted  my  attention  toward  the  western  gate.    A  glance 
told  me  an  event  causing  some  excitement  was  occurring, 
although  it  was  not  until  I  was  well  out  in  the  open  that  I 
was  able  to  distinguish  anything  in  detail.    The  usual  guard 
along  the  palisade  had  apparently  been  doubled,  a  group  of 
blue-jacketed  artillerymen  were  at  the  brass  piece  above  the 
gate,  while  a  company  of  riflemen,  their  dark-green  uniforms 
conspicuous  against  the  whitewashed  walls,  were  leanintr  on 
their  guns  in  front  of  the  guardhouse.    Near  by  was  a  con- 
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siderable  cluster  of  officers,  Gladwyn.  attired  in  full  dress 

"Many?" 

how'^r!  '^""  '^?'''^"  '°  '^  "J"'*^  ^  ''""<:h  in  the  party,  but 
how  many  are  prisoners  remains  to  be  seen     Old  m=n  u, 

JustCat  hat  h"  :  'f  T^'  °"'  '°  ^^"'^  'he  fellLs' 
just  look  at  that  bunch  of  staff  officers  behind  him  -could  n't 
do  much  better  if  the  King  were  coming  this  way  " 

Are  they  nearly  here?  "  sung  out  Gladwyn  impatiently 
Stopped  agam,  sir,"  returned  a  disgusted  voL  from 
over  th        te,  where  the  gunners  were  posted     "Seem  to 
be  afraid  of  something."  ° 

terTthe  i'";"""'^"  ''  '^'  "--"er  with  the  fools?"  mut- 
aff     "  Do    h  ^°"""^''^'"'  ^'^""^  ^l^"'  ""easily  at  his 

w!;,        „  .    ?  '"PP°'^  ^^  "'^"'  to  stand  here  waiting 
for  them  all  dav '    Wavo  tho™  *  .        .  w-iuing 

"  Thev  Ve  I'rt  T  °  """^  ^'°"^  '"•  Lieutenants- 

minuted  '^""'  "'•     '^''^y  ^"'  »>«  here  m  a 

snortly.       Have  the  leader  come  in  alone  until  we  learn  the 
nature  of  his  errand.    Attention,  company! " 

the^in    %'"^fl'"  "'*  °*  '^'"  ^^°^"  "««  i"  the  sunshine 
the  hne  of  nflemen  stiffened  into  a  solid  green  wall   whUe 
Durand  passed  down  their  front,   his  sword  at   pre!en 
There  followed  a  moment  of  expectant  silence,  every  eye 
Sslde;  "Then   ''   "7°".°"^"'"^  '^^'"^   *™"gh   the 

mr„^^H     .    ^^  '^''•""''  '"  '"^"^^  ^'  ^  unexpected  a 
m.l.tary  display,  tnppmg  awkwardly  over  the  long  scal^ 


.1 


39©  A  Sword  of  the  Old  Frontier 

bard  dangling  bet«reen  his  legs,  his  great  sword  held  stiffly 

s°eur  tlln'^^'T"'  ^A"  "  ''^^'  """'  "^'  «""<=  Mon- 
rf  HI  rlT  Q"l""'"'  Commissary  for  Pontiac.  Never 
d.d  I  behold  the  fellow  when  he  appeared  more  supremely 
ndiculous,  h.s  boWly  flaunting  ribbons  and  reckless  S 
proniptly  g,ven  the  lie  by  his  uneasy  shifting  eyes  and 
cheeks  blanched  with  fear.  Had  he  been  marching  o  h"  s 
own  funeral  he  would  have  presented  a  far  merrier  sigh 
And  once  withm  he  stopped  there,  staring  weakly  around 

^HHr    "^^         '  """'''"  '°  ''"'"'™'"^  ^ho  it  was  he  should 
address   bowmg  to  right  and  left  like  a  jumping-jack,  his 

£e  bir  "     r^?'  "'"  ^  P^'^y-    Gladwyn'f  surprised 

W  in^r  P""^'."  '''  "''^'^  '^™'  ^  ''™  -'^Pi^ion  creep- 

"  w.  .  !,  """^  """'  *''"  ^^"^  '°'"'  P^^«i«l  joke. 

Plosir  -W.'  '"  *''  "'^"^"  ••*  ™''™''  ■"  »"dden  ex- 
piosion.       Who  are  you,  sir  '  " 

Oumer.'''  '"Tt"?  '^  'his' authoritative  voice.  Monsieur 
QuUIenez  waved  h>s  rag  vigorously  in  the  other's  face 
much  as  a  Span.sh  bull-fighter  endeavors  to  awaken  the 
lagging  mterest  of  his  beast. 

hl,W  ."^^  °MT^'  ^°"'  ^^^""■^y."  he  explained  in  trem- 
Wmg  tones.  "A  flag  of  truce,  such  as  is  recognized  byTll 
av.hzed  nations,  as  you  will  observe  in  the  Sges  of' La 

"Don't  you  suppose  I  can  see  that?"  snorted  the  now 
horoughly  aroused  Commander,  completely  convinced  bT 
this  t.me  that  he  was  being  made  sp^rt  of.     "  Take  thai 
confounded  rag  away;   take  it  away,  some  of  you     slin 

iT^rr,  /Zri"^^"^  ^  '^  ''""'^'  '"^  What  does  your 
flag  mean?    Who  are  you,  anyway'" 

The  greatly   discomfited    Commissary,    stripped   of   his 
weapon  by  a  stalwart  sergeant,  bowed  unal  his  hat  swep 

iLrrhi "'''-' ''-''"'  --'^"^  ^°-  -  -- 
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cJJjl^'^t"'  ^'i™*'  Quilleriez,  your  excellency,"  he 

confessed  humbly.    "A  Canadian  of  most  excellent  family, 

and  a  trader  of  established  reputation  "  ^ 

"Quilleriez?"  ejaculated  Gladwyn.     "Quilleriez?     Oh, 

Monsieur  Quilleriez  cringed  backward  before  the  stem 
threatemng    ace  fronting  him,  but  he  had  now  found  hTs' 

hTri  tS'cTirir^ '°''''-''  ^^^^  ^  --^  -tncate 

"Merely  in  a  most  subordinate  capacity,  your  excellency " 
he  hastened  to  explain,  wringing  his' han'ds'vigorou!ly  "'l 
have  indeed  been  urged  most  strongly  _  although  I  hesitate 
UleT  '"I."'  "'"".-'^  "''"'^  "'y  -^"-'<"°wn  military 

fused    meM   ''"'  °' '"'  ""'^^=-    ^"'  I  "-«  ='-"'y  re- 
fused, merely  consentmg  to  supply  them  with  the  actual 

ne^essanes  of  hfe     I„  this  humanity  alone  has  influenced 

agree  that  they  are  likewise  God's  creatures  " 
J.T^'ii  ^!'"^'^"  understood  a  word  of  the  fellow's  glib 
speech.     At  least  not  the  slightest  gleam  of  intelligence 
swept  across  his  face,  which  remained  black  as  a  thunder 

You  had  a  house  up  the  river  ?  " 
"  I  have,  your  excellency,  a  humble,  yet  sufficient  dwelling 
rn„  '"',  °l  ""i  '"""'"  "''"•     ^'""S  thus,  constantly  sur- 

tW  T  ^  J  '"'''^"''  "  ^^^  '"Se'>-  i"  self-defence 
that  I  consented  even  to  this  small  alliance.  You  will 
appreciate  my  feelings.  As  a  white  man,  connected,  I  mav 
proudly  say,  by  close  ties  of  blood  with  the  noblesse  of 
Europe,  my  sympathies  must  ever  remain  loyal  to  my  own 
race  but,  as  U  Savere  beautifully  says,  discretion  at  times 
'^?;.^?''''  ™P°«a"^«  *="'  mere  physical  courage." 

Will  you  ever  be  done  your  preaching,  man,  and  answer 
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me  plainly?    Saint  Andrew!   half  the  Detroit  garrison  is 

gaftered  here,  and  we  have  not  this  whole  day  to  wastt 

What  are  you  with  Pontiac  ?  " 
"  I  am  in  charge  of  his  commissariat  department " 
Poof!   and  is  that  all?    I  thought  from  your  ribbons 
you  might  be  his  General-in-Chief.     Saint  Andrew!   your 
sword  was  long  enough.    Well,  Monsieur  Commissary  Quil- 

enez,  for  what  special  purpose  has  Pontiac  despatched  vou 
to  me?  It  must  indeed  be  of  some  importance  to  risk  so 
valuable  a  life." 

"It  was  not  Pontiac,  your  excellency,"  and  the  little  man 
swelled  out  his  chest,  as  he  began  to  appreciate  the  impor- 
tam  part  he  was  bearing  in  this  impressive  military  cere- 
mony, h,s  goggle  eyes  roving  over  that  motionless  line  of 
men.  I  came  only  in  obedience  tc  .he  dictates  of  con- 
science, seeking  to  return  unto  his  own  people  a  poor  un- 
fortunate whom  I  found  wandering  in  the  woods.    Mercy 

f"  .u,  „  "■'  ^"^^'  "  ^^"  """^^  soldierly,  and  no  one  can 
truthfully  say  he  ever  discovered  ^tienne  Quilleriez  to  be 
heartless  in  the  presence  of  suffering." 

"  An  unfortunate?  You  mean  you  have  brought  in  to  us 
a  crazed  white  man  ?  " 

Monsieur  Quilleriez  nodded  emphatically,   placing  one 

S  "'^"  ^"  °'^  '"'''^  ''^'^  '°  "'*''*  ''''  '"'^"'"^  '""'■^ 
"Cracked;   a  most  sad  case.     I  contemplate  it  in  tears 
Monsieur.     What  can  be  more  melancholy  than  the  sight 
of  a  human  temple  thus  desolated?    I  have  considered  it  a 
mercy  thus  to  return  him  to  the  care  of  his  own  people." 
How  many  men  are  with  you  ?  " 
"Six,  Monsieur  — at  times  he  becomes  quite  violent" 
Gladwyn  glanced  about  him,  his  eyes  straying  down  that 
motionless  line  of  riflemen,  then  up  at  those  gunners  clus- 
tered abu-.'»  the  gate. 
"  Captain  Durand,  have  them  bring  in  the  prisoner." 
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There  was  a  sturdy  tramp  of  heavy  feet  and  aImo,t 
.mmed.ately  the  six  gray-coated.  red-cYppeT  CaldianT  a 
hang  dog  ,ook.ng  crew,  their  curious  glances  shifting  h^re 
arid  there,  «n,e  marchmg  through  the  opening,  three  upon 
each  s.de  of  the  poor  fellow  they  guarded,  and  every  one 

I  recognized  our  visitant.     His  clothes  the  merest  tatters 
his  head  bare  with  the  red  mat  of  hair  long  and  straggl  nK 

Ind  h  t    v'"k/'''  '"■°""^''  "^y  "-"^  ^""-  y^'  looking^ound 
"llT''  ^?  ';•"=  ''''  "^^"""S  with  unalloyed  enjoyment, 

Gladwyn's  stem  face  softened,  and  he  gazed  at  him  com- 

ri"      V"'T'^  '"''""*''  "-^  *^  ^''^  appea'nce  of 
the  man,  and  not  knowing  how  best  to  address  one  in  his 
unfortunate  mental  condition.    But  the  silence  was Impre 
sive.  and  must  be  broken.  ^ 

"  My  poor  fellow,"  he  ventured  at  last,  his  words  and 
manner  full  of  sympathy  for  so  much  suffering.^'you  are 
now  among  friends,  and  have  nothing  to  fear.  The  officer 
7t  r.'""'.'^  "'""^'^  ^°"  '"  '°  -.  -fo^s  me  thi 
Z  r  ^.'1'"='"  '°"'^^''^'  ''«'^«'=d  ^y  what  you  have 
gon    through,  but  no  doubt  we  can  very  s«,n  remedy  that  " 

ahn^f.T  ""  "''I'  "''^""^  ^™'"  ^"^"^  ">  ^-^«  in  '^at  group 

n^r      ?;,  ^'  "^f"^'  '"  "^^-^"^  ^°^  =°"'-  f-'"i'iar  co^nte^ 
nance,  settled  at  last  upon  the  speaker 

mdignantly.       Wus  it.  be  the  to'cen,  thet  little  whiffet  over 

sulri!J 7'^  '"^f ''"^  *"'  y°"  '"'^'^'  t"^-"  ^''Pl^in^d  the 
surorised  Commander  soothingly,  yet  taking  a  step  back- 
ward before  the  other's  threatening  appearance.  "He  was 
very  considerate  toward  you."  •        ne  was 

srioS^fT-";  T'  ^%'^'  ""'^  ™"''"  ""-^  "'^  f^°^P°^al 
snorted  disdamfully.    "  Be  all  the  powers,  av  coerse  he  wus, 
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yer  honor.    Holy  Mother  I  why  should  n't  he  be?    It 's  foine 
frinds  we  ve  bin  fer  many  a  wake,  ain't  it.  Quill,  me  buck? 
bpake  OOP  now,  an'  don't  be  bashful  afore  the  gintlemin. 
Ah  to  say  h.m  a-standin'  thar  now  loike  a  bould  sojer  bye 
wid  his  chist  flung  out,  an'  his  bed  hild  sthraight  oop  in  the 
air,  ye  niver  wud  think  how  he  wus  suflferin'  et  this  sad 
partm  ;  ye  wud  not.    Be  hivins,  but  it 's  hard  on  him  I    It 's 
loike  two  paes  in  a  pod  we  've  bin  since  the  furst  toime  we 
met.    Do  ye  moind  the  toime,  QuiUy,  ould  man,  thet  ye  took 
the  run  uv  a  moile  an  a  half  through  the  dark  hollow? 
iJedad,  no  one  wud  ever  hav'  belaved  ye  cud  hav'  dun  it 
to  look  at  yer  legs.    Faith,  but  ye 're  a  foine  sprinter,  me 
bye.     An   all  I  ever  wanted  uv  ye  that  night  wus  a  kiss 
from  them  ruby  lips,  but  ye  wus  thet  bashful  I  cud  niver 
ketch  oop.    Shure  't  is  hard  to  think  them  toimes  is  all  over 
wid  now,  but  chare  oop,  Quill,  me  bye." 

As  he  was  thus  speaking,  step  by  step  he  drew  down  upon 
the  horrified  Quilleriez,  who  backed  vigoroi-.sly  into  the  line 
of  soldiers,  his  hands  fumbling  at  his  rosary,  his  face  grow- 
ing ashen.  By  a  sudden  movement  the  Irishman  came  within 
reach  of  the  httle  shrinking  fool,  and  chucked  him  playfully 
in  the  ribs.  ' 

"  Ah,  now,  don't  be  takin'  on  so,  Quilly,  me  lad,  here 
before  folks,"  he  insisted  consolingly.  "It's  brakin'  me 
own  fond  hart,  ye  are,  whin  Oi  nade  all  uv  me  strength  to 
perform  the  duty  uv  this  sad  hour  uv  partin'.  O  Quill, 
O  Quill,  I  cud  fall  upon  yer  bosom  an'  wapel" 

So  threatening  were  the  loving  gestures  of  the  insistent 
Corporal  that  the  Commissary  could  stand  the  strain  no 
longer.  With  a  howl  of  despair  he  broke  loose,  and  ran 
across,  appealing  to  Gladwyn  for  protection. 

"Take  him  away.  Monsieur;  take  him  away!  Holy 
Saint  Maryl   have  somebody  hold  that  crazy  fool!" 

That  Gladwyn  disliked  to  approach  either  was  evident 
enough,  for  he  drew  back  sharply,  waving  aside  the  implor- 
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■    H,„9"!""J"'  *''"'  ■"■'  »""  "''•^  d^^erted  the  .till  i„. 
kntw  norf™"-    J""  '"'  ^''"''"°"  ""Sht  have  end  d 

Jacques,"  she  cried  eagerly,  "  Jacques  I  " 
call  „ntfr,i!""^  '"''  ^'  "  '''"'^  '"'S'"  «^P°"d  to  the 

rogueo.  a„  gone  out  of  them,  swilt'g  w  th   ear?" '  '"^ 

down  her  cheeks     if  wis  gLh''     T  1'""'"^  ""'^'^^'='^*<1 
voice.  ^' "'^^  Gladwyn  who  first  recovered  his 

"  You  know  this  man  '  " 
bedbug  out  yonder-.t's  associatin'  wid  the  loikeTur 
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ever  Oi  hed,  which,  be  me  sowl,  wus  not  over  much." 

GUdwyn  g^ed  at  him  in  perplexity,  clearly  puzzled  by 
his  words  and  manner.  Then  his  eyes  wandered  across 
tihose  faces  grouped  about  him  in  curiosity.  All  at  once  he 
perceived  Dr.  Carver. 

of  "vT, ''"''"  *"  °"''''  °"*  """y-  perceiving  a  way  out 
fellow"  ""  '"'''"  ^°"  ■^'«=  °"'  °f  'his 

n  i!°fi\?'°"''"',"'°"  ''^•^  'y"^  «"=•>  """^  ""«:h  like  two 
p..ze-figh  ers  seekmg  opportunity  for  a  blow,  the  doctor's 
eyes  twmkhng  merrily  from  under  his  bushy  brows,  those 
of  the  Inshman  defiantly  mocking.    Then  the  latter  delil^ 

"  w  ,7="    "^^  '""^  *^*"""  *''««'«d  "I'""'  with  a  snort 
^^  Well  ?     questioned  the  Commander  shortly. 

He  s  a  scamp,  sir." 
"Not  crazy,  you  mean?" 

thaMook  m  your  eye  now  is  a  mighty  bad  symptom,  to  my 

but  before  he  could  find  his  tongue.  Monsieur  QuUleriez 
bowmg  humbly,  interfered. 

"Your  excellency,"  he  said  softly,  "having  safely  deliv- 
ered up  our  prisoner,  we  will  now  retire.  lisavere  states 
aTJosS^  ''"  '  '''  "'  """  ^''°""'  ^  -"'^  -  brief 

"  Retire?    I  've  got  a  good  notion  to  hang  you  for  brine- 

glad  to  discover  some  safe  outlet  for  his  rage.     "Retire' 
you  little,  measly,  sawed-off  runt!    Retire?    Yes   sir-get 

Zl  fn'  T  '^\!    ^'  ^°"'''"''  ^  ^°«h  *^  trouble  to 
hang  you,  for  all  the  harm  you'll  ever  do" 

The  Commissary,  thoroughly  frightened  at  such  unex- 
pected display  of  violence,  shrank  backward,  yet  he  lost  no 
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close  beside  him.  ^^''  ^  »"««ded  in  coming 

"  Monsieur  Quilleriez,"  I  called     '•  Vf^    • 
He  glanced  uneasily  Ju^l^.u    ^^T"^'  Qu-lleriez." 

voice.     For  the  momLrh  " liL  .rr"!'"-""""  °'  "^ 
he  stiffened  haughtily  recognize  me;    then 

y^^-Zt^lTL'^^':^  ■' "  "  "  '«' 

tramped  haughtily  throLh  »!,  "  presence,  he 

the  palisadesM'Xe  fhe  watchTu"  '^r''  '■  ^'r"^' 
followed  with  my  eyes  that  litl  I  ^",  "  '"''""'''  '"'' 
across  the  onen     AtfhT!,  ''ttle  gray  squad  as  they  marched 

stopped,  and  shoot  ht  W^"  °^  ""  ^°°'''  °"'  """""^  '^em 
silen?  stockad  The  net'"'"^  '^°"^  '"""^^'^  '°*^^d  *e 
within  the  dark  coJ^iofthfrTT^"  '"'^  "^"^  ^»"'^'''<' 
of  Monsieur  itie^^Qu  it  ^  ""  ""  '"'  ^'™''" 


CHAPTER   XXXVIII 

BENEATH   THE  PURPLE  TWILIGHT 

pROM  my  point  of  vantafre  above  the  gate  I  idly  watchefl 
A  those  below  me  as  they  slowly  dispersed.  CassaUy 
accompanied  Rene,  much  as  though  she  had  claimed  pos- 
session of  him;  nor  had  the  fellow  apparently  eyes  for  any 
one  else,  although  those  he  met  as  he  pushed  his  way  on- 
ward gazed  at  him  with  much  curiosity.  At  the  corner  of 
that  narrow  lane  down  which  they  disappeared,  on  their  way 
to  where  the  ladies  had  apartments,  I  saw  Lieutenant  Chal- 
loner  join  them,  and  at  his  side  instantly  noted  the  presence 
of  Mademoiselle. 

Even  this  distant  glimpse  of  her  robbed  me  of  all  further 
mterest  in  what  was  taking  place  beneath.  I,  at  least,  had 
no  part  m  it,  and  the  old  uneasiness,  the  desire  to  be  alone 
with  my  thoughts,  swept  across  me  with  irresistible  power. 
There  are  moods  when  human  companionship  is  torture 
when  the  battling  soul  seeks  nothmg  so  much  as  solitude 
—  when  lonely  forest  or  trackless  waste  of  sea  form  its  fit 
environment.  It  was  such  a  mood  which  now  oppressed 
me,  bom  from  the  memory  of  all  that  had  been  denied  me, 
awakened  instantly  by  the  distant  flutter  of  a  womans 
skirt. 

I  pressed  my  way  along  the  narrow  footboard,  my  head 
level  with  the  sharpened  tops  of  the  palisades.  Here  anl 
there  a  sentinel  on  duty  silently  made  way  for  me  to  slip 
past  him,  while  occasionally  one  would  venture  to  question 
me  regarding  the  strange  happenings  about  the  gate.  After 
I  had  clambered  through  the  deserted  blockhouse  at  the 
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no  sentinels  were  keot  ^ll^^i  .  '  ""'''  °'  •^'ncrRoncy, 
and  within  the  ha  '  aCe  oJT^  n  T'  "'  '^^>"«'^'' 
bench,  screened  fro7o£a.t  e^ci;"  rim  ^^  "  ""^• 
It  had  long  been  a  favored  s^l.wTh  me  an  ?  T  "''" 
«n  hour  had  I  hunp  over  thr...u  T  '     "''  '°''  '""">' 

yet  nevertheless  I  wl,  .      *^''"''  ''^'"°«"i"K  ^X  iH-fortune 

a  anasoape,  to  such  marvellous  contrasts  of  shaH.  L  . 
slowly  sinking  in  the  far  west,  its  dazi  of  eo  d  T"  "■"' 

^a^slTd'^'V"  1!'  '"^^  «"^^"  °--  '^^  -negated 
grass  land   over  the  yellow  clay  of  the  exposed  .ide  hills 

touched  here  and  there  with  most  oddly  mingled  coIorTng 
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purple  and  gold,  red  and  gny  being  blended  into  a  fanUitie 
background,  upon  which  Nature  had  sketched  a  royal  pic- 
ture.   There  were  wide  iweepi  of  prairie,  the  green  grauet 
rippling  in  the  wind,  or  showing  yellow  to  the  kiss  of  the 
fading  sun  — now  a  bald  hill,  rock-strewn  and  full  of  per- 
plexing shadows,  with  spots  shining  like  silver;  now  a  field 
brilliant  with  wild  flowers,  every  tint  distinctly  nurked; 
now  a  depreuion  sharp  enot<i!;h  to  leave  a  line  of  plainly 
defined  blackness,  with  perchance  a  gleam  of  tanulizing 
water  in  its  half-hidden  heart,  where  some  merry  cascade 
leaped  to  iu  secret  covert  below.    Again  were  the  scattered 
groves  of  trees,  huddling  together  like  sheep  at  the  coming 
of  night,  all  aglow  with  sunset  along  their  upper  branches, 
and  beneath  sombre  with  the  deepening  shadows.    Far,  far 
away,  league  upon  league,  swept  that  same  recurring  Kene, 
outspread  to  the  distant  horizon,  toning  into  softer  colors, 
more  neutral  tints,  as  the  vision  extended,  until  all  of  form 
became  finally  merj^d   n  o  the  prevailing  gray  of  the  Sum- 
mer twilight.    Through  it  all,  like  some  majestic  thing  of 
life,  silent,  masterful,  sublime,  rolled  the  broad  river,  a  vast 
sheet  of  burnished  silver,  the  intense  loneliness  of  its  waters 
only  making  more  manifest  the  solemnity  of  iU  beauty. 
Rarest  coloring  leaped  forth  from  out  its  restless  waves, 
dancing  like  sprites  from  shore  to  shore,  or  lurking  be- 
neath the  deeper  shadows  of  the  banks,  while  the  tiny  islet 
just  below  mirrored  its  green  loveliness,  until  one  scarcely 
knew  the  reality  from  image. 

The  captivating  spell  of  it  was  upon  me,  yet  out  from  the 
very  midst  of  that  dream,  some  near  presence,  unseen  yet 
dimly  felt,  led  me  to  glance  behind  me  within  the  stockade. 
Instantly  my  mind  was  swept  clear  of  reverie  —  there,  look- 
ing up  at  me,  her  hand  shading  her  eyes  from  the  sun, 
stood  Mademoiselle.  I  saw  her  smile  at  the  bewildered 
look  upon  my  face,  but  her  words  were  most  pleasant  and 
gracious. 


"  A^^  ""~l"Hn      ith  love—, 
'''■"Joe,  beside  mt.     -f.^,  ^o 


upsn 
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shc'^^iy^!'  "tliTL'T  'r  "'°"^'"'  Monsieur," 
left  rponTour  face  "^   "^        "''  ^™'"  "'^  ''"P^'="'°"  i'  h^ 

■  ^t  was  the  rare  beauty  of  the  seen?  "  T  ,„  j     , 

mstantly  at  my  ease  by  Lr  cordrrn;„;er  "Th.^^'^' 
so  complete  y  in  thrall  that  T  h,A  1  ^"*'^-  "  "eld  me 
being  conten'  merely  io^'f.'  '°"^  '^^  ^«^^d  'o  think, 

en  Jmem'oS'°"/:;rrir^^^^^  ^™"'  '"^  -ale- 

from  this  same  comer  and  7t  I  k"''  ""'^"^  ""=  ^""^^' 
a  dreamer  also     sZlV  ^'  '*'""''''  ""^  i"'°  being 

thoughts T  they  bring  us  r;  "'  "".r  ^^'^°"'^  "'^"  -°^^ 
you.  Monsieur  >  "  "'""  °'"'  "'^'=-    ^ay  I  not  join 

totrs:^S°t:ri;:;^r7i:rrr^^ 
r-rthtrtrdTet™'"'^"^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

^^^^Sh^?^=^.-^SV^^ 

Clear,  Pu7e  Sinlrsimo:   ^/a"  *^^^^^^^^^^  -'  ''^ 

rtrXh°Lr£r:Er~^- 
S=.ir:^^£fSSa 

whom  I  had  known  inl   SarJ'     '1^  °'  °^'™'-  ^^""^  her 
26 
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jealous  memory  of  Challoner  sucl;  knowledge  came  to  me 
only  as  a  pain.  At  last  she  turned  suddenly,  her  parted  lips 
breathing  a  sigh,  as  though  she  deserted  her  pleasant  dream- 
ing with  regret.  What  she  may  have  read  in  that  first  swift 
glimpse  within  my  face  I  know  not,  but  her  eyes  fell,  her 
cheeks  flushed  crimson. 

"The  memory  of  such  a  scene  of  border  beauty,"  she 
said  quickly,  as  if  eager  to  hide  her  confusion  in  speech, 
"  will  go  far  toward  rewarding  me  for  all  the  rigors  of  this 
long,  tiresome  siege.  Alas!  there  is  little  enough  else  I 
shall  be  able  to  take  back  with  me." 
^  "  I  must  disagree  with  you,  Mademoiselle,"  I  ventured, 
"  for  I  was  reading  within  your  face  as  you  stood  there  the 
marks  of  a  new  character,  which  experience  in  this  land 
has  brought  you." 

"A  new  character!"  and  her  gray  eyes  opened  wide  at 
my  unexpected  words.  "  Can  it  be  that  you  jest,  Monsieur? 
Or  in  what  way  have  I  so  greatly  altered  ?  " 

"One  can  see  and  feel  much  which  it  is  difficult  to 
define  m  words.  These  weeks  have  also  changed  me  I 
confess  to  being  an  utterly  different  man  from  what  I  was 
that  night  you  danced  with  me  so  unwillingly  far  away  at 
Fort  Chartres.  And  you  have  changed  likewise,  Mademoi- 
selle, and  for  the  better.  You  are  not  less  proud,  perhaps, 
but  you  have  become  more  tender  of  heart,  more  considerate 
m  speech." 

She  looked  at  me  earnestly,  and  I  could  see  she  knew  not 
what  best  to  say,  the  very  earnestness  of  my  manner  serving 
to  confuse  her. 

"  It  may  indeed  be  so,"  she  confessed  at  last,  "  for  suffer- 
ing is  said  to  teach  us  all  lessons  of  value.  Yet  such  a 
miracle  as  you  would  make  me  believe  has  been  wrought 
must  have  even  a  greater  cause.  If  I  am  in  truth  so  changed, 
what  has  changed  me?  " 

"  It  might  be  love,  Mademoiselle." 
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reverie  I  interrupted  must  st.H  bt  uTo^lrHn     r"'' 
>s  but  an  idle  word:   itself  a  fan,,         /  '    ^"^ 

sweet"  ^°'^'>''  oftentimes  as  sad  as 

n.,s-i^----w^.e-"eoft.e 

even  ,y'L  retul'to'dviLaZ  .^"^  '°  ^^^^''^  *^  """^^^^ 
converse  upon  happier  themes.  especL,  f  as  J^st  ^^^ 

s^u^^'S^j-i^--r/tvr:h;~ 

times  you  purposely  avoided  me "  ^      ^' 

"Tnr/r  r^  *"  ""^'"  '^^--^  ^^'  a  =ause." 
some'Se  J  ~  ™^^'"  °"^-  ""'"^  ''  ^^  f- 

^nj^^sTt-r  s- — - -- 

the  social  abyss  yawning  between  us."  ^ 

w^/tnfTwixr;'  -1  ;:77  ^^-  -"-^ 

grievous  a  thing.    You  suTv  do  not  ^^ny'ITof    " 
-aking?    Was  I  not  sufficiently  co^d^Uh ^da^'^f  ^e^ 
m   he  mess-room?    Did  I  give  you  then  anv  cauL  to  f"e 
that  our  former  friendship  was  to  be  ended?  " 
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"No  Mademoiselle,"  I  said,  hesitating  over  my  uncertain 
words,     It  was  from  no  fault  of  yours -the  abyss  I  refer 
to  was  there  long  before,  and  was  unsurmountable." 
"  And  I  knew  nothing  of  it;  what  abyss? " 
"  First,  that  of  wealth." 

"  Oh,  ah  I  I  had  forgotten,"  and  her  voice  hardened  in- 
stantly. "  Dr.  Carver  informed  us  that  you  had  inherited 
8  large  property,  yet  I  had  never  supposed  that  would  affect 
your  past  friendships." 

"  It  was  not  my  wealth  to  which  I  referred,"  I  returned 
ha;;tily,  "  but  your  own." 

"Mine!  You  joke.  Monsieur.  A  likely  story,  indeed 
that  any  wealth  of  mine  .hould  intervene.  But  really  I 
grow  interested  in  these  excuses.  Have  you  yet  another?" 
"Yes,  Mademoiselle,"  feeling  somewhat  nettled  by  the 
carelessness  of  her  manner,  and  determined  now  to  give 
her  the  whole  story  plainly.  "While  wandering  together 
m  the  wilderness,  and  at  Chartres,  the  one  great  gulf  be- 
tween us  was  wealth,  and  the  consequent  social  position 
(not  mme,  for  at  that  time  I  was  not  aware  I  possessed 
any)  ;  later  it  became  even  more  impassable,  from  my  knowl- 
edge that  you  were  the  fiancee  of  Lieutenant  Challoner." 

She  stepped  back  from  me,  resting  one  white  hand  against 
the  brown  log,  her  eyes  filled  with  undisguised  amazement 
"Who  told  you  that?" 

"  It  came  directly  from  Lieutenant  Challoner's  own  lips 
Mademoiselle.  I  have  since  heard  it  repeatedly  discussed 
by  the  officers  of  this  garrison." 

"Indeed!  They  are  exceedingly  free,"  and  her  form 
seemed  to  stiffen  with  indignation.  "Would  you  kindly 
repeat  to  me  Lieutenant  Challoner's  exact  words?" 

"They  were  sufficiently  explicit  — he  said  clearly,  'Miss 
Maitland  is  my  fiancee.'  It  was  told  to  me  when  we  first 
met,  and  was  said  again  that  night  we  were  captives  to  the 
Indians." 
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aivVnrm',''''^   ''r''    '"'^   ^^'''"    '"™^d   partially 
anxiously  for  her  to  speak  some  word,  but  she  remained 

"  Is  it  not  true,  Mademoiselle'  " 

She  turned  her  head  slightly,  and  glancedaside  at  me  a 
strange,  puzzling  look  in  her  tyes. 

;;  Yes,  Monsieur,"  she  confessed  quietly,  "it  is  true" 
Then  you  cannot  wonder  that  I  paused  upon  the  edge 
of  so  impassable  an  abyss  ? "  r         ^  cugc 

"Instead  Monsieur,"  and  I  could  not  rid  myself  of  the 
.mpression  that  her  low  voice  was  laughing  at  me  "  I  con! 
sttZT  r."'"'^'  r'  '"-P'-^We.  I  could  easi  y  und" 
s  and  how  this  might  have  interfered  with  your  friendshio 
elsewhere,  but  I  utterly  fail  to  perceive  in  any  way  ts  po  - 
sible  connection  with  me."  ^       ^ 

Jj'Tt''\^"'  ^''""^  ''""P'y  ''""  "^^t  'he  should  thus 

"atie^^Sh       ^T''"  ^^''^  '°  -"^  ^'^  °f  ^°  '"io"'  ^ 
nature.    She  smiled  inquiringly  into  my  troubled  eyes. 

»„      ^^7   f  y°u-you  just  acknowledged  that  you  were 
engaged  to  the  Englishman." 

nJJ°"  T"f  !'^'"'  misunderstood  me.  Monsieur.     I  said 
nothing  of  the  kind." 

"Will  you  explain?"  I  questioned  helplessly.     "You 
Sftolrev^"  "  ''°""^"^  '^"^'^'^  "^^*  '  "^^  -' 

asif iXtfmagic''^''  "'°'-  =°"""^  "^-^"^  '°  "^^  '^"^''^ 
'"Tis  so  extremely  simple,  Monsieur,  and  you  have 
been  so  exceedingly  dull,  that  now,  when  I  finally  compre- 
hend the  mystery  of  your  strange  reserve,  it  becomes  most 
oddly  amusing.  It  is  true  that  Lieutenant  Challoner's 
fiancee  is  Miss  Maitland,  the  Miss  Maitland.  Unfortu- 
nately, for  my  peace  of  mind.  I  am  merely  Miss  Alene 
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"  Rene  ?    You  mean  Rene  ? " 

"I  mean  Rene,  Monsieur  —  Rene,  the  daughter  of  a 
Lieutenant-Colonel,  and  a  Baronet ;  Rene  the  heiress ;  Rene 
the  happy  toast  of  the  English  clubs."  She  swept  me  a 
curtsey,  drawing  back  her  skirts,  her  eyes  full  of  a  daring 
scorn.  "  While  I,  Monsieur  de  Coubert,  I  am  no  more  than 
the  poor  cousin,  the  travelling  companion,  whom  nobody 
seems  to  want." 

For  a  moment  my  heart  throbbed  so  that  it  was  impossible 
for  me  to  speak  those  words  that  burned  my  throat,  yet  her 
challenging  eyes  lost  their  daring,  and  drooped  before  my 
gaze.  Then  I  sprang  forward,  grasping  both  of  her  hands 
withm  my  own.  An  instant  she  drew  back,  but  I  held  her 
helpless. 

"  But  I  want  you.  Mademoiselle,"  I  cried  eagerly,  peering 
mto  that  downcast  fact  she  sought  vainly  to  hide.  "  I  want 
you,  my  darling,  my  Alene;  I  want  you,  and  for  ever  as 
my  own." 

_  "Are  you  sure?"  she  questioned,  a  sob  in  her  soft  voice. 
"  Are  you  sure  ?  " 

"Surer  than  of  anything  before  in  all  my  life,"  I  re- 
sponded earnestly,  now  venturing  to  press  her  unresisting 
form  within  my  arms.  "  I  have  been  sure  ever  since  that 
first  night  when  we  met  out  yonder  in  the  Illinois  country, 
and  when  you  despised  me  as  a  coureur  de  bois.  Ah,  my 
proud  lady  of  England,  have  you,  indeed,  forgotten  at  last 
that  I  am  a  Frenchman  ?  " 

Her  fair  head  resting  upcn  my  shoulder,  she  glanced  slyly 
up  into  my  face,  and  behind  the  tears  glistening  upon  her 
long  lashes,  I  read  -.vithin  the  clear  depths  of  those  gray 
eyes  that  sweet  message  I  had  once  dreamed  about  in  far- 
off  Chartres. 

"  It  is  not  because  you  are  French,"  she  whispered  softly, 
"but  because  I  love  you." 

Far,  far  away,  where  the  swiftly  gathering  haze  hung 
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into  our  view  againS/^  ;,    Shf  ^"k^  T" ' 


TBE  END 


